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Among  tfae  few  po€ts  who  flourished  in  the  firstperiods  of  our  poetical  histoiy,  the 
ume  of  Gower  bas  been  haiided  down  to  us  with  peculiar  hoDOur,  as  fit  to  be  coupled 
with  that  of  Cbaucer,  to  wbom  some  bave  supposed  be  was  prior  in  his  attempt  to 
mdionite  our  poetry,  and  otbers  bave  asserted  that  be  was  tbe  early  guide  and 
eocoiirager  of  Cbaucei^s  studies.  Yet  there  is  not  mucb  in  tbis,  were  it  confirmed,  to 
detract  from  Cbaucer^s  superiority.  Gower  might  bave  possessed  tbe  judgment  of  a 
critic,  without  tbe  fire  of  a  poct ;  and  it  is  not  uncommon  for  a  pupil  to  escel  bis 
master.  We  know^  bowever,  too  little  of  tbe  hbtory  of  eitber,  to  believe  tbat  tbey 
ftood  in  tliese  relations,  and  tbe  point  of  precedency  must  still  remain  conjectural,  wbile 
we  have  morę  substantial  evideuce  tbat  as  an  Englisb  poet  Gower  was  far  inferior  to  bis 
great  contemporary. 

John  Gower  is  supposed  to  bave  been  bom  before  Cbaucer,  but  of  what  family,  or  in 
wkat  part  of  tbe  kingdom,  is  uncertain.  Lcland  was  informed  tbat  be  was  of  tbe 
aodait  family  of  tbe  Gowers  of  Stitenbam,  in  Yorksbire,  and  succeeding  biograpbers 
appear  to  bave  taken  for  granted  wbat^tbat  eminent  antiquary  gives  oniy  as  a  report. 
Other  particulars  from  Leland  are  yet  morę  doubtfnl,  as  tbat  be  was  a  knigbt  and 
tome  time  cbief  justice  of  tbe  Common  Pleas,  for  no  iuformation  respecting  any  judge 
of  that  name  can  be  collected  eitber  in  tbe  reign  of  Edward  II.  during  wbicb  be  is  said 
tohave  been  on  tbe  bencb,  or  afterwards.  Weaver  assertstbat  be  wasof  a  Kentish 
iamily,  and,  in  Caxton's  edition  of  the  Confessio  Amantis,  be  is  said  to  bave  been  a 
oatiTeofWales. 

He  appears^  bowever^  to  bave  studied  law,  and  was  a  member  of  tbe  Society  of  the 
Middle  Tempie,  where  it  is  supposed  be  met  with,  and  acąuired  the  friendship  of 
Chancer.  The  siroilarity  of  their  studies,  and  their  taste  for  poetry,  were  not  the  only 
iKMids  of  anion.  Their  political  bias  was  nearly  tbe  same.  Cbaućer  attached  faimself 
toJohnofGauut,.dake  of  Lancaster,  and  Gower  to  Tboma&.of  Woodsitoek)  dttks  of 
Gbocester,  both  uncles  to  king  Richard  II.  Tbe  tendency  of  tbe  Confessio  Amantis 
*  io  censiuing  the  ^ices  of  tbe  clergy  coincides  with  Chaucer's  sentiments,  aad  altbougb 
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we  have  no  direct  proof  of  those  mutual  arguings  and  disputes  between  them,  which 
Leland  speaks  of,  there  can  be  no  doubt  tbat  tbeir  friendship  was  at  one  time  inter- 
rupted.    Chaucer  concludes  bis  Troilus  and  Cresside,  with  recommcnding  i^  to  tbe 
corrections  of  ''  morał  Gower/'  and  ''  pfałlosopbical  Strode;"   and  Gower,  io  tbe 
Confessio  Amantis^  introduces  Venus  praising  Cbaucer  **  as  ber  disciple  and  poetę." 
Such  was  tbeir  mutual  re^ct ;  its  decUne  is  less  intelligible.    M r.  Tyrwbit  sa^^s,  *'  If 
tbe  reflcction  (in  tbe  Prologue  to  tbe  Man  of  Lawes  Tale,  ver..4497*)  upon  tbose  wbo 
relate  sucb  stories  as  tbat  of  Canace,  otof  Apollonius  Tyrius,  was  levelled  at  Gower,  as 
I  very  mucb  suspect,  it  will  be  difficult  to  reconciie  sucb  an  attack  to  our  notions  of  tbe 
strict  friendsbip  wbicb  is  genendly  supposed  to  bave  subsisted  betwećn  tbe  two  bards. 
Tbe  attack  too  at  this  time  must  appear  tbe  morę  extraordinary  on  tbe  part  of  our  bard, 
as  be  isjust  going  to  put  into  tbe  mouth  of  bis  'Mau  of  Lawę  a  tale,  of  wbicb  almost 
every  circumstance  is  borrowed  from  Gower.    The  iact  is,  tbat  tbe  story  of  Canace  is 
related  by  Gower  in  bis  Confessio  Amantis,  B.  iii.  and  tbe  story  of  Apollonius  (or 
Apollynus^  as  be  is  tbere  called)  in  tbe  viiitb  book  of  tbe  same  work :  so  tbat,  if  Cbaucer 
really  did  not  mean  to  reflect  upon  Ińs  old  friend^  bis  cboice  of  tbese  two  instances  was 
ratber  unlucky/' 

''  Tbere  is  anotber  circumstance,*'  says  tbe  same  critic,  *'  wbicli  ratber  inclines  me  to 
believe,  tbat  tbeur  friendsbip  suffered  some  intemiption  in  tbe  latter  part  of  tbeir  lives. 
In  tbe.  new  edition  of  tbe  Confessio  Amantis,  wbicb  Gower  published  after  the  accession 
of  Henry  IV.  tbe  verses  in  praise  of  Cbaucer  (fol.  190.  b.  col.  1.  ed.  1532.)  are  omitted. 
See  MS.  Harl.  3869.  Thougb  perbaps  tbe  deatli  of  Chaucer  at  tbat  time  had  rendered 
tbe  compliment  contained  in  those  yerses  less  proper  tlian  it  was  at  first,  that  alone  does 
not  seem  to  bave  beeń  a  sufficient  reason  for  omitting  them,  especially  as  the  original 
datę  of  the  w(Nrk,  in  the  16  of  Richard -li.  is  prederved.  .  Indeed  the  only  other  altera- 
tions,  wbich  I  have  been  able  to  discov€r,  are  towards  the  beginning  and  end,  wbere 
every  thing  which  had  been  said  ic  praise  of  Richard  in  the  lirst  edition,  is  eitber  left 
out  ór  converted  to  the  use  of  his  successor  *." 

As  this  is  the  only  evidence  of  a  diffefence  between  Chaucer  and  Gower,  we  may  be 
allowed  to  hope  that  no  violent  loss  of  friendsbip  ensued.  As  to  tbeir  poetical  studies^ 
it  is  evident  tbat  there  was  a  remarkable  difference  of  opinion  and  pursuit.  Chaucer 
had  the  courage  to  emancipate  his  muse  from  the  tiammels  of  French,  in  which  it  was 
tbe  fashion  to  write,  and  the  genius  to  lay  the  fouudation  of  English  poetry,  taste  and 
imagination.  Gower,  probabiy  from  his  closer  intiniacy  with  the  French  and  Latiii 
poets,  found  it  morę  easy  to  foUow  the  beaten  track.  Accordingly  the  first  of  his  works 
was  written  in  French  measure.  It  is  entitled  "  Speculum  Meditantis,  Uh 
Traitte^,  selonc  les  aucteurs,  pour  ensampler  les  amants  marietz,  au  fins  qil3  la  foy  de 
lour  seints  espousaitłes,  pourront  per  fine  loyalte  guarder^  et  al.boneur  de  Dieu 
8alvement  tener."  Of  this,  which  is  written  in  Ten  Books,  there  are  two  copies  in  the 
Bodleian  library.  It  is  a  compilation  of  precepti^  and  examples  from  a  variety  of 
authors,  in  favour  of  the  chastity  of  the  marriage  bed. 

His  next  work  is  in  Latin,  entitled  Vox  Clamantis.  Of  this  there  are  many  copies 
extant;  that  in  the  tottonian  library  is  morę  fully  entitled  "  Johannis  Gower 
Chronica,  ąuae  Vox  Clamantis  dicitur,  siue  Poema  de  Insurrexioiie  Rusticorum  contra 
mgentaos  et  nobiles,  tempore  Regis  Ricbardi  II.  et  De  Causis  ex  quibus  talia  contingunt 
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Eoonua :  fibra  flq>teiii/'  Sómc  lesser  pieces  are  annexed  to  this  copy^  historical  and 
morał.  Tbat  in  the  library  of  Ali  Soult  College,  Oxfordy  appears  to  have  been  writtcn, 
or  lather  dictated,  whea  he  waa  old  and  blind.  It  hasan  epistle  in  Latin  verse  preiixed, 
and  addmsed  in  these  words ;  **  Hanc  epistolam  subscńptam  corde  devoto,  misit,  senex 
et  caecus  Jobaones  Gower,  reuerendissimo  in  Cbristo  patri  ac  domino  suo  principio 
D.  Thomas  Arundel  Cantuar.  Archieptsoopo^  &'c.  Pr.  Successor  Thomse,  Thomas 
Jmańlem  tibi  do  me/'  This,  therefore,  is  supposed  to  haye  been  the  last  tninscript  he 
nade  of  this  woik,  probably  near  the  close  of  hi^  life.  Mr.  Warton  is  of  opinion  that 
it  was  first  wńtten  in  1397. 

TheCoNFBSsio  Amantis,  which  entitks  him  to  a  place  among  English  poets, 
was  finished  probably  i^  1393,  after  Chaucer  had  written  most  of  his  poems,  but  befóre 
he  composed  the  Canterbury  Tales.  It  is  said  to  have  been  begun  at  the  suggestion  of 
King  Richard  II.  who  roeeting  him  accidentally  on  the  Thames,  called  him  into  the 
rojfal  bai|;e,  and  enjomed  him  *'  to  booke  some  new  thing.''  It  was  first  printed  by 
Caxton  in  1493.  In  I5l6,  Barclay,  the  author  of  the  Ship  of  Fools,  was  requested  by 
ar  Giles  Aylington  to  abridge  or  moderoize  the  Confessio  Amantis.  Barclay  was  then 
old  and  infirm,  and  declined  it,  as  Mr.  Warton  thiuks,  very  prudently,  as  he  was  little 
ąuaUfied  to  correct  Gówer.  This  anecdote,  however,  shews  that  Gower  had  aiready 
becone  obsolete.  Skelton,  in  the  Boke  of  Philip  Sparrow,  says  **  Gower*s  Eoglbhe  is 
oki."  Dean  Colet  stodied  Gower  as  well  as  Chaucer  and  Lydgate,  in  order  to  improve 
his  style.  In  Puttenham*s  age,  about  the  end  of  the  sixteenth  century ,  their  language 
was  out  of  use.  In  the  mean  time,  a  second  edition  of  the  Confessio  Amantb  was 
printed  by  Bertbelette  in  1532,  a  third  in  1544,  and  a  fourth  in  1554.  At  the  distance 
of  two  centuries  and  a  half,  a  fif^h  is  now  presented  to  the  public.^  The  ooly  stain  on 
bis  cbaracter,  which  Mr.  Ritson  bas  urged  with  asperity,  but  which  is  obscurely 
diBcemible,  is  the  alteration  he  madę  in  this  work  on  the  accession  of  Henry  IV.  and 
his  conseąaent  di8reą>ect  for  the  memory  of  Richard,  to  whom  he  formerly  lookcd  up 
is  to  a  patron. 

The  oDly  other  circumstances  of  his  history  are,  that  he  was  esteemed  a  man  of 
great  leaming,  and  lived  and  died  in  afilaence.  That  he  possessed  a  manificent  spirit,  we 
have  a  most  decisive  proof  in  his  contributing  largely,  if  not  entirely,  to  the  rebuilding  of 
the  conYentnal  church  of  St  Mary  Oveny,  or,  as  it  is  npw  called,  St.  Saviour*s  church, 
Sottthwark,  and  afterwards  founded  a  chauntry  in  the  chapel  of  St.  John,  now  uscd 
asa  vestry. 

He  appears  to  have  lost  his  sigbt  in  the  first  year  of  Henry  IV.  and  did  not  long  survive 
Ihh  misfortane,  dymg  at  an  advanced  age  in  1402.  He  was  interred  in  St.  Saviour's 
diorch,  and  a  monument  was  afterwards  erected  to  his  memory,  which,  although  it  bas 
sdflered  by  dilapidations  and  injudidous  repairs,  still  retains  a  considerable  portion  of 
nitk|ae  magnificence.  It  is  of  the  Gothic  style,  covered  with  three  arches,  the  roof 
within  flpringing  into  many  angles,  under  which  lies  the  statuę  of  the  deceased,  in  a  long 
pupie  gown  ;  on  his  bead  a  coronet  of  roses,  resting  on  three  volumes  entitlcd  Vox 
Ckmtuttit,  Speculum  Meditantis,  and  Conftuio  Amantis,  His  dress  bas  given  rise  to  some 
of  those  coDJectures  respecting  his  history  which  cannot  now  be  determined,  as  hb  being 
skn^t,  a  jadge,  &c. 

Beskies  these  larger  works,  some  smali  poems  are  presenred  in  a  MS.  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  but  possessing  little  or  no  merit  are  likely  to  remain  in  obscurity*. 

*  Rit9on*8  Bibliograpiiła  Poetica,  art  Gower.    C. 
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Mr.  Warton  speaks  morę  higbly  of  a  collection,  contamed  in  a  Tolume,  in  the  libmy  dl 
the  mąrąois  of  Stafford,  of  which  he  bas  given  a  long  account^  with  specimeos.  Tliey 
are  sonnets  in  Frencfa,  and  certamly  are  morę  teoder,  pathetic,  and  poetical  than  hk 
'  larger  poems.  As  an  English  poet^  however,  his  reputation  must  still  rast  on  the 
Confessio  Amantis,  but  aldiougb  be  contributed  in  some  degree  to  bring  about  a 
beneficaal  revolutioD  in  our  langaage»  it  appears  to  be  the  univenal  opinion  of  tbe  ciitict 
tbat  be  bas  very  few  pretensions  to  be  ranked  among  inventor8.  Mr.  Warton*s  analym 
of  the  Confessio  will  be  no  improper  apology  for  the  meageiness  of  this  biographical 
article. 

The  Confessio  Amantis,  ^'  is  a  dialogue  between  a  lover  and  his  confessor,  who  is  a 
priest  of  Veuus,  and  like  the  mystagogue  in  the  Picture  of  Cebes,  b  caUed  Gbnius. 
Herę,  as  if  it  had  been  impossible  for  a  lover  not  to  be  a  good  catholic,  the  ritual  of 
religion  is  applied  to  the  tender  passion^and  Ovid's  Art  of  Love  is  blended  with  the 
breTiaiiy.  In  the  course  of  the  confcssion,  every  evil  affection  of  the  haman  heart, 
which  may  tend  to  impede  the  progress  or  counteract  the  success  of  love,  is  sdentifically 
8ubdivided:  and  its  fatal  effects  exemplified  by  a  variety  of  appońte  stories,  entracted 
from  classics  and  chronicies.  The  poet  often  introduces  or  recapitulates  his  matter  in  a 
few  ceuplets  of  Łatin  long  and  short  yerses.    Xl|is  was  in  imitation  of  Boethius.. 

«<This  poem  is  strongly  tinctured  with  those  pedantic  affectations  concemingtbe 
passion  of  love,  whieh  the  French  and  Italian  poets  of  the  fourteenth  century  borrowed 
from  the  troubadours  of  Provence.  But  the  writer^s  particular  model  appean  morę 
immediately  to  have  been  John  ofMean's  celebrated  Romaunt  de  la  Rosę.  He 
bas,  however,  seldom  attempted  to  imitate  the  pictaresque  imageries,  and  expressive 
personifications,  of  that  exquisite  allegory.  His  most  striking  portraits,  which  yef  are 
cqnceived  with  no  powers  of  creation,  nor  dełineated  with  any  fertiiity  of  fancy,  are 
Idleness,  Avarice,  Micherie  or  Thieving,  and  Negligeuce,  the  secretary  of  Sloth. 
Instead  of  boldly  clothing  these  ąualities  with  corporeal  attributes,  aptly  and  poetically 
imagined,  he  coldly,  yet  sensibly,  describes  their  operatious,  and  enumerates  their 
properties.  What  Gower  wanted  in  invention,  he  supplied  from  hb  common-place 
book;  which  appears  to  have  been  stóred  with  an  uiexhaustible  fund  of  mstructive 
maxims,  pleasant  narrations,  and  pbilosopliical  definitions.  It  seems  to  have  been  his 
object  to  crowd  all  his  erudition  into  this  elaborate  performance.  Yet  there  is  ofiten 
some  degree  of  contrivance  and  art  in  his  manner  of  introducing  and  adapting  subjects 
of  a  yery  distant  naturę,  and  which  are  totally  foreign  to  his  generał  design. 

''  In  the  fourth  book,  oiir  confessor  tums  chemist;  and  discoursing  at  laige  on  tbe 
Hermetic  science,  deveIopes  its  principles,  and  exposes  its  abuses,  with  great  penetration. 
He  delivers  the  doctrines  conceming  the  vegetabk,  minerał,  and  animal  Stones,  to 
which  Falstaffe  alludcs  in  Shakspeare,  with  amazing  accuracy  and  perspicuity;  although 
this  doctrine  was  adopted  from  systenis  then  in  vogue.  In  anotber  place  he  applles  the 
Argonautic  expedition  in  search  of  the  golden  fleece,  which  he  relates  at  length,  to  the 
same  visionary  phiiosophy.  Gower  very  probably  conducted  his  associate  Chaucer  into 
those  profound  mysteries,  which  had  been  just  opened  to  our  countrymen  by  the  books 
of  Roger  Bacon. 

**  In  the  seYcntb  book,  the  whole  circle  of  the  Aristotelic  phiiosophy  is  esplained  i 
which  our  lover  is  desirous  to  leam,  supposing  that  the  importance  and  variety  of  its 
speculations  might  conduce  to  sooth  his  anxieties  by  di^erting  and  engaging  his 
attention.  Such  a  discussion  was  not  very  likely  to  afford  him  much  consolation  : 
especially^  as  hardiy  a  single  omamental  digression  is  admitted^  to  decorate  a  field 


LIFE  OF  GOWER.  tii 

nUmlly  ao  destitate  of  flowers.  Aknost  the  ooly  one  is  tfae  description  of  the  cbariot 
and  crown  of  the  sun;  in  wbich  the  Arabian  ideas  concerning  precious  stones  are 
iiiterwoven  with  OTid's  £ctions  and  the  classical  roythology. 

"PeriiapSy  in  estimating  Gower^s  meńt,  I  ha¥e  pushed.the  notion  too  fiEir,  that 
because  he  shews  so  much  learning  he  had  no  great  share  of  natural  abilities.  But  it 
fihoold  be  conadered^  that  when  books  began  to  grow  fiubionabłe,  and  the  reputation 
of  leaining  confenred  the  bighest  honour,  poets  became  ambitious  of  being  thought 
scbolars :  and  sacńficed  their  native  powers  of  inrention  to  the  ostentation  of  displaying 
an  extenflive  conrse  of  reading,  and  to  the  piide  of  profound  erudition.  On  this  account,  ^~^ 
ihe  fflinstreb  of  these  times,  who  were  totally  unedacated,  and  poured  forth  spontaneous 
Tfaymes  in  obedience  to  the  workings  of  naturę^  often  exhibit  morę  gennine  strókes  of 
pasBiim  and  imagination  than  the  profeased  poeta.  Chaucer  is  an  eiception  tothia 
obaerration :  whose  origina]  feelings  were  too  atrong  to  be  auppreaaed  by  booka^  and 
wfaoae  leaining  waa  overbalanced  by  genias, 

**  Thia  afiectation  of  appearing  leamed^  which  yet  waa  natural  on  the  revival  of 
fiteiatnie,  in  onr  old  poets,  even  in  thoae  who  were  altogether  deatitute  of  talenta,  bas 
leA  to  posterity  many  a  curioua  picture  of  mannera^  and  many  a  romantic  image.  Some 
of  onr  andent  barda,  howeyer,  aimed  at  no  other  merit  than  that  of  being  able  to 
jetsafy  z  and  attempted  nothing  morę,  than  to  cloath  in  rhyme  thoae  aentimenta,  which 
woold  have  appeared  with  eąoal  propriety  in  proae  V'  / 

Mr.  Warton*a  account  of  the  aonneta  in  the  marąuia  of  Stafford'a  fibrary  occura  in  USit^ 
emendationa  and  additiona  to  hia  aecond  volume, 

In  thia  libraiy  ^*  theie  ia  a  thin  oblong  manuacript  on  yellum,  eontaining  aome  of 

Gower'8  poema  in  Latin,  French,  and  Engliah.    By  an  entry  in  the  firat  leaf,  in  the 

hand-wnting,  and  under  the  aignature,  of  Thomaa  Fairfas,  Cromweli'a  generał,  an 

antiąnariaB,  and  a  Iover  and  collector  of  curioua  manuscripta,  it  appeara,  that  this  book 

waa  presented  by  the  poet  Gower^  about  the  year  1400,  to  Henry  the  Fourth;  and  that 

ii  waa  given  by  lord  Fairfas  to  hia  friend  and  kinsman  air  Thomaa  Gtower,  knight  and 

banmet,  in  the  year  l656.    By  another  entry,  lord  Fairiax  acknowledgea  to  haye 

TCcetved  it,  in  the  aame  year,  aa  a  preaent^  from  thał  leamed  gentltman  Charlea  Gedde, 

caą.  of  St«  Andrewa  in  Scotland ;  and  at  the  end  are  five  or  au  Latin  anagrama  on 

Gedde,  vmtten  and  aigned  by  lord  FaurfaXy  with  thia  title,  '  In  nombh  venerandi  et 

annosi  Amici  ani  Cait)li  Geddci/    By  king  Heniy  the  Fourth  it  aeema  to  have  been 

pbced  in  the  rtyyal  library :  it  appeara  at  leaat  to  have  been  in  the  banda  of  king  Henry 

tiie  Seventfa,  whUe  eari  of  Richmond,  from  the  name  Rychemond,  inaerted  in  another  of 

&e  blank  ]eavea  at  the  beginning,  and  explained  by  this  note^  '  Liber  Henrici  aeptimi 

tonc  Comitis  Richmond,  propria  manu  acripsit/    This  manuacript  ia  neatly  written, 

with  miniated  and  illuminated  initiala :    and  containa  the  following  piecea.     L  A 

Panegyric  in  atanzaa,  with  a  Latin  prologue  or  rubric  in  aeven  heKameteia^  on  king 

Houry  the  Fourth.    This  poem,  commonly  called  Carmen, de  pacia  commendałume  in 

indem  Henrid  ąuarti,  ia  printed  in  Chaucer*a  worka  (YoL  I.  p.  548).     II.  A  ahort 

Lalin  poem  in  elegiaca  on  the  aame  aubject,  beginning,  '  Res  cali  deus  et  dananus  gtd 

Umpora  łolus.'    (MSS.  Cotton.  Otho.  D.  1.  4.)    Thia  ia  followed  by  ten  other  very 

liiort  piecesy  both  in  French  and  Englbh,  of  the  same  tendency.    IIL  Cinkantb 

BALAOES/or  fifty  aonneta  in  French.      Fart  of  the  firat  ia  illegible.    Tbey  are  cloaed 

wilb  the  following  epiłog^e  and  colophon : 

3  Hiit.  of  Ppetry,  Vol.  ii.  1—31  paisim.    C. 

:C.l 
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O  gentiU  Engletere  a  toi  iescrits, 
Pour  remelhbrer  ta  ioie  ąest  nouelle, 
Qe  te  survieiit  du  noble  Roy  Henris, 
Par  qui  diens  ad  redreste  ta  quer«le, 
A  dieu  purceo  prient  et  cii  et  ceile^ 
Qil  de  sa  grace^  au,  fort  Roi  corone^ 
DoigDit  peas^  bonour,  ioie  et  prosperitę. 

ExpJiciunt  carmina  lohis  Gower  yue  GalUce  compesita  Bałades  dicuntur.  IV.  Two 
sbort  Latin  poems  in  elegiacs,  tbe  first  beginning,  *  Ecce  pateł  tensus  ceci  Cypidinii 
arcus.'  The  second,  '  O  Natura  viri  połuit  quam  łolkre  nono*  V.  A  Frencb  poem, 
imperfect  at  tlie  beginniog.  On  tbe  Dignity  or  £xceUence  of  Marriage,  in  one  book. 
Tbe  subject  is  illustrated  by  exanip]es.  As  no  part  of  this  poem  was  ever  printed,  I 
transcribe  one  of  tbe  stories. 

''  Qualiter  lason  ugorem  suam  Medeam  relinquens^  Creusam  Creontis  regis  filiara 
ubi  camaliter  copuiavit.    Verum  ipse  cum  ddobis  filib  suis  postea  infortunatus  periit.*' 

Li  prus  lason  qeu  lisie  de  Colchos 
Le  toison  dor,  pour  laide  de  Medee 
Conquist  dont  ii  donour  portoit  grant  looś 
Par  tout  le  monde  encourt  la  renomee 
La  joefne  danie  oue  soi  ad  amenee 
De  son  pays  en  Grece  et  lespousa 
Ffreinte  espousaile  dieus  le  vengera. 

Quant  Mcdea  nieulx  qui  de  etre  en  repos 
Ove  son  mari  et  qelle  avoit  porte 
Deux  fils  de  luy  lors  changea  le  purpos 
El  quelle  lason  permer  fuist  oblige 
II  ad  del  tout  Medeam  refuse 
Si  prist  la  file  au  roi  Creon  Creusa 
Ffrenite  espousaile  dieux  le  vengera« 
Medea  qot  le  coer  de  dolour  cloos 
En  son  corous  et  ceo  fiiist  grant  pite 
Sas  joefhes  fils  queux  et  jadis  en  cios 
Yeniz  ses  costees  ensi  com  forseue 
Devant  ses  oels  lason  elc  ad  tue 
Ceo  qeu  fuist  fait  peccbe  le  fortuna 
Ffrenite  espousaile  dieux  le  yengera. 

Towards  tbe  end  of  tbe  piece,  tbe  poet  introduces  an  apology  for  auy  inaccurracies 
wbich,  as  an  Englisbman,  be  may  bave  committed  in  tbe  Frencb  idiom. 

Al  universite  de  tout  le  monde 
Johan  Gower  ceste  Balade  evoie; 
Et  si  ieo  nai  da  Fnincois  fiicoode^ 
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Pśrdonets  moi  qe  ieo  de  ceo  Ibmoie. 
leo  8018  Englois:  d  ąuier  par  tiele  voie 
Etre  esciue  nmis  quoique  mills  endie 
L'  amoDr  parfiiit  en  dieu  se  justifie. 

It  B  fiiiished  witfa  a  few  Latin  Iiexanieter9,  viz.  '^  Qais  sit  vel  ąuaUs  sacer  order 
conaulMalu/*  Tbis  poem  occurs  at  the  end  of  two  valiiable  folio  manuscripto,  illumin- 
atcd  and  oa  Tellum,  in  the  Bodleian  library,  v]z«  MSS.  Fairfiix«  iir.  and  Nfi.  F.  8.  9* 
Abo  in  the  manuacript  at  All^Souls  coUegę,  Oxford,  MSS  xxvi.  And  in  MSS.  Harl.  S869. 
In  ali  tliese,  and,  I  be]ieve,  in  many  othen,  it  is  properly  connected  with  the  Confessio 
Aonntis  by  the  following  rubric  ''  Puisqu'  ii  ad  dit  cidevant  en  Englois^  par  voic 
deasample,  la  sotie  de  cellui  qiii  par  amours  aimie  par  eą)ecial,  dirra  ore  apres  en  Francois 
a  toot  le  mond  en  generał  une  traitie  selonc  les  auctors,  pour  easemplar  les  amanta 
aariezy  ice*    It  begina 

Łe  creature  do  tout  creatare. 

^'Bot  the  Cinquante  Balades,  or  fifty  French  sonnets  above-mentioned,  are  the 
cariona  and  valuable  part  of  (tlib)  manuacript.  They  are  not  mentioned  by  thoae  who 
hBve  written  the  life  of  this  poet^  or  have  catalogued  his  works.  Nor  do  theyappear  in 
any  other  manoscript  of  Gower  which  j  have  exaniined.  But  if  they  ahould  be  dia- 
CDYered  in  any  other«  I  will  venture  to  pronounce,  that  a  morę  authentic,  nnembarrassed, 
aod  pfBcticable  copy  than  tbis  before  ua^  will  not  be  produced:  although  it  is  for  the 
OMKt  part  uttpointedy  and  obacured  with  abbrevłations,  and  with  ihose  mispellings 
wińch  flowed  from  a  scribe  unaoqaainted  with  the  French  language* 

"  To  say  no  morę,  however,  of  the  value  which  thcse  little  pieces  may  derive  from 
bÓBg  80  acaree  and  so  little  known,  they  have  much  real  and  intrinńc  merit.  They  are 
tender,  pathetic,  and  poetical;  and  place  our  old  poet  Gower  in  ą  iHore  advantageous 
poiot  of  view  than  tliat  in  which  he  bas  hitherto  been  usually  seen.  I  know  not  if  even 
aayamong  the  French  poeta  themselves,  of  this  periody  have  left  a  set  of  morę  6n]ahed 
aiOBeti:  for  they  were  piobaMy  written  when  Gower  was  a  young  man,  aboot  the 
jear  1350.  Nor-bad  yet  any  £nglisb  poet  freated  the  passion  of  love  with  eqnal 
<leficacy  of  aentiment,  and  elegance  of  composition.  I  will  transcńbe  four  of  these 
Baladea  as  correctly  and  intelligibly  as  I  am  able:  although  I  must  confess,  there  are 
lines  which  I  do  not  exactly  comprebend. 


BALADE  XXXVI. 

Ponr  comparer  cejolif  tempa  de  Maij* 
Ieo  dirrai  semblable  a  Paradis: 
Car  lors  chantoit  et  merle  et  papegai, 
Les  champs  sont  vert,  les  berbes  sont  floria: 
Lors  est  Natnre  damę  du  paijs: 
Dont  Yenus  poignt  Tamant  a  tiel  assai, 
QencinUr€  amour  not  qui  poet  dirt  Nai. 
voi.li.  b 
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Qiiaiit  toat  ceo  voi,  et  qoe  ieo  penaerai, 
Goment  Natare  ad  toat  le  moiid  suspiit. 

Dont  pour  le  temps  se  iait  mioote  et  gai, 
£t  ieo  des  aiitres  sub  soaleoi  honpris, 
Com  al  qui  sanz  amie  est  vniis  amis, 
Nest  pas  meiraile  lors  si  ieo  mesmaiy 
-  Oencontre  amour  nest  qui  poet  dire  Nai» 

•  * 

£d  lieu  de  rosę,  uitie  cuillerai^ 
Dont  mes  cliapeab  ferrai  par  tiel  dens, 
Qe  toat  ioie  et  confort  ieo  lerrai^ 
Si  eelle  soule  en  qui  iai  mon  coer  miSy 
Selonc  le  ponit  qe  iai  sovent  requis, 
Ne  deigne  alegger  les  griefs  mab  qe  iai, 
Opiconłre  amour  nat  guiyoet  dire  Nai, 

Pour  pite  querre  et  poarchacer  intris, 
Va  ten  balade  ou  ieo  teavoieraiy 
Qore  en  certain  ieo  Iai  tresbien  apris 
Qenc<mtre  amour  nest  ęidpoet  dire  Nai, 

BALADE  XXXIV. 

Saint  Valentin>  rAmoar,  et  la  Naturę, 
Des  touts  oiseals  ad  en  gouemementy 
Dont  chascun  deanx,  semblable  a  sa  mesure, 
Un  conipaigne  boneste  a  son  talent 
Eslist,  toat  dan  aceord  et  don  assent^ 
Pour  ceHe  soule  laist  a  covenir: 
Toutes  les  autres  car  naturę  aprent 
Ou  li  coera  cst  le  corpsfałt  ^eir. 

Ma  doulce  Damę,  ensi  ieo  voas  assure, 
Qe  ieo  vous  ai  eslieu  semblablement. 
Sur  toutes  autres  estes  a  dessure 
De  mon  amour  si  tresentierementy 
Qe  riens  y  falt  pourquoi  ioiousement. 
De  coer  et  corps  ieo  vous  voldrai  serWrj 
Car  de  reson  cest  une  experiment 
Ou  li  coera  est  le  corps  f alt  obeir» 

Pour  remembrer  iadis  celle  aventare 
De  Alceone  et  ceix  enseinent, 
Com  dieus  maoit  en  oisel  lour  figurę. 
Ma  Yolente  serroit  tout  tielement 
Qe  sans  envie  et  danger  de  la  gent, 
Nous  porroions  ensemble  pour  loisir 
Yoler  tout  fhincs  en  votre  esbatemcnt 
Ou  li  coers  est  k  corps  fali  obeir. 


LIFE  OF  OOWER.  xi 

Ma  belle  oisel,  ytn  ąm  mon  pensement 
Sen  vole  ades  sanz  nnli  contreteDtr 
Preu  cest  escript  car  ieo  sai  voirement 
Ou  U  coers  esł  k  corpsfalt  obeir. 

BALADE  XUU. 

Pittstricherous  qe  lason  a  Medee, 
A  Deianire  ou  q'  Ercules  estoit. 
Plus  q'  Eńeas  q*  avoit  Dido  lassee^ 
Plue  qe  Tbeaeus  q'  Adriaguc  '  amoit, 
Ou  Demophon  qut  Phillis  oubliot. 
Te  trieus,  helas,  qanier  iadb  soloie, 
Dont  chanterai  desore  eo  mon  endroit 
Cesi  ma  daulour  gejuisi  amcm  majoie^ 

Unques  Ector  qania  Pantafilee  *• 
En  tiele  hastę  a  Troie  Desarmoity 
Qe  tu  tout  mid  nes  deniz  le  lit  couche 
Amis  as  toutes  quelques  venir  doit, 
Ne  poet  chaloir  mais  qune  femme  y  soit, 
Si  es  comun  plus  qe  la  halte  voie, 
Helas,  qe  la  fortunę  me  decoit, 

Ceił  ma  dolour  gefitisi  amiccis  majoie. 

De  Łancełot  si  fuissetz  remembre. 
Et  de  Tristans,  oom  ii  se  countenoit, 
OeueridesS  Fflorent',  par  Tonope% 
Chascuu  des  ceaux  sa  loialte  gardoit; 
Mais  tu^  helas,  qest  ieo  qe  te  forsvoit 
De  moi  qa  toi  iamais  miii  iour  falsoic;. 
Tu  es  a  large  et  ieo  sui  en  destroit, 
Ccst  ma  dolour  gcfuist  amicois  majoie* 

Des  toutz  les  mais  tu  qes  le  plus  maloit, 
Ceste  compleignte  a  ton  oraille  envoie 
Sante  me  laist,  et  langour  me  recoit, 
Ceił  ma  doiour  gejidsi  amicois  majoie» 

BALADE  XX. 

Si  com  la  nief,  quant  le  fort  vent  tempeste, 
Pur  halte  mier  se  toma  ci  et  la,  ** 

Ma  damę,  ensi  mon  coer  mauit  en  tempeste, 
Quant  le  danger  de  vo  parrole  orra, 
Le  nief  qe  votre  bouche  soufflera, 

i  Ariadae.     h  PenthetUea*    c  A  name  corroptly  written,    d  ELorence  de  Romę.    t  Parthenope, 
«PiutbeiK>peit9- 
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Me  fait  ngler  sur  le  peril  de  Tie, 
Qest  en  dangerfaU  quil  mera  suppUe. 

Rois  Ulyxes^  sicom  nos  dist  la  Gęste, 
Vers  son  paiis  de  Troie  qui  sigla. 
Not  tiel  paour  da  peril  et  moleste, 
Quant  les  Sereines  en  la  mier  passa, 
£t  la  danger  de  Circes  eschapa, 
Qe  le  paour  nest  plus  de  mai  partie, 
Ofist  en  danger  f alt  quU  mera  supplie, 

Danger  qui  tolt  damour  tout  la  feste, 
Uuques  un  mot  de  confort  ne  sona, 
Ainz  plus  cruel  qe  nest  la  fiere  beste 
Au  point  quant  danger  me  respondent. 
La  chiere  porte  et  quant  le  nai  dirra, 
Plusque  la  mort  mestoie  celle  oie 
Q€8t  en  danger  faU  quU  mera  svppiie, 

Yers  vous,  ma  bonę  damę,  borspris  cella, 
Qe  danger  manit  en  votre  compaiuie, 
Cest  balade  en  mon  tnessage  irra 
Qest  en  danger  fait  quU  mera  suppiie." 


fuNi'" :  .  ?:t  I") 
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TO 

THE  MOSTE  YICTORIOUS,  AND  OUR  MOSTE  GRACIOUS  SOUERAIGNE  LORDE 

KYNGE   HENRY   THE   YHI. 

K YNGE  OF  ENGLANDE  AND  OF  FRANCE,  DEFENDER  OF  THE  FAYTH, 

AND  LORDE  OF  IRELANDE,  &c. 

X  U7TARKK  writeth,  whan  A1exander  bad  di8Coai6te  Dańns  the  kynge  of  Perae,  amoogc  other  iewels 
of  Łbe  saide  kyoges,  there  was  founde  a  ciuious  ]ittell  cheste  of  great  va1uc,  wbich  tbe  noble  king 
AJezander  beholding  saide:  Tbis  same  sball  serue  for  Homere. 

Wbicbe  is  noted  for  tbe  greate  loue  and  fauour,  that  Alexander  had  ynto  lernyng:  But  tbis  I 
tbynke  veri]y,  that  bis  loue  and  fkuour  tberto,  was  not  so  great  as  yoar  gracis:  wbichc  caused  me, 
moste  Tictońous,  and  moste  rcdo4ibted  soueraigne  lorde,  afler  I  bad  printed  tbis  warke,  to  deuise  witłi 
ny  felfe,  wbetber  I  migbt  be  so  bolde  to  presente  your  bigbnesse  witb  one  of  theni,^and  so  in  yoiir 
graces  name  put  tbem  fortb.     Your  moste  bigb  and  moste  princely  maiestee  abasbed  and  cleane 
discouraged  me  so  to  do,  botb  because  tbe  present  (as  concemynge  tbe  value)  was  farre  to  simple 
(as  me  tboagbt)  and  becanse  it  was  nonę  otber  wise  my  acte,  but  as  I  toke  some  peyne  to  printe  it 
norę  correctły  than  it  was  befbre.    And  tbougb  I  sbulde  saie,  it  was  not  mucbe  greatter  peyne  to  tbat 
cTcdlent  clerke  tbe  morall  loban  Gower,  to  compile  tbe  same  noble  warke,  tban  it  was  to  me  to  print 
iti  no  man  will  beleue  it,  witbout  conierringe  botb  tbe  printes,  tbe  oldc  and  myn  togetber.     And  as  I 
stode  in  tbis  basbment,  I  remembred  your  incomparable  Clemencie,  tbe  wbicbe,  as  I  haue  my  selfe 
aometjnne  sene,  moste  graciously  acceptetb  tbe  skleuder  giftes  of  smali  value,  wbich  your  higbncs 
pcrceiucd  were  offred  witb  great  and  louinge  afBection,  and  tbat  not  onely  of  the  nobuls  and  great 
otates,  bot  also  of  your  meane  subiectes:  tbe  wbidie  so  mucbe  boldetb  me  againe,  tbat  thougb  I  of 
all  otber  am  your  moste  bumble  subiecte  and  seruannte,  yet  my  bertę  geuetb  me,  that  your  btghnessey 
aiye  are  accustomed  to  do,  woli  of  your  moste  benigne  naturę  conslder,  that  I  wolde  witb  as  good 
viłl,  if  it  were  as  well  in  my  power  giue  vnto  your  grace  the  most  goodliest  and  largest  cite  of  al  tbe 
•oilde.    And  tbis  morę  ouer  I  very  well  knowe,  tbat  botb  tbe  nobles  and  commons  of  tbis  your  noble 
lOTalme,  sfaall  tbe  sooner  accepte  tbis  boke,  Łbe  gladlier  redę  it,  and  be  the  morę  dilig-ent  to  markę 
aad  beare  awey  the  morall  doctrines  of  tbe  same,  whan  tbey  sbal  see  it  come  forthe  ynder  youi'  c-races 
Bame,  wbom  tbei  witb  all  their  yery  hertes  so  truely  loue  and  drede,  whom  they  kiiowe  so  exoclletitIy 
tfdl  lemed,  whom  tbey  euer  fynde  so  good,  so  iuste,  and  so  gracious  a  prince.    And  who  so  euer  iu 
ndynge  of  tbis  warke,  doth  oonsider  it  well,  sball  fynde,  that  it  is  plentifully  stuifed  and  fournished 
*ith  manifolde  eIoquent  reasons,  sharpe  and  qutcke  argumentes,  and  examptcs  of  great  auctoritee, 
penwadynge  ynto  rertue,  not  onely  taken  out  of  tbe  poetes,  oratours,  historie  writers,  and  pbiloso- 
phen,  bat  also  out  of  tbe  boly  scripture.    There  is  to  my  dome  no  man,  but  that  he  inaie  by  read- 
iage  of  tbis  warke  get  rigbt  great  knowlage,  as  well  for  tbe  ynderstandynge  of  many  and  diuers 
aactoars,  wbose  reasons,  sayenges,  and  bistories  are  trapslated  in  to  tbis  warke,  as  for  the  pieintie  of 
cngijshe  wordes  and  Tulgars,  beside  tbe  fiirtherance  of  the  life  to  vertue.    Wbicbe  olde  englishe 
*Qvdcs  and  Tulgars  no  wise  man,  because  of  their  antiquttee  will  throwe  asidc.     For  the  writers  of 
later  daies,  tbe  wbich  begau  to  loth  and  bate  tbese  olde  vulgars,  whan  they  tbem  selfe  wolde  wrlte  in 
Mr  english  tonge,  were  constreigned  to  brtnge  in,  in  their  writynges,  newe  termes  (as  some  całl  them) 
vliiehe  tbei  boroired  out  of  latine,  frencbe,  and  otber  langages»  wbicbe  caused,  that  they  that  vnder- 
>tode  not  tboae  langages,  from  whens  tbese  newe  yulgars  are  fette,  coude  not  perceiue  their  writynges. 

▼OL.  II.  B 


And  though  oar  most  alowed  olde  anton  did  otberwhile  vse  to  borowe  of  other  langages,  elther 
because  of  tbetr  metre,  or  elles  for  lacke  of  a  feete  englisbe  worde,  yet  that  ougbt  not  to  be  a  ptesi- 
dente  to  vs,  to  beape  them  in*  where  as  nedeth  not»  and  wbere  as  we  baae  all  redie  wordes  appnm^ 
and  receiued,  of  the  same  effecte  and  strengtb.  The  whicbe  if  any  man  wantę,  let  h]^  resorte  to 
this  worthy  olde  writer  lohn  Gower,  tbat  sbal  as  a  lanterne  giue  him  lighte  to  write  cnnningly,  and  to 
garnisłie  his  sentences  in  onr  Yulgare  tonge.  The  which  noble  auctour,  I  prostrate  at  your  gmoes 
feete,  most  lowly  presept,  and  beseche  your  bigfanes,  that  it  maie  go  forth  mder  your  graces  £aiH>iir. 
And  I  shail  euer  praie:  God  thąt  is  almightie  preserue  your  roiall  maiestee  in  moete  longe  eon- 
tinuance  oJT  aU  welthe,  honour,  glorie,  and  grace  infinite.  Amen. 


TO  THE  REDER. 


In  time  past  whan  this  warke  was  printed,  I  can  not  coniecte,  what  was  the  cause  therof,  the 
protofoe  befbre  was  cleane  altered.  And  by  that  mene  it  wolde  seme,  that  Gower  did  compile  it  at 
the  reqnesie  of  the  noble  duke  Henry  of  Lancastre.  And  although  the  bokes  that  be  written,  be 
eootiarie,  yet  I  haue  folowed  theńn  the  pńnt  copie,  for  as  muchę  as  it  maie  senie  bothe  waies,  and 
becanae  moate  copies  of  the  same  warke  are  in  printe:  but  yet  1  thought  it  good  to  warne  the  reder,- 
that  the  wńtea  copies  do  not  agree  with  the  printed.  Therfore  1  haue  prtnted  berę  those  same  lines* 
that  I  fynde  in  the  written  copies.  The  whiche  alteracion  ye  shall  perceiue  began  at  the  xxiii,  linę 
10  the  prcdogae,  and  goth  forth  on>  as  ye  se  here  fblowyng. 

In  our  engUsshe  1  thinke  make 
A  boke  for  kynge  Richardes  sake. 
To  whom  belongeth  my  ligeance 
With  all  my  hertes  obeisanoe, 
In  all  that  euer  a  liege  man 
Unto  his  kynge  maie  done  or  can, 
So  fiirforth  I  me  recommande 
To  hym,  whiche  all  me  maie  commande, 
Preiende  ynto  the  high  reigne, 
Whiche  causeth  eiiery  kynge  to  reigne, 
That  his  corone  longe  stonde; 

I  thynke  and  haue  it  Ynderstonde^ 
As  it  l>efi!l  Tpon  a  tide, 
As  thynge,  whiche  shulde  tho  betlde, 
Under  the  towne  of  newe  Troie, 
Whiche  toke  of  Brute  his  firste  ioye, 
In  Themse,  whan  it  was  flowende, 
.    As  I  by  bote  came  rowende : 
So  as  fortunę  hir  tyme  sette^ 
My  liege  lorde  perchance  I  mette. 
And  so  befelle  as  I  cam  nigh. 
Out  of  my  bote,  whan  he  me  sigh, 
He  had  me  come  into  his  barge. 
And  whan  I  was  with  hym  at  large, 
Amonges  other  thynges  seyde, 
He  hath  this  charge  Tpon  me  leyde,  , 
And  bad  me  do  my  businesse, 
That  to  his  high  worthinesse 
Some  newe  thynge  I  shulde  boke, 
That  he  bym  selfe  it  might  loke, 
After  the  formę  of  my  writynge 
And  this  vpon  his  commandyng 
Myn  herte  is  well  the  morę  glad 
To  write  so  as  he  me  bad. 
And  eke  my  feare  is  well  the  lasse, 
That  nonę  enute  shall  compasse, 
Withont  a  reasonable  wite 
To  feige  and  blame  that  I  write. 
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A  getitłll  herte  his  tonge  itilletb, 
Tbat  it  malice  noae  distilleth 
Bot  preisetb,  that  is  to  be  preised ; 
But  be  tbat  hatb  his  worde  Topeised 
And  bandleth  with  ronge  any  tbynge, 
I  praie  vnto  the  heuen  kynge, 
Fro  suche  tonges  he  me  shilde. 
And  netheles  this  worlde  is  wilde. 
Of  suche  iaoglyng  and  wfaat  befalU 
My  kynges  heste  shall  not  falle, 
Tbat  I  in  bope  to  desenie 
His  thonke,  ne  shall  his  will  obserue 
And  els  were  I  nought  excused. 

For  that  thyng  maie  nought  be  reiiisedy 
What  that  a  kynge  bym  selfe  bit. 
For  tby  the  simplest  of  my  wit 
I  thynke  if  that  it  maie  auaile, 
In  his  sernice  to  trauaile 
Though  I  sickenes  haue  vpon  hondę. 
And  longe  haue  had,  yet  woli  I  fonde, 
So  as  1  madę  my  beheste. 
To  make  a  boke  after  his  heste, 
And  write  in  suche  a  maner  wise, 
Whiche  maie  be  wisedome  to  the  wise. 
And  plaie  to  hem  that  list  to  plaie. 
But  in  prouerbe  I  haue  herde  saie, 
That  who  tbat  well  his  warke  beginneth, 
The  rather  a  good  ende  he  3vinneth. 

And  thus  the  prologue  of  my  boke, 
After  the  worlde,  that  whilom  toke, 
And  eke  somdele  after  the  newe, 
I  woli  begyn  for  to  newe. 

And  thus  I  saie  for  these  Izx.  lynes,  there  be  as  many  otber  printed,  that  be  cleane  contrarte  ¥010 
these,  botb  in  sentence  and  in  meanyng.  Farthermore  there  were  lefte  out  in  diuers  places.  of  the 
warke  lines  and  columes,  ye  and  sometyme  holle  padges,  whiche  caused,  that  this  moste  pleasant  and 
easy  auctour  coude  not  well  be  perceiued :  for  that  and  chaungeyng  of  wordes,  and  misordrynge  of 
sentences,  wolde  Iiaue  mased  his  mynde  in  redyng,  that  had  ben  very  well  lemed:  and  what  can  be  a 
gieatter  blemisshe  vnto  o  noble  auctour?  And  for  tp  preisę  worthil}'  vnto  you  the  great  lemyng  of 
this  auctour,  1  knowe  my  selfe  right  muchę  vnable,  ye  shal  your  selfe  now  deme,  whan  ye  sball  see 
hym  (as  nerę  as  I  can)  set  fbrth  in  his  owne  shappe  and  likencs.  And  this  the  mene  tyme  I  maie  be 
bolde  to  saie,  that  if  we  shulde  neuer  haue  sene  his  connyng  warkes,  the  whiche  euen  at  the  fuli  do 
witnesse,  what  a  clerke  he  was,  the  wordes  of  the  moste  famous  and  exceUente  Ceffraie  Cbaucer,  that  he 
wrote  in  the  ende  of  his  moste  speciall  warke,  that  is  intitled  Troilus  and  Creseide,  do  suificiently 
testifie  the  same,  where  he  saith : 

O  morall  Gower,  this  boke  I  directs 
To  the,  and  to  the  pbilosophicall  Strode 
To  Touchsafe,  ther  nede  is,  to  correcte 
Of  your  benignitees  and  zeles  good. 

By  the  whiche  wordes  of  Cbaucer,  we  maie  also  rnderstonde,  that  he  and  Gower.  were  bptbe  of  one 
selfe  tyme,  bothe  excellently  lemed,  both  great  frendes  to  gether,  and  both  a  like  endeuoured  tbem 
selfes  and  imploied  their  tyme  so  well  and  so  rertuously,  that  thei  did  not  onely  passe  forth  their  lifes 
berę  right  honorably,  but  also  for  their  so  doynge,  so  longe  (of  likelybode)  as  letters  shall  enduie 
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ftnd  contmuey  this  noble  roiaime  shall  be  the  better,  ouer  and  beside  tbeir  bonest  famę  and  renowme. 
And  thiu  whan  thei  had  gone  Łheir  iourney,  the  one  of  tbem,  that  is  to  saie',  lohn  Gower  prepaced  for 
his  bones  a  restynge  place  in  the  monasterie  of  saynt  Marie  Oaeres,  where,somwhat  after  tbe  olde 
&cioQ  he  lieth  right  sumptaousely  buried,  with  a  garlande  on  bis  bead,  in  token  that  he  in  his  life 
daies  floarissbed  freishely  in  literaturę  and  science.  And  the  same  monumente,  in  remembrance  of 
hym  erected,  is  on  the  North  side  of  tbe  fore  saide  churche,  in  the  chapell  of  sainte  lohn,  where  he 
hath  of  bis  owne  fbundacion,  a  masse  daily  songe.  And  morę  ouer  he  hath  an  obite  yerely,  done  for 
hym  within  the  same  charche,  on  fridaie  after  the  feaste  of  tbe  blcssed  pope  saynte  Oregorie. 

Beside  on  the  wali  where  he  lieth,  there  be  peinted  tbree  yirgins,  with  crownes  on  their  heades,  one 
«f  the  wbicbe  is  written  Charitie,  and  she  holdeth  this  diuise  in  hir  hondę. 

En  toy  qui  es  fitz  de  dieu  le  pere 
Sauue  soit,  que  gist  souz  cest  piere. 

The  ieeonde  is  written  Mercie,  wbicbe  holdeth  in  hir  bandę  this  diuise: 

O  Sonę  Jesu  ftiit  ta  mercie 
Al  alme,  dont  le  corpe  gist  icy. 

Tbe  thyrde  of  them  is  written  Pitee,  whiche  holdeth  in  hir  bandę  this  deuise  folowynge. 

Pur  ta  Piti  Jesu  regarde. 

Et  met  cest  alme  in  sauue  gardę. 

And  tbereby  bongeth  a  table,  wherin  appereth,  that  who  so  ener  praith  for  the  soule  of  luhn 
Oower,  be  shall  so  oft  as  he  so  doth,  haue  a  M.  and.  D.  dates  of  pardon. 

The  other  lietb  buried  in  the  monasterie  of  seynt  Peters  at  westminster  in  an  ile  on  tbe  south  side 
•f  the  chnrcbe.     Oo  wb€>se  soales,  and  all  cbristen,  lesu  haue  merie.        Amen. 
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PROLOGUS. 

Hic  imprimis  declarat  Joanes  Gower,  qaam  ob 
cansampresenteni  UbellQincompo8uit,&  6aaliter 
conpleoit,  Ad.  regni  regis  Ric.  secandi.  16. 

r\F  theiDy  tbat  writcn  rs  to  fore 

^  Tbe  bokes  dwelle :  and  we  therfore 

Ben  taaght  of  tbat  was  writen  tbo,  ^ 

For  thy  good  is,  tbat  we  aiso 

In  (Ar  tanę  amonge  vs  berę  (^         >' 

Bo  vrite  of  newe  some  mattere 

Eoaunpled  of  tbe  olde  wise 

So  tbat  it  miirbt  id  suche  a  wise 

Wbaui  we  be  deade  and  els  where 

Beleoe  to  tbe  worldes  ere 

In  tyme  comyng  after  this 

Aod  for  men  seync,  and  sothe  it  is, 

ThaŁ  wbo  tbat  all  of  wisdome  write 

It  dnlletb  ofte  a  maos  witte. 

To  hym  that  shall  it  all  daie  redę 

Forthłike  cause  if  tbat  ye  redę 

I  Yyfl  go  the  middell  wey, 

And  write  a  bolce  bytwene  tbe  twey 

towbat  of  lust,  and  somwbat  of  lorę 

Itnt  of  the  lasse,  or  of  the  morę 

&Nne  man  maie  like  of  that  1  write 

And  for  that  few  men  endite 

b  oor  en^iflsbe,  for  to  make 
^  A  booke  for  Engfandes  sake 
i  Tbe  yere  xvi.  of  kyoge  Ricbarde 

What  sball  be&lle  berę  afterwarde 

God  wote,  for  nowe  ^pon  this  tidc 

Men  see  tbe  worlde  on  enery,  side 

bł  iondrie  wise  so  dinersed 

llat  it  well  nigh  stant  aU  reoersed, 
Ali  for  to  speake  of  time  ago 

Tbe  cause  why  it  cbanireth  so 

It  nedeth  ooogbt  to  specifie, 

1^  tbynge  to  open  it  at  tbe  eie 


Tbat  enery  man  it  maie  bebolde. 
And  netbeles  by  daies  olde, 
Wban  that  the  bokes  weren^euer, 
Writyng  was  beloued  euer 
Of  them,  that  weren  vertuou8. 
For  hf>re  in  erthe  amunge  V8 
If  no  man  write  howe  it  stode, 
The  pris  of  them  that  were  good 
Shulde  (as  who  saiyb  a  grcat  partie) 
Be  loste:  tK>  for  to  magnifie 
The  worthy  princes,  that  tho  were. 
The  bookes  shewen  here  and  there 
Wherof  the  worlde  ensampled  is 
And  tho  that  diden  than  amis 
Througb  tyran  nie  and  crueltec 
Right  as  thei  stonden  in  degree^ 
So  was  the  writyng  of  tbe  werke. 
Thus  I,  whiche  am  a  borell  clerke, 
Purpose  for  to  write  a  booke 
After  the  worlde  that  whilom  toke 
Longe  time  in  olde  daies  passed. 
But  for  men  seyn  it  is  now  lassed 
In  wers  piigbt  than  it  was  tho> 
1  thynke  for  to  tonche  aIso 
The  worlde,  whiche  neweth  enery  daia 
So  as  I  can,  so  as  I  maie 
Though  I  sekenesse  haue  vpon  hondę 
And  longe  haue  had,  yet  woldc  1  fonde 
To  write,  and  do  my  besinesse, 
That  in  some  partie,  so  as  I  gesse, 
The  wise  man  maie  be  aduised. 
For  this  prolo^ue  is  so  assised 
That  it  to  wisiedome  all  belongetb, 
Tbat  wise  man  tbat  it  vnderfongeth, 
He  sball  draw  into  remembrance 
The  fortunę  of  tbe  worldes  chaoce^ 
The  whiche  no  man  in  his  persona 
Maie  knowe,  but  the  god  alone.     - 
Whan  the  prologue  is  so  dispended 
Tbe  boke  sball  aflewaida  be  ended 
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Of  loue,  whiclie  dothe  many  a  wronder, 
And  many  a  wise  man  hath  put  Tnder. 
And  in  this  wisc  I  thynke  totreate 
Towarde  them,  that  nowe  be  |3^reate, 
Betwene  the  vertue  and  the  vice, 
Whiche  lonjreth  vnto  tbiH  office. 
But  for  mv  wittes  ben  to  smalę 
To  telle  euery  mans  tale 
This  booke  vpon  amendement 
To  stonde  at  his  commandement 
Witb  whom  minę  herte  is  of  accorde, 
I  sende  vnto  raine  owne  lorde, 
"Wbiche  of  Lancaster  is  Henry  named 
The  bygb  God  hath  bym  proclamed 
Fuli  of  knyghtbode  and  all  grace, 
So  wolde  I  nowe  this  werke  embrace 
Cod  graunte  1  mote  it  weU  acbeue 
Witb  whole  truste  and  whole  beieue. 

Tempus  praeteritum  prssens  fortuna  beatum 

Łinquit,  &;  antiquas  vertit  in  orbe  via8. 
Frogenuit  veterem  concors  dilectio  pacem, 

Dum  facies  hominis  nuncia  mentis  erat. 
Lepribus  vnłco1or  tunc  temporis  aura  refulsit^ 

lustitis  planae  tnncque  ^ere  vise. 
Nuncąue  latens  odius  vultum  depingit  amoris, 

Paceque  sub  ficta  tempus  ad  arma  tegit. 
Instar  &  ex  variis  mutabile  cameliontis 

Lex  gerit,  &  recnnis  sunt  noua  iura  nouis. 
Climataque  fneraot  solidissima,  »cque  per  orbem 

Soluuntur,  nec  eó  centra  quietis  habent. 

De  statu,  regnoque,vt  dicnnt  jsecn  ndum  temporal  la, 
Yidelicet  tempore  regis  Rfcbardi  secundi,  Anno 
regni  sui  sextodecimo. 


If  i  shall  drawe  in  ta  my  mynde 
The  ttroe  passed,  than  I  fynde 
The  worlde  stode  in  all  bis  welthe. 
Tho  was  the  life  of  man  in  faeltb, 
Tho  was  plentee,  tho  was  richesse, 
Tbo  was  the  fortunę,  tho  was  prowesse, 
Tho  was  knighthode  in  price  by  name, 
Wherof  the  wide  worldes  famę 
Write  in  cronicles  is  yet  withholde, 
Justice  of  lawę  tho  was  holde^ 
The  priuilege  of  regalie 
Was  safe,  and  al!  the  Baronie 
Worsbipped  was  in  his  astate, 
The  cities  knewe  no  debatę, 
The  people  stode  in  obeisance 
Under  the  rnle  of  gouernance  &'] ' 
And  peace  with  Tnrightwisenesse  keste 
With  charitee  tho  stode  in  reste: 
Of  mans  bertę  tbe  courage 
Was  shewed  then  in  tbe  visage.       ^^ 
The  worde  was  like  to  the  conceite 
Withont  semblant  of  deceite. 
Tho  was  there  vnenuied  loue, 
Tho  was  yertue  set  aboue. 
And  yyce  was  put  ynder  foote, 
Kowe  sŁante  the  crope  vnder  thc*roote» 
The  worlde  is  cbanged  ouerall, 
And  Łherof  moste  in  speciall 
That  loue  is  ialle  in  to  discorde, 
And  tbat  I  take  in  to  recorde 
Of  euery  lande  for  his  partie 
Tbe  coipmou  roice,  whiche  maie  not  lie. 
I  Nougfat  Vpon  one,  but  ypon  all 
fis  that  men  nowe  elepe  and  calle» 
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And  seyn,  that  reignes  bene  deuided^    ^ 

In  stede  of  loue  is  hate  guided.  } 

The  warre  wołł  no  peace  purchace, 

And  lawę  hath  take  hir  dcAible  face, 

So  that  Jostice  out  of  the  wale 

With  rightwisenes  is  gone  awaie. 

And  thus  to  loke  on  euery  halue 

Men  sene  the  sore  without  salue, 

Whiche  all  the  worlde  hath  ouertake 

There  is  no  reignc  of  all  out  take. 

For  euery  climat  hath  his  dele 

AfŁer  the  toumyng  of  the  whele,  j, 

Whiche  blinde  fortunę  ouerthroweth, 

Vtrherof  the  certaine  uo  man  knowetb. 

The  heuen  wote  what  is  to  doone. 

But  we  that  dwell  Tnder  the  moone 

Stonde  in  this  worlde  vpon  a  were, 

And  namely  but  the  powere 

Of  them  that  bene  the  worldes  ?uides 

With  good  counsell  on  all  sides, 

Ben  kept  yprigbt  in  suche  a  wise, 

That  bate  breke  nought  thassise 

Of  loue,  whiche  is  all  the  chiefe 

To  kepe  a  reigne  out  of  mischiefe: 

For  all  reason  wolde  thiF, 

That  vnto  him,  whiche  the  head  is, 

The  membres  buxom  shall  bowc. 

And  be  shulde  eke  tbeir  trouth  alowe 

With  all  his  herte,  and  make  them  chere: 

For  good  counselll  is  good  to  here, 

AU  though  a  man  be  wise  hym  selue^ 

Yet  is  the  wisdome  morę  of  twelue: 

And  if  tliei  stande  both  in  one. 

To  hope  it  were  their  anone, 

Tbat  God  his  grace  wolde  sende 

To  make  of  thiike  werre  an  eode, 

Whiche  euery  daie  nowe  g^owetb  newe 

And  that  is  grcatly  for  to  rewe^ 

In  speciall  for  Christ^s  sake, 

Whiche  wolde  his  owne  life  forsake 

Amonge  the  men  to  yeuen  pees. 

But  nowe  men  tellen  natheles 

That  loue  is  from  the  worlde  departed, 

So  stant  the  peace  yiieuen  parted. 

With  them  that  liuen  now  a  daies. 

But  for  to  loke  at  afl  assaies 

To  him,  that  wold  reson  seche 

Afier  the  comen  worldes  speche. 

It  is  to  wonder  of  tbilke  werre, 

In  whiche  nonę  wote  wbo  hath  the  werre. 

For  euery  lond  him  selfe  deceiueth. 

And  of  disease  his  parte  receiueth 

And  yet  take  men  no  kepe. 

But  tbilke  lorde,  whicHe  all  maie  kepe. 

To  whom  no  counseill  maie  be  hid, 

CTpon  the  worlde,  whiche  is  betide 

A  mendę  that,  wherof  men  plaine 

With  trewe  hertes  and  with  plaine 

And  reconcele  loue  againe : 

As  be,  whiche  is  kynge  soueraine 

Of  all  the  worldes  gouernance 

And  of  his  high  puruiance 

Afferme  peace  betwene  the  londes. 

And  take  their  cause  in  to  his  bondes, 

So  tbat  tbe  world  maie  stand  appeased. 

And  his  godheade  also  be  pleased. 

Qua8  coluit  Moses  vetus,  aut  nouus  ipse  loanes, 
Hestemas  leges  vix  colit  ista  dies. 

Sic  prius  Ecclesia  bina  rirtute  polita. 
Nunc  magis  inculta  pallet  ytraquc  Tia. 
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Piacificam  Petri  TagiDąm  macro  resumens 
Horroit  ad  Christi  Terba  cruoris  iter. 

NoDC  tainen  assiduo  gladium  de  sanguine  tinctam 
Vibrat  aaaricia  łege  repente  sacra. 

Sic  lapas  est  pastor,  pr  hostis,  mors  miserator, 
Pmdoąoe  largitor,  pax  &  in  orbe  timor. 

De  statu  cleri  Tt  dicunt,  secundum  spiritualia,  vi- 
delicte  tern  porę  Roberti  Gilbonensis,  qui  nomen 
Clementls  sortitus  est  sibi  tunc  Antipapae. 

To  tbinke  vpon  the  daies  olde, 
The  iife  of  clerkes  to  beholde. 
Men  sejm  how  that  thei  were  tho 
Ensample,  and  rewie  of  all  tho, 
l¥hicbe  of  wisdome  the  yertue  soughten, 
Unto  the  god  firste  thei  besoaghten, 
As  to  tbe  snbstance  of  their  schoole, 
That  thei  ne  shulde  not  befoole 
Their  witte  vpon  nonę  erthly  werkes, 
Whiche  were  ayenst  the  a$tate  of  clerkes. 
And  that  thei  mighten  flee  the  yice^ 
Whicbe  Symon  hath  in  his  oAce. 
Wberof  he  taketb  golde  in  hondę. 
For  thilke  time  (I  vnderstonde) 
The  Inmbarde  madę  non  eschange 
The  bisshopriches  for  to  change : 
Ne  yeC  a  letter  for  to  sende 
For  dignitee,  ne  for  prouende, 
Or  cnred,  or  witboot  cure. 
Thechnrche  laie  in  aduenture 
Of  annes  and  of  brigantaille 
Stode  DO  thyng  then  vpon  battaille 
To  6gfat  <ir  for  to  make  chcste  . 
It  thocurht  them  then  not  honeste. 
Bat  of  simplicitee  and  pacience 
Thei  madeo  then  no  defence.  y 

The  courte  of  worldly  regallie 
To  them  was  then  no  baillie, 
The  raine  honour  was  nought  desired^ 
Whiche  hath  the  proude  herte  fi  red 
The  humilitee  was  tho  withholde, 
Aod  pride  was  a  vice  holde. 

Of  holy  chnrche  the  largesse, 
Yafe  then  and  did  great  almesse 
To  poure  men,  that  had  ueede. 
Thei  were  eke  chast  in  word  and  deede^ 
Wherof  tbe  people  ensample  toke, 
Their  lust  was  all  vpon  the  boke, 
Or  for  to  preche  or  for  to  praie. 
To  wise  men  the  rigbt  waie 
Of  suche  as  stode  of  trouth  rnlered. 
I/>  thus  is  Peters  barge  stered 
Of  them,  that  thilke  time  were. 
And  tbus  came  firste  to  mans  ere 
The  feith  of  Christe  and  all  good, 
ThroDgh  them  that  then  were  good. 
And  sobre,  and  chaste,  and  large,  and  wise. 
And  nowe  (men  seyn)  is  other  wise 
Simon  the  cause  bath  vndertake, 
Tbe  worldes  swerde  in  hond  is  take. 
And  that  is  wounder  aetbeles, 
Whan  Christe  him  lelfe  hath  bóde  pees 
Aod  set  it  in  his  t<>stament. 

How  now  that  holy  churche  is  went, 
Of  that  their  lawę  positi fe  | 

Hith  set  to  make  werre  and  strife  ^ 

^orwordli^goodes^whichę  maie  not last. 
OoJwbte  tbecause  to  theTrót "  \ 

Of  euery  right  and  wrooge  also.  < 

But  wbyle  the  lawę  is  ruled  90, 


That  cłerkes  to  the  werre  intende, 
I  not  howe  that  thei  shall  amende 
The  wofull  worlde  in  other  thtnges 
To  make  peace  betwene  kynges 
After  the  lawę  of  charitee, 
Whiche  is  the  propre  dewtee 
Belonged  vnto  the  priestood : 
But  as  it  thinketh  to  manhood. 
The  heauen  is  far,  the  worlde  is  nigh» 
And  yaine  glorie  is  eke  so  sligh, 
Wbichc  cbuetłse  hath  now  withholde, 
That  thei  nonę  other  thinge  beholde. 
But  only  that  thei  mighten  winne. 
And  thus  tbe  werres  thei  beginne, 
Wherof  the  holy  churche  is  taxed, 
That  in  the  poiut  as  it  is  axed, 
The  disme  goth  to  the  battaile, 
As  though  Christe  might  not  auaile 
To  do  them  right  by  other  waie : 
In  to  the  sworde  the  churche  kaie 
Is  tumed,  and  the  holy  bede, 
lu  to  cursynge,  and  euery  stede, 
Whiche  shulde  stonde  vpon  the  feithe 
And  to  this  cause  an  eare  lei  the 
Astonyed  is  of  the  quarele, 
That  shulde  be  the  worldes  hele, 
Is  nowe  men  sayn  the  pestilence, 
Whiche  hath  ezpelled  pacience 
Fro  the  clergie  jn  speciall. 
And  that  is  shewed  ouerall, 
In  euery  thyng  whan  thei  be  greued: 
But  if  Gregorie  be  beleued, 
As  it  is  in  the  bokes  writte, 
He  doŁhe  vs  somdcle  for  to  witte 
The  cause  of  thilke  prelacie 
Where  God  is  nought  of  companie. 
For  euery  werke  as  it  is  founded 
Shall  stande,  or  ćłs  be  confounded. 
Who  that  onely  for  Christcs  sake 
Dcsireth  cure  for  to  take, 
And  nought  for  pride  of  thilke  astate 
To  beare  a  name  of  a  prelate, 
He  shall  by  reason  do  profite 
In  holy  Churche  vpon  the  plite^ 
That  he  that  set  his  conscience : 
But  in  the  worldes  reucrence 
Ther  be  of  suche  many  glade, 
Whan  thei  to  thilke  astate  be  madę 
Nought  for  the  merite  of  the  charge. 
But  for  thei  wolde  him  selfe  discbarge 
Of  ponertee,  and  become  grete. 
And  thus  for  pompę  and  for  behete 
The  scribe  and  eke  the  pharisee, 
Of  Moyses  vpon  the  see, 
In  the  chaire  on  high  ben  sctte, 
Wherof  the  feith  is  ofte  lette, 
Whiche  is  betake  them  to  kepe. 
In  Christes  cause  all  daie  thei  slepe 
But  of  the  worlde  is  nought  foryete 
For  well  is  him,  that  nowe  maie  gete 
Of&ce  in  court  to  be  bonoured: 
The  stronge  Coffire  hath  all  deuoured 
Under  the  keie  of  auarice 
The  tresour  of  the  benefice, 
Wherof  the  poure  shulden  clothe. 
And  ete,  and  drinke,  and  house  bothe. 
The  charitee  goth  all  vnknowe. 
For  thei  no  graine  of  pitee  sowę, 
Aoid  slouthe  kepath  the  librarie, 
Whiche  longeth  to  the  santuarie. 
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To  studie  ▼pon  the  worldes  lorę 
Sufflceth  nouflfht  without  morę 
Delicacie  his  sweete  toothe 
Hath  suffred  80  that  it  fordoothe 
Of  abstineuce  all  tbat  ther  is : 
And  for  to  loken  ouer  this 
If  EUina  brenne  id  the  clergie 
Al  openly  to  mans  eie, 
At  Auignon  thesperience 
Therorbath  youeD  an  euidence, 
Of  that  men  scen  them  so  deuided. 
And  yet  the  cause  is  nought  decided. 
But  it  is  saide,  and  euer  shall 
Betwene  two  stooles  is  the  (all, 
Whan  that  men  wenen  best  to  sitte. 

In  boly  churcbe  of  suche  a  slitte 
Is  for  to  rewę  vnto  ts  alle, 
God  graunte  it  mote  well  befalle 
Towardes  him  whicbe  hath  the  trouth. 
But  ofte  is  seen,  that  muchę  slouth, 
Whan  men  ben  dmnken  of  the  cup 
Doth  muchę  harmc^y  whan  the  6re  is  vp. 
But  if  somwho  the  flame  stanche: 
Ąnd  so  to  speke  vpon  this  branche, 
Whiche  proud  enuie  hath  madę  to  spring 
Of  itchisme,  causeth  for  to  bringe 

T^ła  tip«»  oAołi*  pf  inllardjp, 

And  also  many  an  heresie 

Amonge  the  cłerkes  in  them  selue,        '  ^ 

|lt  were  better  dike  and  delue,  Q  ly'  '' 

I  And  atande  rpon  the  right  feith,      \  '^ 

'Than  knowe  ali  that  the  bibie  seith^ 

I  And  erre,  as  some  clerkes  doo. 

I  Upon  an  hande  to  weare  a  shoo, 

I  And  set  vpon  the  foote  a  jdoue, 

!  Acordeth  not  to  the  behoue 
Of  reasonable  mans  vse. 
If  men  behelden  the  rertuse 
That  Christe  in  erthe  taught  here, 
Thei  shulde  not  in  suche  manere 
Amonge  them,  that  be  holde  wise 
The  papacie  so  desguise, 
Upon  diuers  election, 
Whiche  stant  after  thafiection 
Of  sondrie  landes  al]  aboute: 
But  whan  god  woli,  it  shall  weare  out. 

'  For  trothe  mote  stande  at  laste, 
But  yet  thei  argumenten  faste 
Upon  the  pope  and  his  astate, 
Wherof  thei  iallen  in  great  debatę. 
This  clerke  saide  ye,  that  other  naie: 
And  thus  thei  driue  foortbe  the  daie, 
And  eche  of  them  bym  selfe  amendeth 
Of  worldes  good :  but  nonę  entendeth 
To  that,  whiche  common  profite  were. 
Thei  sein»  that  god  is  mighty  there. 
And  shall  ordeine,  what  he  wyli, 
There  make  thei  nonę  other  skyll. 
Where  is  the  peryll  of  the  feith, 
But  euery  clerke  his  herte  leieth 
To  kepe  bis  worlde  inspeciall: 
And  of  the  cause  generall, 
Whiche  rnto  wholy  churche  longeth, 
Is  nonę  of  them  that  Tnderfongeth 
To  shapen  any  resistence. 
And  thus  the  right  hath  no  defence: 
But  there  I  loue,  there  1  holde. 
Ło  thus  to  broke  is  Christes  folde, 
Wherof  the  flocke  without  guide 
Deuoard  ii  on  euery  side. 


In  lacke  of  them,  that  be  Tnware 
Sbepherdes,  whiche  their  witts  beware 
Upon  the  worlde  in  other  halue, 
The  sharpe  pricke  in  stede  of  salue    y 
They  rsen  nowe,  wherof  the  hele 
Thei  burtę  of  that  thei  shulde  hele, 
What  shepe,  that  is  fuli  of  wulle 
Upon  his  backe  thei  tose  and  pulle 
Whyle  ther  is  any  thynge  to  pille, 
And  Łhough  there  be  nonę  other  skille. 
But  onely  for -thei  wolde  winne, 
Thei  leaue  nought,  whan  thei  beginne 
Upon  their  acte  to  procede, 
Whiche  is  no  good  shepeherdes  dede.' 
And  vpon  this,  also  men  sayn, 
That  fro  the  leasp,  whiche  is  plaine, 
In  to  the  breres  thei  forcatche, 
Herę  of  for  that  thei  wolden  lachę 
With  suche  duresse,  and  so  bereue, 
That  shal  vpon  the  thomes  leue 
Of  wooll,  whiche  the  brere  hath  tore, 
Wherof  the  shepe  ben  all  to  tore, 
Of  that  tlie  herdes  make  them  lese 
I^  how  thei  feignen  chalke  for  rhese.  "** 
For  thou^h  thei  speake  and  teche  wellCi 
Thei  done  them  selfe  therof  no  dele. 
For  if  the  wolfe  come  in  the  waie 
Their  gostly  staffe  is  then  awaie, 
Wherof  thei  shuld  their  6ocke  defende. 
But  if  the  poiire  shepe  offende 
In  any  thynge,  though  it  be  lite, 
Thei  ben  all  ready  for  to  smite. 
And  thus  how  euer  that  thei  tale 
The  strokes  fali  vpon  the  smalę: 
And  Tpon  other  that  bene  greate 
Them  lacketh  herte  for  to  beate 
So  that  vnder  t^■e  clerkes  lawe 
Men  seen  the  merell  all  misdrawe, 
I  woli  not  saie  in  generall. 
For  there  be  some  in  speciall, 
In  whom  that  all  yertue  dwelleth, 
And  tho  bene,  as  the  Apostell  telleth 
Qiti  tocantur  a  deo  tanquam  Aaron^ 
That  God  of  his  election 
Hath  cleped  to  perfection, 
In  the  maner  as  Aaronr  was, 
Thei  be  nothynge  in  thilke  cas 
Of  Symon,  whiche  the  foldes  gate 
'  Hath  lete:  and  goth  in  other  gate: 
But  thei  gone  in  the  riębt  waie. 

Tliere  bene  also  somme  (as  men  saie) 
That  folowen  Symnn  at  heles, 
Whose  carte  goth  vpon  wheles 
Of  couetise  and  worldes  pride. 
And  holy  churche  goth  beside : 
.  Whiche  sheweth  nutwarde  a  risage 
Of  that  is  nought  in  the  courage. 
Por  if  men  loke  in  holy  churche 
Betwene  the  worde,  and  that  thei  worche, 
There  is  a  fuli  great  diffcrence. 
Thei  prechen  V8  in  audience, 
That  no  man  shall  his  soule  empeire. 
Por  all  is  but  a  cherie  feire 
This  worldes  good,  so  as  thei  tell. 
Also  thei  saien,  there  is  an  heli, 
Whiche  vnto  mans  sinne  is  due: 
And  bidden  vs  therfore  eschewe 
That  wicked  is,  and  do  the  good, 
Who  that  their  wordes  rnderstode, 
It  thinketh  thei  wolde  do  the  same. 
But  yet  betwene  emest  aod  gamę. 
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Fuli  oft  łt  tornetb  otfaer  wiae^ 
Włth  holy  tales  thei  deuise, 
How  meritory  is  thilke  dede 
Ot  cbaritee  to  clothe  and  fede 
Tbe  poore  fblke,  and  for  to  parte 
The  worldes  good,  but  tbet  departe 
Ne  thinke  nougbt  fro  that  tbei  baue. 
Also  tbei  sain  good  is  to  saue 
With  penance,  and  witb  abstinencei 
Of  chastitee  tbe  cootinence: 
Bat  plainly  for  to  speke  of  tbat 
I  not  how  thilke  bodye  fat, 
Whicbe  thei  with  deintie  meates  kcpe. 
And  laieo  it  softe  for  to  ślepe, 
Whan  it  hath  elles  of  his  will 
With  chastłtee  shall  stonde  stfll: 
And  netheles  I  can  not  saye 
Id  annter  that  I  missaye 
Toochend  of  this,  how  ener  it  stande 
I  berę,  and  will  nougbt  ynderstande. 
For  therof  baue  I  nougbt  to  doone. 
Bot  be  that  madę  first  tbe  moone, 
Tbe  high  god  of  bis  goodnes, 
1f  tber  be  cause,  be  it  redresse. 
Bot  what  thatany  man  can  accuse, 
This  maie  reason  of  trontbe  excuse, 
The  rice  of  them  tbat  ben  vngood 
Is  no  repreefe  rnto  tbe  good. 
For  eucry  man  his  owne  werkes 
Sball  beare:  and  tbus  as  of  tbe  clerkes 
Tbe  good  men  ben  to  commende. 
And  all  tbese  otber  god  amende. 
For  thei  be  to  tbe  worldes  eie 
The  myrronr  of  ezamplarie, 
To  renlen  and  taken  hede, 
Betwene  tbe  men,  and  tbe  godhede. 


Talgaris  populns  regali  legę  subactus 
I>am  iacet  Tt  mitis  digna  subibit  onus: 

S  caput  estollat,  &  len  sua  firena  relaxat, 
Vt  sibi  Telle  iubet,  tygridis  instar  babet. 

Ignis  aqua  dominans  duo  sunt  pietate  carentes^ 
Ira  tainen  plebis  est  Tiolenta  magis. 

De  statn  plebis,  nt  dicunt,  secnndnm  aocidentia 

mutabilia. 

NoWK  for  to  speke  of  tbe  commune, 
h  is  to  drede  of  that  fortunę, 
Wfaich  bathbefolle  in  sondrye  londes: 
Bnt  ofte  for  defiiute  of  bondes 
AU  sodetniy,  er  it  be  wist, 
A  tnnne,  wlńn  his  lie  arist 
Tobreketh,  and  renneth  all  aboute, 
Whicbe  els  shulde  nougbt  gone  out. 

And  eke  foli  ofte  a  littel  skare 
Upon  a  bankę,  er  men  be  ware. 
Lei  in  tbe  streme,  whicbe  witb  gret  peine, 
If  any  man  it  shall  Festreme. 
Wbere  lawę  foiileth,  erronr  growetb. 
He  is  not  wtse,  who  that  ne  trowetb. 
For  it  hath  proued  oft  er  this. 
And  thtts  tbe  common  clamour  is 
Jn  enery  londe,  wbere  people  dwelleth : 
And  ecbe  in  hte  complainte  telletb, 
How  tbat  tbe  worlde  is  miswent, 
And  therrpon  his  argument 
Yeneth  enery  man  in  sondrie  wise : 
BnŁ  wbat  man  wolde  him  selfe  anise 
His  conscience,  and  nonght  misuse. 
Be  mai*  w^  ai  the  first  ezcnsa 


I  His  god,  whiche  euer  stant  in  ooe, 
In  him  there  is  defaute  nonę 
So  must  it  stande  vpon  ts  selue, 
Nougbt  only  vpon  ten  ne  twelue, 
Bnt  plenarly  vpon  ts  all. 
For  man  is  cause  of  that  shall  fali. 

Nota  contra  hoc,  quod  aliąui  fortem  Fortune,  ali- 
qui  influentiam  planetarum  ponunt,perquo€l  (ut 
dtcitur)  rerum  euentus  necessario  contingit,  sed 
potius  dicendum  est,  quod  ea  que  nos  prospera 
et  aduersa  in  hoc  raundo  vocamus,  secundum 
merita  et  demerita  hominum,  digno  dei  iudicio 
prouentunt. 

And  nethdes  yet  some  men  write 
And  sayn  fortunę  is  tó  wite : 
And  some  men  holde  opinion^ 
Tbat  it  is  constellacion^ 
Whiche  causeth  all  tbat  a  man  dootbe. 
God  wote  of  botbe  whiche  is  sootbe, 
The  worlde,  as  of  his  propre  kinde 
Was  eoier  yntrew,  and  as  tbe  blinde 
Improperly  be  demeth  famę : 
He  blametb,  that  is  nougbt  to  blame 
And  preiseth,  that  is  nougbt  to  preise 
Tbus  whan  be  shall  tbe  tbinges  peise 
Tber  is  deceit  in  his  balancp. 
And  all  is  that  tbe  Tariance 
Of  Ts,  tbat  shulde  ts  better  auise. 
For  aftcr  that  we  foli  and  rise 
Tbe  woride  ariste,  and  folleth  with  all: 
So  that  tbe  man  is  ouer  all  ^ 

His  owne  canse  of  wele  and  wo, 
That  we  fortunę  clepe  so, 

piit  ftf  thp  mun  him  aolfr  it  ^mmaiW  ^ 

And  who  that  otber  wise  trowetb, 
Beholde  tbe  people  of  Israel, 
For  euer,  while  tbei  didden  well, 
Fortune  was  them  debnnaire : 
And  when  tbei  didden  tbe  contraire, 
Fortune  was  contrariende : 
So  tbat  it  proueth  wele  at  ende, 
Why  tbat  tbe  worlde  is  wonderfiill. 
And  maie  no  while  stande  foU, 
Thoągh  tbat  it  seme  wele  besayn, 
FoiL^ery  worldes  thingjs  yaine, 
And  euer  goth  the  wbele  aboute,^'^ 
'iCud  euer  'sCikffrirfibiań^m  doute, 
Fortune  stant  no  while  still : 
So  hath  tber  no  man  bis  will. 
Ais  for  as  any  man  maie  knowe 
There  lasteth  notbing  but  a  throwe. 

Boetius. 
O  quam  duloedo  humane  vite  multa  amaritudiae 

aspersa  est 

Thb  woride  stante  euer  vpon  debatę, 

So  maie  be  siker  nonę  astate, 

Now  here,  now  there,  now  to,  now  fro, 

Now  rp,  now  down,  tbe  world  goth  so. 

And  euer  hath  done,  and  euer  shall : 

Wherof  I  finde  iQ  special 

A  tale  writen  in  the  Bibie, 

Whicbe  must  nedes  be  credible, 

And  tbat  as  in  cbndusion, 

Saith,  tbat  ypon  diuision 

Stant,  why  no  worldes  thing  maie  laste ' 

Tli  it  be  driue  to  tbe  laste. 

And  firo  tbe  first  reigne  of  all 

Unto  this  daie  howjojbfi&ll ..  ._ 
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Of  that  Ihe  reignes  be  meuable, 
The  man  him  selfe  haih  be  culpable, 
Whicfae  of  his  gouernance 
Fortuneth  all  the  worldes  chance. 

Prosper  &  aducrsos  obliquo  tramite  yersas 
Immundus  mundus  decipit  omoe  genus. 

Muodus  ia  euentu  yersatur,  vt  alea  caso, 
Suam  celer  in  ludis  iactat  aura  manus. 

Sicut  imago  viri  variantur  tempora  muiidi, 
StaŁque  nihil  fiapum  prseter  amare  deum. 

Hic  in  prologo  tractat  de  statua  illa,  quam  rex  Na- 
bugodoDosor  yiderat  in  somnis,  cuius  caput  au- 
reuffl,  pectus  argenteuiriy  yeuter  eneus,  tibie 
ferrfe,  pedum  yero  ąuedam  pars  ferrea,  ąuedam 
fictuis  yidebatur :  sub  qua  membrorum  diuersi- 
tate  secundum  Dauielis  eipositionem  huius 
mundi  yariatio  figurabatur. 

The  high  almighty  purueiance, 
lu  whose  eterne  remehibrance 
From  first  was  euery  thing  present, 
He  hath  his  prophecie  sent 
(In  suche  a  wise  as  thou  shalŁ  here) 
To  Daniel  of  thts  matere, 
How  that  this  world  shal  torne  and  wende 
Ti  1 1  it  be  falie  ynto  his  ende : 
Wherof  the  tale  tell  I  shall, 
In  which  is  betokened  all. 
As  Nabugonosor  ślepie 
A  Bweuen  him  toke,  the  wbiche  he  kept 
Til  on  the  morowe  he  was  arise. 
For  theieof  be  was  sore  agrise, 
Til  Daniel  his  dreme  he  tolde, 
And  praied  him  liiire,  that  he  wolde 
A  redę  what  it  token  maie. 
And  saide,  a  bedde  where  I  laie. 
Me  thought  I  seighe  ypon  a  stagei 
Where  stoode  a  wonder  strange  image  : 
His  head  with  all  tbe  necke  also 
.  They  were  of  finc  golde  bothe  two, 
His  breaste,  his  shoulders,  and  his  armes 
Were  all  of  siluer,  but  tharmes, 
Tbe  wombe,  and  all  downe  to  tbe  knee 
Of  bras  thei  were  ypon  to  see : 
His  legges  thei  were  madę  all  of  steele, 
So  were  his  feete  also  somdele, 
And  some  dele  parte  to  them  was  take 
Of  ertbe,  whicbe  men  pottes  make. 
The  feble  mengled  was  with  the  stronge 
So  might  it  not  stande  longe. 

Hic  narrat  ylterius  de  quodam  lapide  graodi,  qui,ut 
in  dieto  somnio  yidebaturab  excelso  monte  super 
statuam  corruens,  ipsam  quasi  in  nihilum  penitus 
CiAitriuit. 

And  tho  me  thought,  that  I  sigbe 
A  great  stone  from  an  hille  on  highe 
Feli  downe  of  sodeine  auenture 
Upon  tbe  feete  of  this  figurę : 
With  wbiche  stone  all  to  broke  was 
Golde,  syluer,  erthe,  steele,  and  bras, 
That  was  in  to  pouder  brought, 
And  so  forthe  torneid  in  to  nought. 

Hic  loquitur  de  interpretacione  somnii,  et  primo 
dicit  de  significacione  capitis  aurei. 

This  was  the  sweuen,  wbiche  he  had, 
That  Danieli  anone  arad. 
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And  sated  hym>  that  figurę  ftnnge 
Betokeneth  liow  the  worlde  shall  changp. 
And  war  lasse  worthe  and  lasse, 
Til  it  to  nought  all  ouer  passe  : 
The  necke,  and  head,  that  weren  golde 
He  saied,  howe  that  betoken  sholde 
A  worthie  worlde,  a  noble  a  riche. 
To  wbiche  nonę  after  shall  be  liche. 

De  pectore  argenteo. 
Of  siluer  that  was  ouer  foorlhe 
Shall  ben  a  worlde  of  lasse  woorthe.  . 

De  ventre  eneo. 
And  after  that  the  wombe  of  bras 
Token  of  a  wers  worlde  it  was, 
The  whiche  steele  he  sawe  afterwarde 
A  worlde  betokeneth  morę  harde. 

De  tibeis  ferreis. 
But  yct  the  werete  of  euery  deele 
Is  last|  that  when  of  erth  and  steele 
He  sawe  the  feete  departed  so. 
For  that  betokeneth  muchę  wo. 

De  sigrnificatione  pedum,  que  ex  duabus  materiis 
discordaiitibus  adinyicem  diuisi  extiterunt. 

Wham  that  tbe  worlde  deuided  is, 

It  mot  algate  farę  amis. 

For  erthe,  which  mengled  is  with  stele 

To  gider  maie  not  laste  wele. 

But  if  that  one  that  other  waste, 

So  mote  it  nedes  fali  at  the  laste. 

De  lapide  statuam  confringente. 
The  stone,  whiche  from  that  hilly  stage 
He  sawe  downe  fitU  on  that  ymage, 
And  hath  it  in  to  poudre  broke, 
That  sweuen  hath  Danieli  ynioke 
And  saied,  that  it  is  gods  might, 
Whiche  whan  men  wenę  moste  ypright 
To  stonde,  shall  them  ouer  caste: 
And  that  is  of  this  worlde  the  laste, 
And  than  a  newe  shail  begynne, 
From  whicbe  a  man  shal  i  neuer  twinne, 
Or  all  to  palne,  or  alt  to  pees, 
That  worlde  shall  laste  endles. 

Hic  scribit,  qiialiter  huius  secult  regna  yariis  mu- 
tationibus,  prout  in  dicta  statua  figurabatur. 
secundum  temporum  distinctiones  seusibiliter 
hactenus  diminuuutur. 

Lo  thus  expowned  Danieli 

The  kynges  sweuen  faire  and  well 

In  Babylone  the  citee,  t 

Where  that  the  wisest  of  Caldee 

Ne  coudeu  witte  what  it  mente, 

But  he  tolde  all  the  whole  entente 

As  in  the  partie  it  is  befalle 

Of  golde  the  firste  reigne  of  all.  Q^ 


'^^^' 


De  seculo  aureo,  quod  in  ca  pite  stataae  designatum 
est  a  tempore  ipsius  Nagugodonosoris  regia 
Caldee  usque  in  regnum  Cyriregis  Persarum. 

Was  in  that  kynges  tyme  tho, 

And  last  many  daics  so 

There,  whiles  that  the  monarchie 

Of  all  the  worlde  in  that  partie 

To  Babylone  was  subgette 

Ajid  helde  him  still  in  suche  a  pleght. 
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Tin  thaŁ  the  worlde  began  diuener 

And  that  was,  whan  the  kynge  of  Pene, 

Whiche  Cyrus  higbt,  ayen  tbe  pees 

Fortbe  with  bis  sonne  Ćambyses 

Of  Babylone  all  tbat  Empire, 

Right  ms  tbci  wolde  tbem  selfe  desiro 

Pot  TDder  iD  sobiecttoo. 

And  toke  it  in  possessioD, 

And  slayne  was  Baltasar  tbe  kynge, 

Wbicbe  lott  bis  reigne,  and  all  bis  tbjmge. 

De  secolo  argeoteo,  quod  in  pectore  designatum 
est  a  tempore  ipsius  regisCyń  usąue  in  reguum 
Alerandń  regis  Macedonie. 

Ain>  thos  wban  tbei  had  it  wonne 
Tbe  worlde  of  siluer  was  begonne 
Aod  that  of  golde  was  passed  out 
Aud  ID  thus  wise  it  gotb  aboute 
In  to  tbe  reigne  of  Darius 
And  tbat  it  felle  to  Perse  thas 
There  Alezander  put  them  Tndcr 
Wbicbe  wrogbt  of  armes  many  a  wonder 
So  tbat  tbe  monarcbie  lefte 
Witb  grekes,  and  tbeir  astate  yp  lefte 
And  Peniens  gone  ^nder  foote 
So  snfire  tbei,  tbat  nedes  mote. 

De  aecnio  eneo,  qaod  in  ventre  designatum  est  a 
tempore  ipsius  Aleacandri  usque  in  regnnm  Julii 
RomanoTum  imperatoris. 

Abd  tbo  tbe  worlde  began  of  bras 

And  that  of  siluer  ended  was 

Bot  for  tbe  time  thus  it  laste 

TlU  it  befeUe,  tbat  at  laste 

Tbis  kyng,  whan  that  bis  daie  was  come 

Witb  strengtb  of  dethe  was  ouercome 

And  netbeles  yet  or  be  dyde 

He  shope  bis  reigne  to  deuide 

To  knigfates,  wbicbe  bim  had  senied 

And  after  tbat  tbei  haue  deserued 

Tafe  tbe  conquestes,  tbat  he  wannę 

Wberof  great  werre  tbo  beganne 

AmoDge  tbem,  tbat  tbe  reignes  had 

Tbroogb  prood  enuy,  whiche  tbem  lad 

Tłll  it  befelle  ayene  tbem  thus 

The  noble  Cesar  Julius 

Whiche  tbo  was  kynge  of  Romę  londe 

Witb  great  battaile,  and  stronge  bonde 

All  Grece,  Pferse,  and  Chaldee 

Wan,  and  put  vnder:  so  tbat  he 

Hot  all  oniy  of  thorient: 

Bot  all  tbe  marche  of  thoccident 

Oooemetb  rnder  bis  Empire, 

As  be  that  was  bolle  lorde  and  sire 

Aad  belde  through  his  cheualrie 

Of  all  the  worlde  tbe  monarchie 

Aod  was  tbe  Antę  of  tbat  honour 

Whiche  taketb  name  of  Emperour. 

De  seculo  ferreo,  quod  in  tibiis  designatum  est, 
a  tempore  Julii  Cesaris  usąue  in  regnum  Caroli 
magni  regis  Francorum. 

Whire  Romę  tban  wolde  assaile, 
Tbere  might  no  tbyng  contreuaile 
Bat  eoery  contrey  must  obeye, 
Tbo  gotb  the  reigne  of  bms  aweye, 
And  cumen  is  tbe  worlde  of  steele, 
Aod  stode  abooe  vpoa  tbe  wbeele, 


As  steele  is  hardest  in  bis  kinde 
Aboue  all  other,  that  men  finde 
Of  metallęs,  suche  was  Romę  tbo 
Tbe  migbtyest,  and  laste  so 
Łonge  time  amonge  tbe  Romains, 
Tłll  tbei  become  so  viUains 
That  the  emperour  Leo, 
Witb  Constance  his  sonne  also, 
The  patrimonie,  and  the  richesse, 
Whiche  to  Siluester  in  pure  almesse, 
The  first  Constantinas  lefte, 
FVo  holy  churche  tbei  berefte. 
But  Adrian,  wbicbe  pope  was, 
And  sawe  the  mischefe  of  tbis  cas, 
Gothe  in  to  France  for  to  plaine. 
And  praieth  the  great  Cbarlemaine, 
For  Christes  sake,  and  soule  hele, 
That  he  wolde  take  the  quarele 
Of  holy  churche  in  bis  defenoe. 
And  Charles,  for  the  reuerenoe 
Of  god,  tbe  cause  hath  vndertake. 
And  with  his  hoste  tbe  waie  hath  take 
Ouer  the  mountes  of  Lumbardie 
Of  Romę,  and  all  tbe  tyrannie 
With  blodie  swerde  he  ouercome. 
And  the  citee  witb  strengtb  nome 
In  such  a  wise,  and  ther  he  wronght, 
That  holy  churche  ayene  he  broogbt 
In  to  Franchise,  and  dotbe  rcstore 
The  popes  luste,  and  yaf  bim  morę. 
And  thus  wban  be  his  god  hath  serued, 
He  toke,  as  he  hath  well  deserued 
The  diademe,  and  was  corouned 
Of  Romę,  and  thus  was  abandoned 
Thempire,  wbicbe  came  neuer  againe 
In  to  the  hande  of  no  Romaine : 
But  a  longe  time  it  stode  still 
Under  the  Frenche  kynges  will, 
Till  that  fortunę  ber  wbeele  so  lad, 
That  afterwarde  the  Lumbardes  it  had. 
Kot  by  the  swerd,  but  by  the  suffirance 
Of  him,  that  tbo  was  kyng  of  France, 
Wbicbe  Carle  Caluus  cleped  was 
And  be  resigned  in  tbis  cas 
Thempire  of  Romę  vnto  Lowis 
His  Cosin,  whiche  a  lumbarde  is: 
And  so  it  laste  in  to  the  yere 
Of  Alberte,  and  of  Berengere. 

De  seculo  nouissimis  iam  temporibus  ad  similitu- 
dinem  pedum  in  discordiain  lapso  et  diuiso, 
quod  post  decessum  ipsius  Caroli  cum  imperium 
Romanorum  in  maous  Longobardorum  perue- 
nerat  tempore  Alberti  etBerengarii  incepit.  Nam 
ob  eorum  diuisionem  contingit^ut  Alemani  im- 
peratoriam  adepti  sunt  maiestatem:  in  cuius 
solium  quendam  principcm  theutonicum  Otbo- 
ncm  nomine  sublimari  primitus  constituernnt* 

But  tban  rpon  discencion 

Tbei  fell,  and  in  diuision 

Amonge  them  selfe,  that  were  greate 

So  that  tbei  lost  the  beyete 

Of  wonhip,  and  of  worldes  pees.- 

But  in  prouerbe  netheles 

Men  saine,  fuli  Meldome  is,  tbat  welthe 

Can  suflfre  his  owne  astate  in  helthe, 

And  that  was  in  the  lumbardes  sene, 

Suche  common  strife  was  them  betwene, 

Through  couctise,  and  through  enuie, 

That  euery  man  drough  bis  partie, 
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Whiche  might  led*  any  loate, 
Within  boui^h  and  eke  without. 
Tbe  common  riglit  hath  do  felawe, 
So  tbat  the  gooemance  of  lawę 
Was  Io8t:  and  for  necessitee 
Of  that  tbei  stode  in  suche  degree, 
AU  oflFf  througb  diaision, 
Them  nedeth  in  c<MM;llitioii 
Of  strange  londes  helpe  beside. 
And  tbus  for  thei  them  selfe  diuide. 
And  standen  out  of  rewie  Tueuen, 
Of  Almaine  princes  senen 
Tbei  chosen  in  this  condicion, 
That  vpon  tbeir  electioa 
Tbempire  of  Romę  sbolde  stonde: 
And  tbus  tbei  left  it  out  of  hondę 
For  lacke  of  grace,  and  it  forsoke, 
Tbat  Almains  ^pon  them  toke 
And  to  confermen  tbeir  astate, 
Of  tbat  thei  stoden  in  debatę 
Tbei  token  tbe  possession 
After  tbe  composicion 
Amonge  them  selfe,  and  ther  Tpon 
Tbei  madę  an  Emperour  anon, 
Wbos  name  (tbe  Cronicłe  telletb) 
Was  Othes,  and  so  forth  it  dwelleth 
Fro  thilke  daie  yet  ^nto  this 
Tbempire  of  Romę  hath  be  and  is 
To  thalmains,  and  in  this  wise, 
As  to  fore  ye  haue  berde  deuise 
How  Daniel  tbe  sweuen  expouneth 
Of  that  image,  on  whom  be  foundeth 
The  world,  whiche  afterward  sbold  fali, 
Comen  is  tbe  last  token  of  all 
Upon  the  feete  of  erthe  and  stele^ 
So  stant  the  worlde  now  euery  dele. 
Departed,  whiche  began  right  tho, 
Whan  Romę  was  deuided  so. 
And  tbat  is  for  to  rewę  sore. 
For  alwaie  sith  morę  and  morę 
The  worlde  empeireth  euery  daie» 
Wherof  tbe  sooth  shewe  maie 
At  Romę  first  if  we  begin, 
The  wali  and  aU  tbe  citie  within 
Stante  in  ruinę,  and  in  decaies 
Tbe  felde  is  where  was  the  palais, 
7he  towne  is  wast,  and  ouer  tbat^ 
If  we  bebold  thilke  astate 
Whiche  wbilom  was  of  tbe  Romains 
Of  knighthod,  and  of  citezens 
To  peise  nowe  with  that  beforne^ 
The  cbaflfe  is  take  from  tbe  come. 
And  80  to  speke  of  Romes  might 
Unnethes  stante  ther  ougbt  ypright 
Of  worship  or  of  worides  good, 
As  it  before  time  stode. 
And  why  the  worship  is  awaie, 
If  tbat  a  man  the  sootbe  shall  saie: 
Tbe  cause  hath  ben  deuision, 
Whiche  moder  of  confusion 
Is,  where  sbe  cometh  ouer  all, 
Nougbt  only  of  tbe  temporall. 
But  of  tbe  spirituall  aiso, 
Tbe  dede  proueth  it  is  so 
And  hath  do  many  a  daie  er  this 
'  Through  venlm,  whiche  that  medled  is 
In  holy  churcbe  of  ertbely  tbyuge. 
For  Christ  him  selfe  maketh  knowlageing, 
Tbat  no  man  maie  togeder  serue 
6od  and  the  worlde,  but  if  he  swerue 


Frowarde  that  one,  and  stmide  mstable: 
And  Chrittes  worde  maie  not  be  fable» 
Tbe  thynge  so  open  is  at  tbe  eye 
It  needeth  nougbt  to  specifie 
Or  speke  ougbt  morę  in  this  matere. 
But  in  this  wise  a  maa  maie  lere 
How  tbat  the  worlde  is  gone  abonte^ 
The  whiche  ^^U  nigfa  is  wCTedjm^ 
After  tbe  formę  of  that  figurę, 
Whiche  Danieli  in  his  scripture 
Expowned,  as  to  fore  is  tolde, 
Of  bras,  of  siłuer,  and  of  golde 
The  worlde  is  passed,  and  agoue. 
And  nowe  vpon  bis  olde  tonę 
It  stant  of  brutell  erthe  and  stele^ 
The  whiche  acorden  neuer  a  dele : 
So  mote  it  nedes  swerue  aside 
As  thynge,  tbe  whiche  men  seen  diuide. 

Hic  dicit,  secundum  apostolum,  quod  nos  somuiy 
in  quo8  fines  aeculi  deuenemnt. 

TSE  Apostell  writeth  vnto  ys  all. 

And  saieth,  that  ypon  ts  is  ftiU 

Thend  of  the  worlde:  so  maie  we  knowe 

This  ymage  is  nighe  ońertbrowe. 

By  whiche  this  worlde  was  signified, 

That  wbilom  was  so  magntfied. 

And  nowe  is  olde,  and  feble,  and  vile, 

Fuli  of  mischyefe,  and  of  perille: 

And  stante  diuided  eke  also, 

Lyke  to  tbe  feete,  tbat  were  so 

As  !  tolde  of  the  statuę  aboue. 

And  tbus  men  śaine  for  lacke  of  loue, 

Where  as  the  londe  diuided  is, 

It  mote  algate  farę  amis. 

And  now  to  loke  on  euery  side 
A  man  maie  see  the  worlde  diuide. 
Tbe  warres  bene  so  generall 
Amonge  the  Christen  ouer  all, 
That  euery  man  nowe  seketh  wreche. 
And  yet  theae  derkes  aldaie  precbe 
And  sayne,  good  dedes  maie  nonę  bee« 
Whiche  stante  nought  vpon  charitee. 

I  not  bowe  charitee  shulde  stonde, 
Where  deadły  warre  is  taken  on  hondę. 
But  all  this  wo  is  cause  of  man, 
The  whiche  that  witte  and  reason  can, 
And  tbat  in  token  and  in  witnesse, 
That  ilke  ymage  bare  likenesse 
Of  man,  and  of  nonę  other  beste. 

For  first  vnto  the  mans  heste 
Was  euery  creature  ordeined. 
But  afterwarde  it  was  restreined, 
Whan  that  be  fell,  thei  fellen  eke, 
Whan  he  wer  seke,  thei  weren  seke. 
For  as  the  man  hath  passion, 
Of  sekenes  in  comparison, 
So  suffren  other  creatures, 
Lo  firste  the  beueuly  ligures. 

Hic  soribit,  quod  ex  diuisionis  passijpDe  singula 
creati  detrimentum  corruptibile  patiuntun 

The  sonne  and  moone  eclypsen  botb. 
And  bene  with  mans  sinne  wrotb. 

Tbe  purest  ayre  for  sinne  alofte, 
Hath  ben  and  is  corrupted  fuli  ofte. 
Right  now  the  highe  windes  blowe: 
And  anon  after  thei  ben  lowe. 
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M0W  ctoudie,  and  now  ckre  it  ig, 
So  maie  ic  proaen  well  by  this 
A  mans  sinne  is  for  to  hate, 
Whiche  maketh  the  welken  to  debatę. 
And  for  to  flee  the  propertee 
Of  enery  tbynge  in  bis  degree. 
Benetfae  foorthe  amonge  yg  berę 
AU  stante  a  like  in  this  matere, 
Tbe  sea  nowe  ebbKh,  and  nowe  it  floweth. 
Tbe  lond  bow  welketh,  and  now  it  groweth. 
Now  ben  thę  trees  with  leaues  greene, 
Now  thei  be  bare  and  notbynge  seisne. 
Koire  be  Chere  Instie  somer  doures. 
Nowe  be  there  ttoitnie  Winter  shoures, 
Now  be  tbe  daies,  now  be  the  nightes, 
So  stant  tbere  notbyng  all  yprigbtes. 
Nowe  it  is  light,  now  it  is  derkę, 
And  thns  sttaot  aU  the  worldes  werke 
Afker  the  disposicion 
Of  man  and  bis  condicion. 
For  thy  gregorie  in  his  moralt 
Saieth,  that  a  man  in  speciall 
Tbe  lasse  woride  is  properly. 
And  that  be  pronetb  redily. 
For  man  of  soule  reasonable 
Is  to  an  angell  resemblable. 
And  like  to  beast  be  hath  felyog. 
And  like  to  tres  he  hath  growyng* 
The  Stones  ben,  and  so  is  bee, 
Hras  of  bis  propre  ąualitee 
The  man  (as  telleth  the  Clergie) 
U  a  woride  in  his  partie. 
And  whan  this  littel  woride  mistometh 
The  great  woride  all  onertornetb, 
The  londOy  tbe  sea,  the  firmament 
Thei  asken  ali  iudgement 
Ayene  tbe  man,  and  make  bym  wane 
Tber  wliile  him  selfe  stant  out  of  harre^ 
Tbe  remenant  stant  out  of  acorde. 
And  in  this  wise  (as  1  recorde) 
The  man  is  canse  of  aU  wo 
Why  this  woride  is  diuided  so. 
Diuikion  (the  gospell  saieth) 
One  hoose  ypon  an  other  laieth 
TiU  that  the  reigne  all  ouer  throwe. 
And  thos  may  eoery  man  well  knowe        . 
Dioision  abone  all  .  N 

U  tbyng,  wbiche  maketh  the  woride  fali. 
And  ener  hath  do,  sith  it  begao, 
It  maie  firste  proue  vpon  a  man. 

tuod  ex  sne  oomplexionis  materia  diuisus  homo 
mortalis  esistat. 

Thb  whiehe  for  his  oomplexioa 
Ii  madę  Tpon  diuision 
Of  colde,  botte,  moiste,  and  drie 
He  mote  by  Terray  kynde  die. 
For  the  contrarie  of  his  estate 
Stant  enermose  in  suche  debatę, 
Tyli  that  a  parte  be  ouercome 
There  maie  no  fioall  peas  be  nome 
Bot  otherwise  if  a  m^n  were 
Madę  all  togeder  of  one  matere 
Without  interrupcion, 
Tliere  sbuld  no  oorrupcion 
£ogendrevpon  thatynitee: 
Bot  for  there  is  diuersitee 
Within  him  selfe,  be  maie  not  laste, 
Bot  in  a  man  yet  ouer  this 
Foli  great  diuision  there  is. 


Throogh  whiche  that  he  is  ener  in  ttrife 
While  that  hym  last  any  life, 

Suod  homo  ex  corporis  et  anime  condicione  diui* 
sus,  sicut  saluationis,  ita  damnationis  aptitudl- 
nem  ingreditur. 

TH£  bodie  and  the  soule  also 
Amonge  them  ben  deuided  so, 
That  wbat  thyng  that  the  bodie  hateth 
The  soule  loueth  and  debateth: 
But  netheles  fiiil  ofte  is  seene 
Of  werre,  whiche  is  them  betweene 
The  feble  hath  wonne  the  victorie, 
And  who  so  draweth  in  to  memorie. 

Sualiter  Adamastatuinnocentiediuisus  a  paradiso 
▼oluptatis  in  terram  laboris  pecator  proiectos 
est 

What  hath  befell  of  olde  and  newe, 
He  maie  that  werre  sore  rewę, 
Whiche  first  began  in  paradis. 
For  there  was  proued  what  it  is. 
And  what  diaease  there  it  wrougbt. 
For  thilke  werre  tho  foorthe  brougbt 
The  Tice  of  all  deadly  sinne, 
Througb  whiche  diuision  came  in. 

8ualiter  populi  per  miucrsum  oibem  a  cnltnradei 
diuisi,  Noe  cum  sua  seąuela  dumtaxatexiceptia, 
diluuio  interierunt. 

Amonge  the  men  in  erthe  here. 
And  was  the  cause  and  the  mattefe 
Why  god  the  great  flodes  sende, 
Of  all  the  woride  and  inade  an  ende: 
But  Noe,  with  his  felowship, 
Whiche  only  weren  saufe  by  sbyp. 
And  ooer  that  through  sinne  it  come 
That  Nembroth  suche  price  nome 

Soaliter  in  edificatione  Turris  Babylonis,  qnam  in 
dei  contemptum  Nembroth  erexit,  lingua  priu- 
hebraica  in  yarias  linguas  coelica  yindicta  diuis 

debatur. 

/ 
Whan  the  toore  Babylon  on  hight 
Lette  make,  as  he  that  wolde  fight 
Ayene  the  high  guddes  might, 
Wherof  deuided  anon  right 
Was  tbe  langnage  in  suche  entent 
There  wiste  nonę  what  other  ment, 
So  that  thei  might  nought  procede 
And  thus  it  stant  of  euery  dede, 
Where  sinne  taketh  the  cese  on  hondę 
It  maie  ypright  not  longe  stonde. 
For  sinne  of  hir  condicion 
Is  motber  of  diuision. 

Siialiber  mundus,  qui  in  statu  diutsionis  qiiasi  co* 
trdianus  presentt  tempore  yexatur  flagellis  a  la- 
pide  superueniente,  id  est  a  diuina  potentia  us- 
que  ad  resolutionem  omnis  camis  subito  eon- 
teretur. 

And  token  whan  tbe  world  shall  faile 
For  so  saith  Cbriste  without  faile 
That  nigh  ypon  tbe  worldes  ende 
Peace  and  accorde  away  shall  wende 
And  all  charitee  shall  ceasse 
Amonge  the  men,  and  hate  encreasse 
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And  wfaan  these  tokens  ben  befkll 

AU  sodeinly  the  stone  shall  fali 

As  Danieli  it  hath  beknowe 

Whichc  all  this  worldc  shall  ouerthrow 

And  euery  man  sball  than  arise 

To  ioye  or  elles  to  iuise 

Where  that  be  shall  for  euer  dwcll 

Or  streight  to  beuen,  or  streight  to  hcll. 

In  beuen  is  peace  and  all  accorde 
But  helle  is  fuli  of  suche  disoorde 
That  there  maie  be  no  loue  day 
For  thy  good  is  whyle  a  man  may 
£chone  to  sette  peace  with  other 
And  louen  as  his  owne  brother 
Sd  maie  he  wynne  worldes  welthe 
And  afterwarde  bia  soule  belthe. 

Hic  narrat  eremplum  de  Concordia  et  vnitate 
interhommes  prouocanda:  Et  dicit  aualiter 
qiiidam  Arion  nuper  citharista  ex  sui  cantus  ci- 
thare  que  consona  melodiam  tante  virtutis  eró- 
terat,  Tt  ipse  non  solum  virum  cum  viro,  sed 
etiam  leonem  cum  cerua,  lupum  cum  bagno 
canena  cum  lepore  (ipaum  audienUs)  vnanimi- 

-  ter  absque  vlla  discordia  ad  inuicem  pacifica- 

But  wolde  god  that  nowe  were  one 
An  other  sucbe  as  Arione 
Whiche  had  an  harpe  of  sucbe  temprure 
And  therto  of  so  good  measure 
He  songe,  that  be  the  beastes  wilde 
Madę  of  bis  notę  tamę  and  milde 
The  bynde  in  peace  with  the  lyon 
The  wolfe  in  peace  with  the  motton 
The  bare  in  peace  stode  with  the  hounde 
And  euery  man  ypon  this  grounde, 
Whichc  Arion  that  time  herde 
As  well  the  lorde  as  the  shepeherde 
He  brougbt  them  all  in  good  accorde 
So  that  the  common  with  the  lorde 
And  lorde  with  the  common  also 
He  sette  in  loue  botbe  two 
And  put  awaie  melancolie. 

Tbat  was  a  lustie  melodie 
Whan  euery  man  with  other  lougb 
And  if  tbere  were  sucbe  one  nowe 
Whiche  coude  harpe  as  be  did. 
He  migbt  auaile  in  many  a  stede 
To  make  peace,  where  nowe  is  bate 
For  whan  men  thinken  to  debatę 
I  not  what  other  th3mg  is  good 
But  wber  tbat  wisdome  waxetb  wood 
And  reason  toumeth  in  to  ragę 
So  that  measure  vpon  outrage 
Hath  set  this  worlde,  it  is  to  drede 
For  tbat  bringeth  in  the  common  drede 
Whiche  stant  at  euery  mannes  dore 
But  whan  the  sbarpnes  of  the  spore 
The  bors  side  smitetb  to  sore 
It  greueth  ofte.     And  nowe  no  more 
As  for  to  speke  of  this  mater 
Whiche  nonę,  but  onely  god  maie  stere 

owere  it  good  at  this  tide 
That  euery  man  vpon  his  side 
Besought,  and  prayed  for  the  peace 
Whiche  is  the  cause  of  a|l  incresse 
Of  worshippe,  and  of  worldes  welthe 
Of  hertcs  reste,  and  soules  helthe 
Wilhout  peace  stonde  nothyng  good 
For  thi  to  Christ,  which  shed  bis  bloud 


For  peace,  byseketb  all  men. 
Amen,  Amen,  Amen,  Amen. 

£xpUcit  prologtts. 


Naturatus  amor  natuns  legibus  orbem 

Subdity  &  rnanimes  concitat  esse  feras. 
Huius  enim  mundi  princeps  amore  ^awe  videknT, 

CuiuB  eget  diues  pauper  &  omnis  opes. 
Sunt  in  agone  pares  amor  8c  fortunaąue  csBcas, 

Plebis  ad  insidias  vertit  Ttergue  rotas. 
Est  amor,  segra  salus,  Texata  quie8,  pius  error 

Bellica  pax,  vulnus  dulce,  suaue  malum. 

Postquam  in  prologo  tractatum  bactenus  eKistit, 
qualiter  hodieme  conditionis  diuisio  cbaritatis 
dilectionem  superauit,  intendit  et  auctor  ad 
presens  suum  libellum  (cuius  nomen  Confessio 
Amantis  nuncupatur)  compouere  de  illo  amore, 
a  quo  non  solum  humanum  genus  sed  et  cuncta 
animantia  naturaliter  subiiciuntur. 

INCIPIT  LIBER  PRIMUS. 

I  MAIE  not  stretche  vp  to  the  beuen 

Myn  hondę  ne  set  al  in  euen 

This  worlde  whiche  ener  is  in  balance. 

It  stant  not  in  my  sufl&sance 

So  great  thinges  to  compasse: 

But  I  mote  lette  it  ouerpasse,  L^ 

And  treaten  rpon  other  tbinges. 

For  thy  the  stile  of  my  writinges 

Fro  this  daie  fortb  I  thynke  change, 

And  speake  of  tbing  is  not  so  strange, 

Whiche  euery  kinde  hath  vpon  hondę. 

And  wherypon  the  worlde  mote  stonde, 

And  hath  done  sith  it  began : 

And  sball  while  there  is  any  man : 

And  that  his  loue,  of  whiche  I  meane 

To  treate,  as  after  sbal  be  sene, 

In  whiche  there  can  no  man  bim  rule. 

For  loues  lawę  is  out  of  reule 

That  of  to  muchę  or  of  to  lite     • 

Well  nigh  is  euery  man  to  wite 

And  netheles  there  is  no  man 

In  all  this  worlde  so  wise,  that  can 

Of  loue  temper  the  measure: 

But  as  it  falleth  in  anenture. 

For  witte  ne  strengtb  maie  not  helpe 

And  whiche  els  wolde  bim  yelpe, 

Is  ratbcst  tbrowen  vnder  foote, 

There  can  no  wighte  tberof  do  boote. 

For  yet  was  neuer  suche  couine, 

Tbat  couth  ordeine  a  medicine 

To  thing,  whiche  god  in  law  of  kynde      '. 

Hath  set,  for  there  maie  no  man  finde       < 

The  right  salue  for  suche  a  sore,  « 

It  hath  and  sball  be  eucrmore,  ^ 

That  loue  is  maister,  where  be  will:        * 

Tbere  can  no  life  make  other  skille 

For  where  as  him  selfe  listę  to  set 

There  is  no  migbt,  which  him  maie  let. 

But  what  sball  fallen  at  laste, 

The  soth  can  no  wisedome  cast. 

But  as  it  falleth  vpon  chance. 

For  if  there  euer  was  balance, 

Whiche  of  foitune  stant  gouemed, 

I  maie  well  ieuc  as  I  am  lerned. 
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Hiat  lone  hath  Łhat  balance  on  hondę, 

Wbiche  will  no  reason  vndentonde. 

FDr  lone  is  biinde,  and  maie  not  iee. 

For  thj  maie  no  Gerteintee 

Beiette  Tpon  his  tudi^ement 

Bttt  as  the  wbele  about  went 

He  yeneth  his  graces  Yndeteroed 

And  liro  tbat  man,  whiche  hath  him  seraed, 

Fallofte  be  taketh  awey  his  fees,  > 

Al  be  tbat  plaieth  at  tbe  dies: 

And  theiTpon  włiat  shall  befall, 

He  oot,  till  tbat  the  chance  &I1: 

Where  be  shall  lese  or  be  shal  wynne : 

And  tbos  fuli  ofte  men  begyn, 

Tbat  if  tbei  wi&Łen  what  it  ment 

Tbei  wolde  cbauge  all  their  intent.  * 

Hic  qoaiiin  persona  aliorum,  quos  amor  alligat, 
fiogeos  se  anctor  esse  amantom,  yarias  eorum 
psssiones  rariis  huios  libń  distinctionibns  per 
singula  scribere  proponit. 

Aid  for  to  preue  it  is  so, 
I  sm  my  lelie  one  of  tho, 
Wbiche  to  this  scbole  am  rnderfonge. 
For  it  is  sothe  go  not  longe 
As  for  to  speake  of  this  matere 
I  nsie  you  tell,  if  you  woli  here, 
A  voDder  happe,  wbiche  me  befelle 
That  was  to  me  bothe  harde  and  felle 
Touchyng  of  loae  and  his  fortunę, 
Tbe  whicbe  me  liketb  to  commune, 
Aod  pteynly  for  to  tell  it  out 
To  them  that  louers  be  aboute, 
Fro  poynt  to  poynt  I  woli  dcciare, 
Aad  writen  of  my  wofull  care, 
My  wofnll  day  my  wofull  chance, 
That  men  mowę  take  rememb rance 
Of  that  tbei  shall  here  after  redę. 
foringood  feitbe  this  wolde  1  redę, 
Tbat  euery  man  ensample  take 
Ofvisedome,  whicbe  Is  bym  betake: 
Aod  (hat  be  wofte  of  good  appryse 
To  tecbe  it  fortlie  for  -suche  emprise 
Is  for  to  preyse :  And  therfbre  1 
Will  write  and  shewe  all  openly, 
Howe  lone  and  I  togedrc  mette, 
Wberof  the  worlde  ensample  fette 
May  after  this,  whan  I  am  go 
Ofthilkemsely  iolife  wo, 
Whose  renie  stant  out  of  the  wey, 
Nowe  gladde,  and  nowe  gladnes  aweie : 
Aod  yet  it  maie  not  be  withstonde 
For  ooght  that  men  maie  ynderstonde. 

Noo  ego  Samsonia  vires,  non  Herculis  arma 

Viaco,  sum  sed  vt  bij  victus  amore  pari, 
Ytdłscantalij  docet  ezperiencia  facti, 

Hebns  tn  ambiguis  quae  snnt  habenda  Tia, 
Deuias  ordo  ducit  temtata  pericla  sequentem, 

fnstniit  a  tergo  me  simul  tlle  cadat 
Me  qaibtts  ergo  Yenns  casus  laąaeauit  amantem, 

Oibis  in  esemplom  scribere  tendo  pałam. 

Hic  dedarat  materiam  dicens  qualiterCupidoquo- 
dam  igoito  iaciilo,suicordismemonamgraui  vl- 
cere  peribrauit,  quod  Yenus  percipiens  ipsum 
▼t  dicłt,  quasi  in  mortis  articuio  spasraatum,  ad 
confitendum  se  Genio sacerdoti  super  amoris  cau- 
A  lic  semiuinam  specialiter  commeadault. 

U^oa  the  poynt  that  is  befalle 
Of  looe,  in  whicbe  that  I  aiafalle, 


I  thynke  tcU  my  matere: 
Now  herken  who  that  woli  it  here 
Of  my  fortunę  howe  that  it  ferde 
This  endyrdaie,  as  I  fortbe  ferde 
To  walkę,  as  I  you  tell  maie, 
And  that  wa«  in  the  moiieth  of  Maie, 
Whan  euery  brid  hath  chose  his  make, 
And  thinketh  his  mirthes  for  to- take 
Of  loue,  tbat  be  hath  acbeueo: 
Bot  sowas  1  nothyng  releued.' 
For  I  was  further  fro  my  loue 
Tban  erthe  is  firom  the  heauen  aboue, 
And  for  to  speake  ofany  spede 
Su  wiste  I  me  nonę  other  róje. 
But  as  it  were  a  man  forsake. 
Unto  tbe  wood  my  waie  gan  take 
Not  for  to  synge  with  tbe  birdes. 
For  whan  I  was  the  wood  amiddes, 
I  fonde  a  soote  greene  plaine, 
Aod  there  I  gan  my  wo  complaine, 
Wisshyng  and  uepyng  all  minę  one. 
For  other  mirthes  madę  I  nooe. 
So  harde  me  was  that  ilke  throwe 
That  ofte  sitbes  ouerthrowe 
To  gronnde  I  was  wtthout  breathe: 
And  euer  I  wisshed  after  death. 
Wban  I  out  of  my  peine  awooke. 
And  caste  vp  many  a  pitous  looke 
Unto  the  heauen,  and  saied  thus 
O  tbou  Cupide,  O  thou  Yenus 
Thou  god  of  lo^e,  and  thou  goddesse 
Where  is  pitee }  where  is  mekenesse  ? 
Nowe  dothe  me  plainely  liue  or  die 
For  certes  suche  a  maladie  « 
As  I  now  haue,  and  longe  haue  hadde 
It  might  make.  a  wise  man  madde 
If  tbat  it  sbulde  longe  endure 

0  Yenus  qoeene  of  loues  cure 
Thou  life,  thou  luste,  thou  mans  bele 
Beholde  my  canse,  and  my  quarele 
And  yeuG  me  some  parte  of  thy  grace 
So  that  I  maie  finde  i n  this  place 

If  tiion  be  gracious  ur  nonę. 
And  with  that  worde  I  sawe  aoone 
Tbe  kynge  of  loue,  and  queene  bothe 
But  be  tbat  kynge  with  eyen  wrothe 
His  chere  aweiwarde  fro  me  caste 
And  fortbe  be  passed  at  tbe  laste 
But  oetheles  or  be  fortbe  went 
A  fyry  darte  me  thousht  he  sent 
And  Łhrewe  it  througb  minę  herte  roote 
In  bym  fonde  1  nonę  other  boote 
For  leuger  lyst  bym  notę  to  dwell 
But  she,  whiche  is  Che  soturce  and  well 
Of  wele  and  wo,  that  shall  bctide 
To  tbem  tbat  louen  at  that  tide 
Abode  but  for  to  tellen  here. 
She  cast  on  me  no  guodly  chere. 
Tlius  netheles  to  me  she  saide. 

What  arte  thou  sonne:  and  f  abraide 
Right  as  a  n»n  doth  out  of  ślepe, 
And  therof  she  toke  rijcht  good  kepe. 
And  bad  me  nothyng  be  adradde. 
But  for  all  that  1  was  not  gladde. 
For  I  ite  sawe  no  cause  why: 
And  ofte  she  asked,  what  was  I. 

1  saide  a  caitife,  that  lieth  here. 
What  wokle  ye  my  ladie  derę? 
Shall  I  be  wbolle,  or  elles  die  ? 

She  saide,  tell  me  thy  maladie. 
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What  is  thy  sorc,  of  whiche  thoa  pleinest? 
Ne  hide  it  nought,  for  if  thou  feignest, 
I  ca  II  do  the  no  nie(iicine. 

Madamei  I  am  a  man  of  thyne, 
That  in  tby  courte  haiie  longe  serued. 
And  aske  that  I  haue  deserued, 
Sotne  wele  aft  er  my  longe  wo. 
And  jihe  bf gan  to  loure  tho, 
And  saide,  there  be  many  of  yóa 
Faitours:  and  so  maie  be  that  thoa 
Art  ri^ht  suche  one»  and  by  feintise 
Seyste,  that  Łhmi  hastę  me  do  seruiee: 
And  netheles  she  wiste  wele 
My  worde  stode  on  an  other  wbele^ 
Without  any  feiterie. 
But  algate  of  my  maladie 
She  had  me  tell^  and  saie  hir  trouthe. 

Madame,  if  ye  wolde  haue  routhe 
(S^uod  I)  then  wolde  1  tell  you 

Sei  forth  (quod  she)  and  tell  me  how. 
Sbew  me  thy  sekeness  euery  dele. 

Madame,  that  can  1  do  wele: 
Be  so  my  lyfe  theito  woli  laste. 
With  that  hir  loke  on  me  she  caste. 
And  saide,  in  aunter  if  thou  Hue,. 
My  wyli  is  first,  that  thoa  be  shriue. 
And  netheles  how  that  it  is 
I  wote  my  selfe,  but  for  all  this 
TJnto  my  preest,  whiche  comethanone, 
1  woli  thou  tell  it  one  and  one, 
Both  of  thy  thought,  and  all  thy  werke. 

O  Genius  minę  owne  cterke 
Como  forth,  and  here  this  mans  shrifte 
(^uod  Yenus  tho)  and  I  vp1ifte 
My  heade  with  that,  and  gan  beholde 
The  selfe  preeste,  whiche  as  she  wolde» 
Was  redy  there,  and  set  him  doune 
To  here  my  confession^ 

Coniessus  Genio  sit  medicina  salutia 
ExperifmDorbis,  quo8  ttilit  ipsa  Yenas. 

Łesa  quidem  ferro  medicantur  membra  saluti^ 
Raro  tamen  medicam  yulnui  amorts  habet. 

.  Hic  dicit  qualiter  Genio  pro  confesaore  sedenti 
prouolutus  amans  ad  confitendum  se  flexi8  ge- 
nibus  incuruatur,  supplicans  tamen,  vt  ad  sui 
seneus  informationem  confessor  ille  indicendis 
opponere  sibi  benignus  dignaretur. 

;  This  worthie  preest,  this  wholy  mait 
1    To  me  spekend  thns  began. 

And  saide:  Benedicite 

My  sonne  of  the  felicitee 

Of  loue,  and  eke  of  all  the  wo 

Thou  shalt  be  shriue  of  bothe  two> 

What  thou  er  this  for  loues  sake 

Hastę  feite,  let  nothynge  be  forsake: 

Tell  pleinly,  as  it  is  b«'fall. 

And  with  that  worde  I  gan  downe  faH 

0  u  knee<(  with  good  deuotion. 
And  with  fuli  ereat  contricion, 

1  saied  than :  Domihus, 
Myn  holy  fader  Genius 
So  as  thon  hastę  experience 

■   Of  loue,  for  whose  reuerence 
Thou  shalt  me  shriue  at  this  tyme, 
I  praie  the  let  me  not  mistyme 
My  shrifte.     Por  I  am  destourbed 
la  all  myn  berte,  and  so  conturbedy 


That  I  ne  maie  my  wittes  feter 
So  shall  I  muchę  thynge  fbryete 
But  if  thou  woltę  my  sinne  oppose 
Pro  pointę  to  pointę,  than  I  suppose, 
There  shall  nothynge  be  lefte  behynde 
But  nowe  my  wittes  be  so  blynde, 
That  1  ne  can  my  selfe  tecfae. 
Tho  he  beganne  anone  to  preche. 
And  with  his  wordes  debonayre 
He  saied  to  me  sofie  and  fayre: 

In  this  place  I  am  set  here  "". 

Thy  shrifte  to  oppose  and  here 
By  Venus  tbe  goddesse  aboue,  ' 

Whose  preest  I  am  touchend  of  loue.   '■ 

Serrao    Oenii    sacerdotls   saper  coofessicoe  ad 

amantem^ 

But  netheles  for  certaine  skiH 

1  mote  algate,  and  nedes  wille 

Nought  only  make  my  speckyoges 

Of  loue,  but  of  other  thiuges,  . 

That  toucben  to  the  cause  of  Tice 

Por  that  belongeth  to  tbofflce 

Of  prestes,  whose  ordre  that  I  berę: 

So  that  I  wol  nothing  foibere, 

That  1  the  yices  one  and  one 

Ne  sbali  the  sbewe  euery  chone^       I 

Wherof  thoa  might  take  euldeace     * 

To  rewie  with  thy  cooscience. 

But  of  conclusion  finall 

Conclude  I  wulde  in  speciall 

For  loue,  whose  seruant  1  am. 

And  why  the  cause  is  that  I  aoi^ 

So  thinke  I  to  do  bothe  two. 

Firste  that  myn  ordre  longeth  to 

The  vices  for  to  telle  on  rewę. 

But  nexte  aboue  all  other  shewe 

Of  loue  1  wol  the  propretees 

How  that  thei  stande  by  degieea 

After  the  disposicion 

Of  Yenus,  whose  condicioi» 

I  must  folowe  as  ł  am  holde. 

For  I  with  loue  am  all  witbholde 

So  that  the  lesse  I  am  to  wite 

Though  I  now  can  but  a  lite 

Of  other  thinges,  that  bene  wise, 

I  am  not  taught  in  suche  a  wise. 

Fof  it  is  nought  my  comen  Tse 

To  speke  of  yices,  and  vertuse : 

But  all  of  loue,  and  of  his  lore. 

For  Yenus  bokes  of  nomore 

Me  techen,  nether  text  ne  glosę : 

Rut  for  as  muchę  as  I  suppose 

U  sit  a  preest  to  be  well  thewde: 

And  sbame  it  is,  if  be  be  lewde. 

Of  my  presthode  afler  the  foroM 

1  wol  thy  shrifte  so  enforme, 

That  at  the  last  thou  shalte  hei:« 

The  vices,  and  to  tby  matere 

Of  loue  I  shall  tbem  so  remeue, 

That  thou  shalt  know  what  thei  meue. 

For  what  a  man  shall  axe  or  seine 

Touchend  of  shrifte,  it  mote  be  pleine 

U  nedeth  nought  to  make  it  ąueint. 

For  trouth  his  wordes  wol  not  peinte^ 

That  I  wol  axe  of  the  for  thy 

My  soDoe  it  shall  be  so  pleinly 

That  tbou  shalt  know  aiMi  yaderstandb 

The  poiatea  of  shdft  how  that  tbei  ttMde. 
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Je  ftodittts  frigiles  sunt  ostJa  montis, 
e  Titiosa  manas  ctaadere  nulla  potest. 
&t  ibi  larjĘra  wia,  gredit  qua  cordis  ad  aiitrum, 

Hostis  &  ingrediens  fossa  talenta  rapit. 
Haec  mihi  ooofessor  Genius  primordia  prefert. 

Dam  sit  in  eitremis  vita  reioorsa  malis. 
Nanc  tamen  Tt  poterit  fcemina  ioquela  foteri, 
Verba  per  os  timide  conscia  mentis  agam. 

Hic  confessio  amantis,  cui  rfe  duobus  precipus 
qQinqae  sensibus,  hoc  eftt  de  visu  et  auditu  cou- 
fessor  prae  ceteris  opponit. 

Retwbnb  the  life  and  dethe  I  berde 
This  prezes  tale  er  I  answerde: 
Aod  tban  I  praied  him  for  to  saie 
His  will:  and  (  it  wolde  obeie 
After  the  formę  of  his  appnse. 
Tho  spake  be  to  me  iu  suche  wise, 
And  bad  m^  that  I  shulde  me  sbriue 
As  Łhoochende  of  my  wittes  fine. 
And  sbape,  that  tbei  n-ere  amended. 
Of  that  I  bad  them  mispended, 
For  tho  be  properly  the  gates 
Tfarough  which,  as  to  the  bert  algates 
Cometh  all  thtng  ynto  the  feire^ 
Wbiche  maie  the  mannes  soule  empeire. 
And  DOW  is  this  matter  brought  in 
My  aonne  I  thinke  firste  begynne 
To  witte,  how  that  tbyn  eie  hath  stande, 
The  whiche  is  (as  I  Tiiderstande) 
Tbe  most  principall  of  all 
Througfa  whom  that  peril  maie  befall. 
And  for  to  speke  in  loues  kinde, 
Fnll  many  suche  a  man  maie  finde, 
Whiche  euer  caste  aboute  thetr  eie 
To  loke,  if  that  tbei  mtght  aspie 
Fuli  oft  ihing,  whiche  them  ne  toucheth, 
But  oniy  that  their  bertes  soucbeth 
In  byndryng  of  a  notber  wight. 
And  tbus  ful  many  a  worthy  knight. 
And  many  a  losty  lady  botbe 
Hath  be  foU  ofte  sitbe  wrothe: 
So  that  an  eie  is  as  a  thefe 
To  loue,  and  doth  fuli  great  meschiefe. 
And  aiso  for  his  owne  parte. 
Fal  ofte  thilke  firie  darte 
Of  łone,  whiche  that  eudr  breunetb, 
Tbrough  him  in  to  tbe  bert  renneth, 
And  thas  a  mans  eie  flrst 
Him  seUe  greueth  alder  werst. 
And  many  a  time  that  be  knoweth 
Unto  bis  owne  harme  it  groweth. 
My  sonne  herken  now  for  tby 
A  tale,  to  be  ware  therby, 
Tbyn  eie  for  to  kepe  and  warde, 
So  toat  it  passe  nought  bis  warde. 

HicnarratConfessor  exemplum  de  yIsu  ab  illicitis 
pieseruaodo,  dioeos,  qualiter  Acteon  Cadmei 
legis  Thebarom  nepos,  dom  in  quadam  foresta 
Tenationis  causa  spaciarit,  aocidit,  vt  ipsequen- 
dam  fontem  nemorosa  arbomm  pulcbritudine 
circomnentiim  soperaenies,Tidit  ibi  Dianara  cum 
toisNimphis  nudamin  flumiBebalneaiitem,quam 
diligentius  intnens  oculos  suos  a  mali^ri  nudi- 
tate  nullateout  anertere  volebat,  Tiide  iadigna- 
ta  Diana  ipsum  m  cenu  figarom 

OoiDB  telleth  in  his  boke 
Bniample  touchtnd  of  misloke. 
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And  saith,  how  whilome  ther  was  one 
A  worthy  lorde,  which  Acteon 
Was  hote,  and  he  was  cosin  nighe 
To  him,  that  Thebes  firste  on  high 
Upset,  which  kyng  Cadme  hight. 

This  Acteon,  as  he  well  migbt 
Aboue  all  other  rast  his  chere, 
And  vsed  it  from  yere  to  yere, 
With  boundes,  and  with  grcat  homes 
Amonge  the  woddes,  and  the  thornes. 
To  make  his  huntyng,  and  his  chace, 
Where  him  best  thought  in  euery  place 
To  finde  gamę  in  his  waie, 
Tbere  rode  he  for  to  hunte  aud  plaie. 

So  him  befelle  vpon  a  tide 
On  his  huntyng  as  he  can  ride, 
In  a  foreste  alone  he  was 
He  sawe  vpon  the  grene  gras 
The  faire  floures  fresshe  springe, 
He  herd  amung  tbe  leues  singe 
The  throsteł,  with  the  nigbtyngale. 
Thos  (er  he  wiste)  in  to  a  dale 
He  came,  wher  was  a  Htell  plaine 
All  rounde  aboute,  weli  beseyne 
With  busshes  greene,  and  cedres  hie. 
And  tbere  within  he  caste  his  eie 
A  middes  the  plaine,  he  sawe  a  welle 
So  faire,  there  roight  no  man  telle, 
In  whiche  Diana  naked  stoode 
To  batbe  and  plaie  hir  in  the  floode, 
With  many  nympbes,  whiche  hir  serueth: 
But  he  his  eie  aweie  ne  sweruetb 
From  hir,  wbiche  was  naked  all : 
And  she  was  wonder  wroth  with  all, 
And  him,  as  she  wbiche  was  goddesse, 
For&hope  anone,  and  the  likenesse 
She  madę  him  taken  of  an  herte, 
Whiche  was  tofore  his  houndes  stertę, 
That  ronne  besiły  aboute,  ^^ 

With  many  an  borne,  and  many  a  route 
That  maden  muchę  noyse  and  crie. 
And  at  the  laste  vnhappiłie 
This  hert  his  owne  houndes  slougb. 
And  him  for  vengeance  ail  to  drough. 
Lo  nowe  my  sonne,  what  it  is 
A  man  to  caste  his  eie  amis: 
Whiche  Acteon  hath  derę  abought: 
Beware  for  thy,  and  do  it  nought 
For  ofte,  wbo  that  hede  toke, 
Better  is  to  wynke  than  to  loke. 
And  for  to  prouen  it  is  so 
Ouide  the  Poetę  also 
A  tale  (wbiche  to  this  matere 
Accordeth)  saith,  as  thou  shalt  here. 

Hic  ponit  aliud  exemplum  de  codeih,  ybi  dicit,  quod 
quidam  princeps  nomine  Forcus,  tres  progenui^ 
filias  Gorgones  a  vulgo  nuacupata8,qus  Tno  par- 
tu exorte,deform  i  tatem  monstronim  serpentinam 
obtinuerunt,  quibu8  cum  in  etatem  peruenerant, 
talis  destinata  fuerit  natura,  quod  qnicunque  in 
eas  aspiceret,inlapidemsubito  mutabatur,et  sic 
quamplure8  iocaute  respicientes,  irisis  illis  perie- 
runt,  sed  Perseus  miles  dipeo  Palladis,  gladio- 
que  Mercurii  munitus,  eascKtra  montem  Atlantis 
cohabitantes,  animo  aodaci  absąne  sui  pericalo 
interfecit. 

In  Methamor,  it  telleth  tbus 
How  that  a  loide,  wbiche  Forcus 
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Was  hoŁe,  had  doughters  three: 

But  vpoii  their  natiuitee 

Sucbe  was  the  constellacion, 

That  out  of  mans  nacion 

Fro  kynde  thet  be  so  miswent, 

That  to  the  likeness  of  a  serpent 

Tbei  were  bothe,  and  that  one 

Of  tliem  was  cleped  Stellybone, 

That  otber  suster  Suryalc, 

The  tbirde  (as  telleth'ia  the  tale) 

Medusa  bight,  and  netbeles 

Of  comon  name  Gorgones 

(In  euery  countrey  there  about 

As  DioDstres,  whtch  that  men  doute) 

Men  clepen  tbem,  and  bat  one  eie 

Amonge  them  thre  in  purpartie 

Thei  had,  of  wbich  thei  might  se. 

No  w  hath  it  this,  now  batb  it  8h« 
After  that  cause  and  nede  it  ladde 
By  throwes  ecbe  of  them  it  badde. 
A  wonder  thiiig  yet  morę  amis 
There  was,  wherof  I  telle  al  I  this 
Wbat  man  on  tbem  his  chere  caste. 
And  them  behelde,  be  was  ais  faste 
Out  of  nian  in  to  a  stone 
Forsbape,  and  thus  fuli  many  one 
Deceiued  were,  of  tbat  thei  wolde 
Misloke,  where  thei  ne  sbolde. 
But  Perseus,  tbat  worthie  knight, 
Wbom  Pallas,  of  bir  great  might 
Halpe,  and  toke  him  a  sbelde  therto. 
And  eke  the  god  Mercury  also 
Lent  htm  aswerde:  he  as  it  sille 
Beyonde  Athlans  the  bighe  bille 
Tbese  monstres  sougbt,  and  ihere  be  fondc 
Diuerse  men  of  tbilke  londe, 
Through  sight  of  them  mistomed  were 
Standing  as  Stones  here  and  there : 
But  be  (which  wisedome  and  prowesse   - 
Hath  of  the  god  and  the  godesse) 
The  sbelde  of  Pallas  gan  embrace, 
Witb  wbich  he  couereth  saufe  bis  face. 
And  Mercurius  swerde  out  he  drough 
And  80  he  bare  him,  that  he  slough 
Tbese  dredfuU  monstres  all  thre. 
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CORFBSSOa. 

Lo  now  my  sonne  auise  the, 
Tbat  thoa  thy  sight  not  misuse, 
Cast  not  thin  eie  vpon  Meduse, 
That  thou  be  tomed  in  to  stone. 
For  so  wise  man  was  neuer  nonę. 
But  if  be  woli  his  eie  kepe 
And  take  of  foule  delite  no  kepe, 
That  he  with  laste  nis  ofte  nome 
Through  strengthe  of  loue,  and  ouercome* 

Of  mislokyng  how  it  hath  ferde, 
As  1  haue  tolde,  now  hast  thou  herde. 
My  good  sonne  take  good  hede. 
And  ouer  this  I  the  redę, 
Tbat  tbou  beware  of  thine  hertng, 
Which  to  the  berle  the  tiding 
Of  many  a  vanitee  hath  brought 
To  tarie  with  a  mans  thought. 
And  netbeles  good  is  to  here, 
Sttche  thing,  wherof  a  man  maie  lere,> 
That  to  vertue  is  accordant 
And  towarde  all  the  remenant 
Good  is  to  tome  his  ere  fro, 
For  elles  but  a  man  do  so» 


Him  maie  fuli  ofte  misbefalle. 
I  redę  en  sam  ple  amonges  allci 
Wherof  to  kepe  wet  an  eare 
It  ougbt  pul  a  man  in  feare. 

Hic  confcssor  exemp]um  narrat,  vt  non  ab  auris 
exauditione  fatua  animus  deceptus  inuoluatnr. 
Et  dicit  qualiter  ille  serpens,  qui  aspis  yocatur, 
quendam  preciosissimum  lapidem  nomine  car- 
bunctilns,  in  sue  frontis  medio  gestans,  contrm 
▼erba  incanantis  aurem  vnam  terre  affigendu 
premit,  et  aliam  sue  caude  stimulo  firmissiiDe 
obturat. 

A  SERPENTi  wbiche  that  aspidis 
Is  cleped,  of  his  kinde  hath  this, 
That  be  the  stone  noblest  of  all, 
The  wbiche  that  men  Carbuncle  cali, 
Bereth  in  his  heed  aboue  on  higb> 
For  wbiche  whan  that  a  man  by  slight 
(The  stone  to  wynne,  and  him  to  dante) 
With  his  carecte  him  wolde  enchante, 
A  nonę  as  he  perceiuetb  that, 
He  leytb  downe  his  one  eare  all  piat 
Unto  the  grounde,  and  halt  it  fost: 
And  eke  tbat  otber  eare  ais  faste 
He  shoppeth  with  his  tuillę  so  sore, 
Tbat  he  the  wordes,  lasse  or  morę 
Of  his  enchantement  ne  bereth. 
And  in  this  wise  him  selfe  he  skieretb, 
So  tbat  he  hath  the  wordes  wayned. 
And  thus  his  eare  is  nought  deceided. 

Aliud  exemplum  super  eodem  quatiter  rex  Ulysses 
cum  a  bello  Troiano  yersus  Greciam  nanigio  re- 
miaret,  et  prope  illa  monstra  maxima,  Syfenes 
nuncupata,  angelica  voce  canorans  ipsum  ven- 
tonim  aduersitate  nauigare  oporteret,  omniun 
nautarum  suorum  aures  ubturari  coegtt. 

In  otber  thing  who  that  recordeth, 
Like  ynto  this  sample  accordetb, 
Wbiche  in  the  tale  of  Troie  1  finde. 
Syrenes  of  a  wonder  kinde 
Ben  monstres,  as  tl^  bokes  tellcn^ 
And  in  the  great  sea  thei  dwellen, 
Of  body  bothe  and  of  viaage 
Like  vnto  women  of  yonge  age 
Up  fro  the  nauil  on  bighe  thei  bee. 
And  downe  benetbe  (as  men  maie  see) 
Tliei  beare  of  fishes  the  6gure. 
And  ouer  this  of  suche  naturę 
Thei  ben,  that  witb  so  sweete  a  steuen 
TJke  to  the  melodie  of  heueu 
In  womens  yoice  thei  singe, 
With  nbtes  of  so  grttat  likynge, 
Of  sucbe  measure,  of  suche  musike, 
Wherof  the  sbippes  tbei  beswike, 
That  passen  by  the  costes  there. 
For  whan  the  sbipmen  laie  an  eare 
Unto  the  voice  in  there  aduice, 
Thei  wenę  it  be  a  paradyse : 
Wbiche  after  is  to  them  an  helle. 
For  reason  maie  not  with  them  dwelle, 
Whan  tbei  the  gr^t  lustes  berę, 
Thei  can  not  their  sbippes  stere, 
So  besily  ypon  the  notę 
Thei  berken,  and  in  suche  wise  assote, 
That  thei  their  right  cours  and  wele- 
Foryete,  and  to  their  eare  obeie. 
And  8aylen»  till  it  so  beftdle, 
That  tbei  in  to  the  perille  falle. 
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Where  ms  tbe  sbippes  ben  to  drawc. 

And  thei  be  with  the  monstres  slawe. 

Bot  Iro  tbis  perille  netheles 

"WlUi  bis  irisedome  kinge  Ulysses 

Ewapetb,  and  it  ouerpassetb. 

For  be  to  fore  the  hande  compassetb, 

That  DO  man  .of  bis  companie 

Hatb  power  ynto  that  folie 

His  eare  for  no  Inste  to  caste. 

For  be  then  stopped  ais  &ste, 

Tbat  Doo  of  them  maie  here  them  singe. 

So  wfaao  thei  come  forth  saylinge, 

Tbere  was  sncbe  gonernance  on  hondę, 

Tbat  the  monstres  bane  withstonde, 

And  sloagb  of  them  a  great  partie. 

Tbos  was  he  saufe  with  bis  nauie 

Tbis  wise  kinge  through  gooernance. 

CONFESSOS. 

Herof  my  sonne  in  remembrance 
Thou  might  ensample  taken  here, 
As  I  haue  tolde,  and  wbat  thou  here 
Be  wel]  ware,  and  yene  no  credence : 
Bat  if  tbou  se  morę  enidencf^. 
For  if  thou  woldest  take  kepe. 
And  wisely  coathest  warde  and  kepe 
Thine  eie  and  eare,  as  I  haue  spoke : 
Tban  badst  tbou  the  gates  stoke 
Fro  sochę  folie,  as  cometh  to  wynne 
Tbyn  hertcs  witte,  whiche  Is  within: 
Whereof  (bat  now  thy  loue  excedeth 
Measare,  and  many  a  peine  bredeth. 
Bot  if  tboa  coathest  sette  in  rewie 
Tbo  two,  tbe  tbre  were  cthe  to  rewie. 
For  thy  as  of  thy  wittes  fine 
I  woli  as  now  no  morę  sbriue. 
Bot  only  of  these  ylke  two, 
Tel  me  therfore  if  it  be  so, 
Hast  thou  tbyne  eie  ought  mistbrowe? 

AHAN8. 

My  foder  ye,  I  am  beknowe, 
1  haue  them  cast  ypon  Medtise, 
Therof  I  may  me  nou^ht  excuse, 
Myn  hert  is  growen  in  to  stone, 
So  that  my  lady  there  vpon 
Htth  sucbe  a  printe  of  louc  graue, 
Tbat  1  can  oought  my  selfe  saue. 

OPPONIT  CONFESiOR. 

What  aiste  tbou  sonne,  as  of  thin  ere  ? 

My  fader  I  am  giltie  there. 
For  whan  I  my  ladye  here. 
My  witte  with  that  hatb  loste  his  stere: 
I  do  nought  as  Ulysses  dede. 
Bot  &lle  anon  vpon  the  stede, 
Wbeie  as  I  se  my  ladye  stande: 
And  there  I  do  you  ynderstande 
]  ara  to  pułled  in  my  thouj;ht, 
8o  that  of  reason  lenetb  nought, 
Wheraf  tbat  I  maie  me  defende. 

COHFESSOR. 

My  good  sonne,  god  the  amende. 
For  as  me  thinketh  by  thy  speche, 
Tby  wittes  be  right  far  to  seche, 
As  of  thyn  eare,  and  of  thine  eie 
I  voll  no  morę  specifie: 
Bot  1  woli  asken  oiter  this 
Of  otber  tbyoge  how  tbat  it  is. 


Celsior  est  aquUaque  leone  ferocior  ille, 

Suem  tumor  etati  cordis  ad  alta  mouet 
Sunt  species  quinque,  quibu«  estsupcrbia  ductriz 

Clamat  &  in  multis  mundus  adberet  eis. 
Łaruando  faciem  ficto  pallore  subornat 

Fraodibus  hypocrisis  mellca  verba  suis. 
Sicque  pios  auimos  quoqiie  saepe  ruit  muliebjes 

Ex  humili  Terbo  sub  latitante  dolo. 

Hic  loqaitnr,  quod  septem  sunt  peccata  mortalia, 
qnonim  caput  superbia  varias  species  habet,  et 
earum  prima  hypocrisis  dicitor,  cuius  proprie- 
tatemsecundum  vitium  Confęssor  amanti  decla- 
rat 

My  sonne,  as  I  shall  the  informe, 
There  ben  yet  of  an  other  formę 
Of  dedljr  yjces  seuen  applied. 
;  Wherof  the  herte  is  oflen  plied 
To  tbyng,  whiche  after  shall  hym  greeue: 
The  6ret  of  them  thou  shalt  beleeue 
^  PTYJ**  whiche  is  prtncipall, 
Andnath  with  hym  in  s»peciall, 
Mynistrcs  fyue  fuli  dyuerse: 
Of  whiche  as  I  shall  the  reherce, 
The  firste  is  saide  hypocrisie, 
If  thou  arte  of  his  companie 
Tell  forth  my  sonne,  and  shńue  the  cleane 

AMANS. 

I  wote'not  fadre  what  ye  meanc. 
But  this  I  wulde  you  beseche, 
That  ye  me  by  soine  wey  teche, 
What  is  to  ben  an  hypocrite. 
And  than  if  I  be  for  to  MiŁe 
I  woli  beknowcn,  as  it  is 

CONFESSOR.  ' 

My  sonne,  an  hypocrite  is  this: 
A  man,  whiche  feigneth  consciencc, 
As  thotigh  it  were  all  innocencc 
Without,  and  is  notso  within: 
And  doth  so  for  he  wolde  winue 
Of  his  dcsyre  the  vi\\ne  astate: 
And  whan  he  cometh  anone  there  at, 
He  sheweth  than,  what  he  was, 
The  come  is  torned  in  to  grasse. 
That  was  a  Rosę,  is  than  a  thome, 
And  he  that  was  a  lambe  befome 
Is  than  a  wolfe :  and  thns  małice 
Under  the  colonr  of  iustice 
Is  bid,  and  as  tltc  people  telleth, 
These  ordres  witen  where  he  dwelleth, 
As  he  that  of  ber  counseyll  is, 
And  thilke  worde,  whiche  thei  er  this 
Forsoken,  he  draweth  in  ayene. 
He  clotheth  riches  (as  men  seyne) 
Under  the  simplest  of  pouerte, 
And  doth  to  scme  of  great  deserte 
Thynge,  which  is  littel  worthe  within. 
He  seith  in  open,  phy,  to  sinne. 
And  in  secrete  there  is  no  vice, 
Of  whiche  that  he  nys  a  noricc: 
And  euer  his  cbere  is  sobre  and  sofie. 
And  where  he  goth  he  btesseth  ofte, 
Wherof  the  blynde  worlde  hedretchetb. 
But  yet  all  onely  he  ne  stretcheth 
His  rewie  vpon  religion. 
Bot  next  to  that  condicion, 
In  suche  as  clepe  them  boty  chnrche. 
It  sheweth  eke  bow  be  can  worche 
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Aroonge  tbe  wide  furred  hoodes 

To  gete  them  the  wurldes  aoodes, 

And  them  selfe  ben  thiike  bame, 

That  setten  moste  the  worlde  in  blame. 
•  But  yet  in  cóntrarie  of  their  lorę 

There  is  nothyng  thei  louen  mure, 

So  that  feignyng  of  light  thei  werke 

The  dedes,  wliichc  are  inwarde  derkę. 

And  thus  this  doui)le  hypocrisie, 

With  his  deuoute  apparancie 

A  \'yspr  8tt  vpon  his  face 

Wherof  tuwaide  the  worldes  grace 

He  Rtmeth  to  be  right  weil  th^ wed : 

And  yet  his  herte  is  al  I  beshrewed. 

Biit  netheles  he  stant  beleued, 

And  hath  his  purpos  ofte  acheued 

Of  worship,  and  of  worldes  welthe^ 

And  taketh  it,  as  who  saith  by  stelthe 

Thruugh  couerture  of  his  fallas : 

And  nght  so  in  ^enlblnbl^'  caa 

This  vjce  hath  eke  hi>  offii-ere 

Amonge  these  other  ^fecalers 

Of  great  men,  for  uf  the  smale 

As  for  to  accompte  he  set  no  tale. 

But  thei  that  passen  the  commune, 
^     With  suche  liym  lyketh  to  commune. 

And  where  he  saieth,  hewoll  socoure 

The  pt^oplr,  there  he  woli  deuoure. 

For  nowe  a  daie  is  many  one 

Whiche  speyketh  of  Peter  and  of  John, 
.^     And  thynketh  Jndas  in  his  herte, 

There  shall  no  worldes  good  asterte 

His  bandę:  and  yet  he  treueth  almesse. 

And  fasteth  ofte,  and  hereth  messę, 

Wiih  mea  culpa^  whirhe  he  seiih 

Upt)n  his  breste  fuli  ofte  he  leith 

J4's  hande,  and  ra  t  vpvvarde  his  eie, 

As  though  Ciui^tcs  jaoe  he  seie: 

So  that  it  semeth  at  sight, 

As  he  alone  all  othei  might 

Rtscuł'  with  his  holy  dide: 

But  yet  his  heiłe  ii)  olher  stede 

Amonge  his  beades  muste  deuoute, 

Goth  łn  thf  worldes  cause  aboute 

How  tf'at  hu  might  his  warison 

Encrease,  and  iu  compurison. 

Hic  tractat  confessor  cum  amante  super  illa  by- 
pocrisia,  que  sub  amoris  facie  fraudulenter  lati- 
tando  mniieres  ipMus  ficticiis  credulas  sepissime 
decepit  inntKentes. 

THiiRPben  louers  of  suche  a  sorte 
.,   TiiHi  łeignen  them  an  humble  poite, 
AnJ  all  is  hut  hypocr  sie, 
V.hi('hc  uitti  dt.reite  and  flatterie 
Hath  many  a  worthy  wife  begiled. 
Foi  wiian  he  hath  his  tonge  afiied    / 
With  sufte  spcthe,  and  with  lesyngCi 
Forthwith  his  faise  pitous  lokynge 
He  wolde  make  a  wonian  weene 
To  gone  vpoii  the  feire  greene, 
^Whan  that  i^he  faua-th  in  the  myre. 
For  if  he  maie  haue  his  dcsyre, 
H  'W  8o  faileth  of  the  remenant, 
Ih'  holre  uo  worde  of  coueuant: 
2>  it  er  ».he  time  that  he  spede 
T  ( \o  iv;  Tio  sleigthe  at  thiike  nede^ 
\Vh!  ie  any  loues  faitour  maie^ 
1  haŁ  łte  ne  put  it  in  assaie, 


As  him  bełongeth  for  to  doone. 

The  colour  of  the  reiny  Mocne 

Witb  medicine  ?pon  his  face 

He  set,  and  than  be  asketb  grace, 

As  he,  whiche  bath  sekenes  feigoed, 

Whan  his  vi8age  is  so  disteigned, 

With  eie  vp  caste  on  ber  he  siketh 

And  many  a  countinance  he  piketb. 

To  bringen  hir  into  beleue 

Of  thing,  whiche  that  be  wolde  acheue, 

Wherof  he  bearetb  tbe  pale  bewe. 

And  for  he  wolde  seme  trewe, 

He  maketh  him  sicke,  whan  be  is  heile. 

But  whan  he  bearetb  lowcstseile, 

Than  is  łie  swiftest  to  begyie 

The  woman,  whiche  that  ilke  wbyle 

Set  vpon  hym  feith  or  credence. 

My  sonne  if  thou  thy  conscience 
Entamed  hastę  in  suche  a  wise, 
In  shrifte  thou  the  might  auise 
And  tell  it  me,  if  it  be  so. 

AMANS. 

Myn  holy  fadre  certes  no, 
As  for  to  feiene  suche  sickenesse 
It  nedeth  noughi :  for  this  witnesse 
1  take  of  god,  that  my  courage 
Hath  ben  morę  sicke  than  my  visage. 
And  eke  this  maie  I  weli  auowe 
So  Iowę  couthe  I  neuer  bowe 
To  feigne  humilitee  without 
That  me  ne  listę  better  loute 
With  all  the  thoughtes  of  minę  bertę. 
For  that  thynge  shall  me  neuer  asterte* 
I  speke  as  to  my  ladie  derę 
To  make  hir  any  feigned  chere 
God  wote  well  there  I  lie  nougbt, 
My  chere  hath  ben  such  as  my  thought. 
For  in  good  feithe  this  leueth  wele. 
My  wyli  was  better  a  thousande  dele 
Than  any  chere  that  1  couthe. 

But  syre,  if  I  haue  in  my  youtbc 
Done  other  wise  in  other  place, 
I  put  me  therof  in  your  grace. 
For  this  excu8en  1  ne  shall, 
That  I  haue  elles  ouer  all. 
To  litue  and  to  his  conipanie 
Re  pleine  without  hypocrisie. 
But  there  is  one,  the  whiche  I  serue, 
All  though  I  maie  no  thanke  desenie. 
To  whoin  yet  nł:uer  vnto  this  daie 
I  saiid  only  ye  or  naie. 
But  if  it  so  were  in  my  thought, 
As  touchend  other  saie  I  nought, 
That  I  nam  somdelc  for  to  wite, 
Of  that  ye  clepe  an  hypocrite. 

CONFE850R. 

My  sonne  it  sit  well  eueiy  wjght 
To  kepe  his  worde  in  trouth  vpright 
Towardes  loue  in  all  wise. 
For  who  that  wolde  him  well  aduise, 
What  hath  befalle  in  this  mattere, 
He  shulde  nought  with  ieigned  chere 
Deceyue  loue  in  no  degree 
To  loue  is  euery  bert  free. 
But  in  deceite  if  that  thou  feigneste, 
And  thervpon  thy  luste  atteyneste, 
That  thou  hasfe  wonne  with  thy  wile, 
Though  it  the  like  for  a  whiie. 
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Thoa  shalt  it  aftemrarde  repente. 
And  for  to  prouen  mjne  entente 
I  firłde  eDsample  io  a  Croniąue^ 
Of  them  tbat  loue  so  biswike. 

S^nod  hjrpocrisia  sit  in  amore  periciiloaa  nairat 
esemptitm,  qua1iter  sub  regno  Tiberii  impenito. 
ns  qttidam  miles  nooiine  Mandoi,  qut  Roma> 
uorum  dttx  militietnnc  prefuit,  domioam  PanLi- 
nam  pulcherrimam  caBtitaŁi8qiie  famosisaimain 
mediantibus  duobtia  fakis  prubyteris  in  Tern* 
plo  Ists  domini  sai  aa  esse  ilngens  sub  6ete  sanc- 
titatis  hjTpocrisi  noctumo  tempore  vitiauit,  móe 
idem  dux  in  exiIiiiiD,  presbyteri  in  tDorteni  ob 
soi  criminis  eDormitatem  daoinati  cgctitefant. 

It  bereile  by  olde  daiei  thus 
Wbilome  the  enoperour  Tibeńos 
T^ie  monarchę  of  Romę  ladde, 
Tbere  W9s  a  northy  Romain  had 
A  vife,  and  she  Panliua  hight: 
Whi«;be  was  to  euery  mannis  sight 
Of  all  tbe  citee  tbe  faireste: 
And  as  Dien  saiden  eke  the  beste. 

U  is  and  hath  ben  euer  yet, 
Tbat  ao  stronge  is  no  maos  witte, 
Wbiche  tbroogh  beautee  ne  roaie  be  drawe 
To  loue,  and  stande  mder  the  )awe 
Of  thilke  borę  freile  kinde, 
Whiche  maketb  the  bertes  eies  blinde, 
Where  no  reason  maie  be  commooed: 
And  in  tbis  wise  stode  fortuned 
Tbn  tale,  of  wbiche  I  woli  meene. 

Tbis  uife,  whiche  in  hir  lustes  greeoe 
Was  faire  and  fresshe  and  tender  of  age> 
She  maie  not  let  the  courage 
Of  him, tbat  wol  on  hIr  assotte. 
Tbere  was  a  duke,  and  he  was  hotte 
Mundijs,  whiche  bad  id  bil  baillie 
To  lede  the  chiaalrie 
Of  Romę:  and  was  a  worthy  knigbt. 
But  yet  he  was  nought  of  suche  migbt 
The  strengŁhe  of  loue  to  withstonde, 
That  he  ne  was  so  brought  to  bonde, 
That  maolgrc  whether  he  wol  or  no, 
Tbis  3ronge  wife  be  loaeth  so, 
That  be  hatb  pot  all  his  assaie 
To  winne  thiag,  which  be  ne  maie 
Gette  of  htr  grant  in  no  maner 
By  yefte  of  gold,  ne  by  praier. 
And  wban  he  sawe,  that  by  no  mede 
Towmrd  hir  loue  be  might  spede 
By  sleight  fei^ed  than  be  wroaght. 
And  tbenrpon  he  bim  bethought, 
Howe  tbat  tbere  was  in  the  citee 
A  tempie  of  suche  auctoritee, 
To  whiche,  with  great  deuocion 
The  noble  wbmen  of  tbe  towne 
Moste  comonly  a  pilgrimage 
Goae,  for  to  pray  thilke  image, 
Whiche  the  goddesse  of  childyng  is, 
And  cleped  was  by  name  Isis : 
And  in  hir  tempie  than  were 
(To  rewie  and  to  minister  tbere 
After  tbe  law,  whiche  was  tho) 
Abouen  all  ot  ber  prestes  two. 

Tbis  dnke,  which  thought  his  loue  get 
UpoD  a  daie  them  two  to  metę 
Hath  bede:  and  thei  come  at  his  hette, 
Wheiethei  had  a  riche  feste. 


And  after  metę  in  preuy  place 

Tbis  lord,  which  wolde  his  thanke  purchace. 

To  eche  of  them  yafe  than  a  gifte. 

And  spake  so  by  waie  of  shrifte 

He  drough  them  in  to  his  couine 

1*0  heipe  and  shape  how  Pauline 

After  his  luste  deceiue  might : 

And  thei  their  troutbes  bothe  pligbt, 

That  thei  by  night  hir  shulde  wiune 

Into  the  tempie,  and  he  tberinne 

Shall  hane  of  hir  all  his  intent. 

And  thus  accorded  forth  thei  a^ente. 

Now  listę  through  whiche  hypocrisie 
Ordeined  was  the  trecherie, 
Wherof  tbis  lady  was  deceiucd. 

These  prestes  hadden  wel  conceiued, 
That  she  was  of  great  holynesse. 
And  with  a  counterfeit  simplesse, 
Whiche  hid  was  in  a  fals  courage, 
Peigned  an  heuenly  mes^ge. 
Thei  come,  and  saide  vnto  ber  thos: 

Paulyne,  tbe  6od  Anubus 
Hath  sente  ts  both  pretente  here, 
And  saith,  he  wol  to  tbe  appere 
By  nigbtes  time  him  selfe  alone 
For  loue  he  hath  to  thy  personę : 
And  thervpon  be  hath  vs  bede 
Tbat  we  in  Isis  Tempie  a  stede 
Honestly  for  the  purueye, 
Where  tbou  by  night  as  we  the  seye 
Of  him  shalt  take  a  Yision, 
For  vpon  tby  condicion 
The  whiche  is  chaste  and  fuli  of  feithe 
Suche  price  (ms  he  vs  tulde)  he  leith, 
That  he  woli  stande  of  thin  accorde: 
And  for  to  beare  herof  recorde 
He  sende  vs  hider  botbe  two. 
Glad  was  hir  ionocence  tho 
Of  suche  wordes,  as  she  herd. 
With  humble  cbere,  and  thus  answerde 
And  saide,  that  the  gods  will 
She  was  all  redy  to  fulfili, 
That  by  hir  housbondes  leue, 
She  wolde  in  Isis  Tempie  at  eue 
Upon  hir  gods  grace  abide. 
To  seruen  him  the  nightes  tide. 

The  prestes  tho  gon  home  againc. 
And  sbe  guth  to  hir  soueraine, 
Of  gods  wili,  and  as  it  was 
She  tolde  him  all  the  plaine  cas: 
Wherof  he  was  deceiued  eke, 
And  badde,  that  she  hir  shulde  meke 
All  hole  vnto  the  gods  heste. 
And  thus  she,  whiche  was  all  honesta 
To  godwarde,  after  hir  eotent, 
At  night  vnto  tlie  tempie  went, 
Where  that  the  fals  prestes  were. 
And  thei  receiuen  hir  tbere 
With  suche  a  token  of  holynesse, 
As  tboogh  thei  seen  a  goddesse, 
And  all  within  in  preuy  place 
A  softe  bedde  of  large  space 
Thei  badde  madę,  and  encorteiaed, 
Where  she  was  afterward  engined. 
But  sbe,  whiche  all  honour  supposeth, 
The  fals  prestes  than  opposeth 
And  axeŁh  by  what  obseruance 
She  might  moste,  to  the  plesance 
Of  god,  tbat  nightes  reule  kępę. 
And  thei  hir  bjdden  for  to  ślepe 
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Lyggend  vpon  the  bedde  a  lofle. 
For  so  thei  saideii,  still  and  soft 
God  Anubus  hir  woldc  a^¥ake. 
Tbe  counseill  in  tbis  wise  take, 
The  prestes  fro  ttiis  lady  gooe. 
And  she  that  wiste  of  gil«  nonę 
In  the  maner  as  it  was  saide 
To  ślepe  vpon  tbe  bedde,  is  laide 
Iń  bope  that  itbe  shulde  acheue 
Thing,  whicbe  stode  tban  vpon  beleue, 
Fuifliled  of  all  bolynesse. 
But  she  bath  fisiled  as  I  gesse. 
For  in  a  closet  foste  by 
The  duke  was  bid  so  priuely, 
That  she  him  might  not  perceiue 
And  be  that  thougbt  to  deceiue 
llath  suche  araie  vpon  nome, 
That  whan  be  wolde  vnto  hir  come, 
It  shulde  semen  athir  eie, 
As  thougb  she  yerily  seie 
God  Anubus,  and  in  suche  wise. 
Tbis  hepocrite,  of  bis  queinti8e 
Awayteth  euer  till  she  slept, 
And  tban  out  of  bis  place  be  crept 
So  still,  that  she  iiothing  berde, 
And  to  tbe  bedde  stalkyng  he  ferde: 
And  sodenly,  er  she  it  wiste 
Beclipt  in  armes  be  hir  kiste: 
Wherof  in  womannysshe  drede 
She  woke,  and  niste  wbat  to  redę. 
But  he,  with  softe  wordes  milde 
Comforteth  hir,  and  saith,  with  childfr 
He  wolde  hir  make  in  suche  a  kynde, 
That  all  the  world  shall  haue  in  mindc 
The  worshippe  of  that  ylke  sonne. 
For  be  shall  with  the  gods  wone. 
And  ben  him  selfe  a  god  aiso. 

With  suche  wordes,  and  with  mo, 
Tbe  whicbe  be  feigneth  in  bis  speche: 
Tbis  ladies  witte  was  all  to  secbe, 
As  she,  whicbe  all  trouthe  wenetb. 
But  he,  that  all  vntroQth  meneth, 
With  blynde  tales  so  hir  ladde, 
That  all  his  will  of  bir  be  badde. 
And  whan  him  tboogbt  it  was  enougb, 
Againe  the  daie  be  him  witbdrough 
So  pnuely,  that  she  ne  wiste 
Where  be  bccome,  but  as  bym  listę 
Out  of  the  tempie  he  gotb  his  waie : 
And  she  beganne  to  bid  and  praie 
Upon  the  bare  grounde  knelende: 
And  after  that  madę  hir  offrende, 
And  to  tbe  prestes  yeftes  great 
She  yafe,  and  homeward  by  tbe  strete 
The  duke  hir  mette,  and  saide  thus: 

The  mightie  god,  whicbe  Anubus 
Is  hote,  be  saue  tbe  Pauline. 
For  thou  arte  of  his  discipline . 
So  holy,  that  uo  mans  might 
Maie  do,  that  he  hath  do  to  night 
Of  thyng,  whicbe  thou  hast  euer  escbued: 
But  I  bis  grace  haue  so  pursued, 
That  I  was  madę  his  lentenant. 
For  thy  by  waie  of  couenant 
From  this  daie  foorth  I  am  all  tbyoe. 
And  if  the  like  to  be  myne, 
That  stonte  vpon  thyn  owuc  wyli : 

She  berde  tbis  tale,  and  bare  it  styli, 
And  borne  she  went  as  it  befill 
Into  hir  chambre,  and  there  she  fiU 


Upon  bir  bedde  to  wepe  and  crie. 
And  saide,  O  derkę  bypocrisie, 
Through  whose  dissimulacion 

0  false  imaginacion, 

1  am  thus  wickedly  disceiued: 
But  that  1  liaue  it  apperceiued, 
1  tbanke  vnto  tbe  gods  all. 
For  thougb  it  ones  be  befall, 

I  shall  neuer  efte  wbile  tbat  I  lioe: 

And  thłlke  auowe  to  god  I  yeue. 

And  thus  wepeode  she  complaineth, 

Hir  feire  face  and  all  disteinetb 

With  wofuU  teares  hir  eie, 

So  that  vpon  tbis  agonie 

Hir  busbonde  is  in  come. 

And  sawe  how  she  was  ouercome 

With  sorow,  and  asketh  hir  wbat  hir  eiletk 

And  she  with  that  bir  selfe  beweiletb 

Weil  morę  tban  she  did  afore, 

And  saide,  alas  wifebode  is  lorę 

In  me,  wbiche  wbilom  was  bonest, 

I  am  Done  otber  tban  a  beaste: 

Nowe  I  defouled  am  of  two. 

And  as  she  might  speake  tbo 
Ashamed  with  a  pitous  onde 
She  tolde  vnto  hir  busbonde 
The  sotbe  ofall  the  bole  tale, 
And  in  hir  speche,  dead  and  pale 
She  swouneth  well  nigh  to  tbe  last. 
And  he  bir  in  bis  armes  faste 
Upbelde,  and  ofle  swore  his  othe, 
That  he  with  hir  is  notbynge  wrotb. 
For  well  he  wote  she  maić  there  nongbt. 
But  netheles  within  his  thougbt 
His  bertę  stode  in  a  sorie  plite. 
And  saide,  he  wolde  of  that  despite 
Be  auenged,  howe  so  euer  it  fall> 
And  sent  Tnto  his  frendes  all. 

And  whan  thei  were  comen  in  fere, 
He  tolde  them  vpon  this  matere, 
And  asketh  them,  wbat  was  to  done. 
And  thei  auised  were  soone. 
And  said :  It  thougbt  them  for  tbe  best, 
To  sette  firste  bis  wife  in  reste: 
And  after  plaine  to  tbe  kynge 
Upon  the  matter  of  thisthynge. 

Tbo  was  bis  wofull  wife  comforted 
By  all  waies,  and  disported, 
Tyli  that  she  was  somedele  amended : 
And  thus  thei  a  daie  or  two  dispended. 
The  thirde  daie  she  gotb  to  plaine 
With  many  a  worthie  citezaine 
And  he  with  many  a  citezeine. 
Whan  the  emperour  it  herde  seine 
And  knewe  the  falsebead  of  the  vice, 
He  saide,  he  wolde  do  Justice. 
And  firste  be  let  the  prestes  take, 
And  for  thei  shulde  it  not  forsake, 
Heputtbem  i  u  to  question: 
But  thei  of  the  sug^estion 
Ne  coude  not  a  worde  refnse : 
But  for  thei  wolde  them  selfe  excase 
Tbe  blaroe  vpon  the  duke  thei  laide. 
But  there  ayene  the  counsaile  saide 
Tbat  thei  be  nought  excused  so. 
For  he  is  one,  and  thei  be  two : 
And  two  haue  morę  witte  tban  one, 
So  tbtlke  excusement  was  uone. 
And  ouer  tbat  was  saide  them  eke, 
That  whan  men  wolde  vertue  seke. 
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Men  ibnUę  it  in  Łhe  p)«stes  fynde, 
Their  order  is  of  so  highe  a  kynde, 
Tbat  thei  be  diuiserB  of  tbe  weie. 
For  tfay  if  any  mao  foriwey 
Throogh  Łhem,  thei  be  not  evcaaable. 
And  thiu  by  lawe  reasonable 
Amooge  the  wise  iudges  tbere, 
Tbe  prestes  botb  danined  irere, 
So  tbat  Łbe  prioie  trecherie, 
Hid  \'iNler  tbe  false  bipocrisie. 
Was  tban  all  opeoly  shewed, 
Tbat  many  a  mao  tbem  batb  besfarewed. 

And  wbao  the  prestes  werea  dede 
Tbe  tempie  of  tbilke  borrible  dede 
Thei  tboughten  porge,  and  tbilke  image^ 
WhosK  caose  was  tbe  pilgremage 
Tbei  droueo  out,  aod  also  fa«te 
Fmrre  into  tbe  Tyber  tbei  it  cast, 
Wbere  tbe  riuer  it  batb  defied: 
And  tbustbe  tempie  parified, 
Thet  baae  of  tbilke  borrible  sinoe, 
Whicbe  waif  tbat  time  do  tberin 
Of  tbis  point  suche  was  tbe  deuise. 
Bot  of  tbe  duke  was  otberwise. 
For  be  with  loue  was  bestadde. 
His  dome  was  nougbt  so  harde  iadde. 
For  loue  pot  reasone  awaie, 
Aod  can  noogfat  see  tbe  right  waie. 
And  by  tbis  canse  be  was  respited 
Sio  tbat  the  deatb  bim  was  acquited. 
Bot  for  all  tbat  be  was  exiled. 
For  be  bis  loue  bad  so  bcgiled, 
That  be  aball  neuer  come  ayene. 
For  be  tbat  is  to  troutb  vnpleine 
He  maie  not  feilen  of  vengeance. 

And  eke  to  take  lemem  brance 
Of.tbat  bipocriste  batb  wrought. 
On  otber  halne  men  sbułdeo  nougbt 
Toligfatly  leue  all  tbat  tbei  here: 
Bat  tban  sbulde  a  wise  man  stere 
Tbe  ship,  wban  suche  wyndes  blowe. 
For  first  tboogb  tbei  beginne  lowe 
At  ende  tbei  be  nougbt  meuable, 
Bat  all  to  broke  mast  and  cable, 
So  tbat  tbe  ship  witb  sodaine  blaste 
(Wbao  men  leste  wenę)  is  onercast. 
As  nowe  foli  often  a  man  maie  see. 
And  of  olde  tyme  howe  it  batb  bee, 
I  fiode  a  great  experience, 
Wberof  to  take  an  euidence 
6ood  is,  and  to  beware  also 
Of  tbe  perill  or  bim  be  wo. 

Hic  Tlterios  ponit  esemplum  de  illa  etiam  bipocri- 
sia,que  inter  virum  etvirumdecipienspericulo- 
sisima  consistit,  et  narrat  qualiter  Greci  in  ob- 
sidione  ciuttatis  Troie,  cum  ipsam  Ti  appreben- 
dere  nnllati>ntts  potueruiit,  fallaci  animo  cum 
Troianis  pacem  vt  dicunt  pro  perpetuo  statue- 
buit:  et  super  hoc  quendam  equum  mirę  gros- 
sionis  de  ere  iabricatum  ad  sacrificandum  in 
templo  Minerue  confingentes. 

Or  tbem  tbat  ben  so  derkę  within^ 

At  Tfoie  also  if  we  beginne 

Hypocńsie  it  batb  betraietł. 

For  wban  tbe  grekes  bad  all  assaied^ 

Aadfoode,  tbat  by  no  bataile, 

Ke  by  no  siege  it  might  anaile 

Tbe  towne  to  winne  throogh  prowesse, 

This  rice  feigned  of  simplessc 


Through  sleigbt  of  Galeas  and  of  Crysci 
It  wannę  by  suche  a  maner  wyse. 

An  hurse  of  brasse  thei  lette  do  forge 
Of  suche  entaile,  aod  of  suche  a  Ibrge, 
Tbat  in  this  worlde  was  neuer  man 
Tbat  suche  an  otber  werke  began. 
Tbe  craftie  werkeman  Epius 
It  made^  and  for  to  tell  thus, 
The  grekes  tbat  tboughten  to  begile 
Tbe  kynge  of  Troie  in  tbilke  while, 
Witb  Antenor,  and  witb  Enee, 
Tbat  were  bothe  of  the  citee. 
And  of  tbe  counsell  tbe  wisest 
Tbe  richesty  and  tbe  mightiest, 
In  priuie  place  so  thei  treate 
Witb  faire  bebestes  aud  yeftes  greate 
Of  golde,  tbat  tbei  tban  haue  engined 
To  getber,  and  wban  thei  be  couined, 
Tbei  ieignen  for  to  make  peace. 
And  ynder  tbat  neuer  tbe  -lesse 
Tbei  shopen  tbe  destruction 
Bothe  of  tbe  kyng,  and  of  tbe  towne. 
And  tbus  the  ńts  peace  was  take 
Of  them  of  Grece,  and  vndertake: 
And  thenrpon  thei  fonde  a  way 
Where  i^trengtb  might  not  awey, 
Tbat  sleigbt  shulde  helpe  than. 
And  of  an  yncbe  a  large  spanne. 
By  colour  of  tbe  peace  tbei  madę. 
And  tolden  bow  thei  were  gtadde 
Of  tbat  thei  stonden  in  accorda 
And  for  it  sball  ben  of  recorde, 
Unto  the  kyng  the  grekes  saiden 
By  waie  of  lone,  and  tbus  tbei  praiden, 
As  tbei  tbat  wolde  his  tbanke  deserue, 
A  sacrifice  vnto  Minerue 
(The  peace  to  kepe  in  good  intent) 
Tbei  must  offre,  er  tbat  tbei  went. 

Tbe  kynge  connsailed  in  tbe  case 
By  Antenor  and  £neas» 
Tberto  batb  youen  bis  assent 
So  was  tbe  plaine  troutbe  blent 
Throogh  counterfete  hypocrisic 
Of  tbat  tbei  sholden  sacrifie. 
Tbe  grekes  ynder  tbe  bolynes 
Anone  witb  all  besinesse 
Their  horsof  brasse  lette  lairedigbt, 
Whicb  was  to  sene  a  wonder  sigbt. 
For  it  was  trapped  of  bim  selue. 
And  bad  of  smalę  wheles  twelue, 
Upon  the  whicb  men  eoongh 
Witb  craft  toward  the  towne  it  drougb,- 
And  gotb  glistrende  ayenst  tbe  sonne. 
Tho  was  tfaere  ioye  enougb  be  gonne. 
For  Troie  in  great  deuocion 
Came  also  with  procession 
Ayenst  tbis  noble  sacnfice 
Witb  great  bonoor,  and  in  tbis  wise 
Unto  the  gates  tbei  it  brougbt. 
But  of  their  entree  wban  thei  songht, 
Tbe  gates  wereu  all  to  smalę, 
And  ther^pon  was  many  a  tale. 
But  for  tbe  worshippe  of  Minerue, 
To  whom  thei  comen  for  to  seme, 
Tbei  of  tbe  towne,  whicb  ^nderstode, 
Tbat  all  this  thing  was  done  for  good, 
For  peace,  wberof  tbat  thei  be  gladde, 
The  gates,  that  Keptonus  madę 
A  thousande  winter  ther  to  foie, 
Thei  baue  anone  to  broke  and  tore. 
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The  stronge  waUct  doviie  thei  beie, 
So  that  in  to  the  large  strete 
This  hone  with  great  solennitee 
Was  brougbt  withia  the  citee. 
And  offered  with  great  reoereBoe, 
Whicb  was  to  Troie  an  enideDoe 
Of  loue  and  peace  fur  euerino. 
The  grekes  token  leaue  tho, 
Witii  all  tbe  bole  felauf hippe 
And  foortb  thei  wenten  in  to  thtppe. 
And  crosien  saile,  and  mada  hem  yare^ 
Anone  asthough  thei  woM«b  late. 
But  whan  the  blacke  wintcr  aigbtr 
(Włthout  moone  or  ttcrre  ligfate) 
Bederked  hath  the  wateritronde, 
All  priudy  thei  gone  to  łoade 
Fuli  armed  out  of  the  nanie, 
Symou,  which  was  madę  tfaeir  espie 
Within  Troiop  as  wma  oonspiredy 
W  ban  ty  me  was,  a  token  fired. 
And  batb  with  that  tbetr  waie  bolden. 
And  comen  rigfat  as  tbei  wolden, 
There  as  the  gate  was  to  broke^ 
The  poipose  was  foU  take  and  spoke 
Er  any  man  maie  take  kepe, 
While  that  tbe  citee  was  a  iepe^ 
Tbei  slowen  all  that  was  withio. 
And  token  what  thei  mighCeo  wynne 
Of  suche  good  as  was  saffisaaty 
And  brenden  Tp  the  remenant. 

And  tbus  come  out  the  trecherie 
Which  Tnder  ftdse  bypoerisie 
Was  hid,  and  thei  that  wened  peace 
Tho  mighten  finde  no  release 
Of  tbilke  swerde,  which  all  denoureth: 
Fuli  ofte  and  thos  the  swete  soureth 
Whan  it  is  know  to  the  taste: 
He  sptUeth  many  a  woide  in  waste, 
That  shall  with  suche  a  people  tratę. 
For  whan  be  wenetfa  most  beyete^ 
Than  is  be  sbape  moat  to  leae. 
And  rlght  so  if  a  woman  chese 
ITpon  the  wordes,  that  she  hereth, 
Som  man  when  be  most  tnie  apperetb, 
Than  is  be  fbrtbest  fro  the  trooth: 
But  yet  fuli  ofte,  and  that  is  rooth 
Tbei  speden,  that  be  most  yntrue. 
And  louen  euery  daie  a  newet 
Wherof  the  life  is  after  lotbe, 
And  loue  hath  cause  to  t>e  wrothe. 
Bot  what  man  his  luste  destreth 
Of  loue,  aud  tbervpon  cooapireth 
With  wordes  feigned  to  deceioe, 
He  shall  not  faile  to  reoeioe 
His  peine,  as  it  is  ofte  seae. 

C0NFE8S0R. 

For  thy  my  sonne,  as  I  the  mene, 
It  sitte  the  well  to  take  hede, 
That  tbou  eschewe  of  thy  manbede 
Hypocrisie,  and  bis  semblant, 
That  tbou  ne  nought  be  deceiuant. 
To  make  a  woman  to  beleue 
Thing,  which  is  not  lo  thy  beleue. 
For  in  suche  feint  hypocrisie 
Of  loue,  is  all  tbe  trecberie : 
Througb  which  loue  is  deceiued  ofte. 
For  feigned  semblant  is  so  softe 
Unnethes  loue  maie  beware, 
For  thy  sonne,  as  I  well  dare. 


1  charge  the  to  ^ee  that  Tioe, 

That  many  a  woman  hath  niada  nieei 

Bnt  loke  tbou  deale  not  with  all. 

AMAJIS. 

I  wys  father  no  morę  I  shalU 

COHFmOK. 

Now  son  kepe,  that  thcm  hast  swort. 
For  this  that  tbou  hasto  heide  befere 
Is  sald,  the  first  point  ofpride: 
And  Dext  vpon  tbat  other  aide 
To  shriue  and  apeako  oiier  this 
Tottchande  of  prtde  yet  there  ts 
The  pointo  seooode  I  the  bebota, 
Whiche  Inobedience  is  hote. 

Flectere  quam  frasgi  melJus  repatator,  &  ollc 

Fictilis  ad  cacabum  pugna  valere  neąuit 
Quem  necjue  lex  hoim,  oe<|ue  lex  diuina  yalebit 

Flectere,  mnltotiens  corde  reflectit  amor. 
Quem  non  flectit  amor,  non  est  flectendus  ab  tUo, 

Sed  rigor  illius  plus  elephante  riget. 
l>edignatiis  amor,  poterit  qnos  scire  rebelles. 

Rt  rudibus  sortem  prsestot  babere  rudem. 
Sed  qoi  sponte  sui  subicit  se  cordis  amore, 

Frangit  in  aduersis  omnia  fato  pius. 

Hic  loąoitur  de  secnnda  specie  snpeibie,  qne  Ino- 
bedientia  dicitur.  Et  primo  illius  yicii  naturaa 
simpliciterdeclarat.  £t  tractot  coosequenter  su- 
per illa  inobedientia,quse  in  curiaCnpidinisezo- 
sa  amoris  causam  ez  sna  imbecillitete  sepissime 
retordat. 

This  Tice  of  inobedience 

(Againe  the  renie  of  cooscience) 

Ali  tbat  is  bumble  he  disaloweth, 

That  be  towarde  bis  god  ne  boweth 

After  tbe  lawes  of  bis  beste. 

Not  as  a  man,  but  as  a  beaste, 

Which  goth  ypon  bis  lustes  wilde : 

So  goth  this  proude  vice  vnmilde, 

That  he  disdeigBeth  all  lawę, 

He  not  what  is  to  be  felawe, 

And  serue  maie  be  not  for  pride: 

So  is  be  ledde  on  euery  side: 

And  is  that  selue,  of  whom  men  speake, 

Wbich  woli  not  bowe,  or  thal  he  breke. 

I  not,  if  loue  might  him  pUe, 

For  els  for  to  iustiiSe 

His  herte,  I  not  what  might  auaile. 

For  thy  me  sonne  of  suche  entaile 

If  that  thyu  herte  be  disposed, 

Telle  out  and  let  it  nought  be  glosed* 

For  if  tbat  thou  vnbuxoiiie  bee 

To  lone,  I  not  in  what  degree 

Thou  shalte  thy  good  worde  acheue. 

My  father  ye  shall  well  beleue 
The  yonge  whelpe,  which  is  aftaited, 
Hath  not  his  raatster  better  awatted 
To  coiicbe,  whan  be  saith  go  Iowę 
Than  I  anone,  as  1  maie  knowe 
My  ladie  will  me  bowe  morę : 
But  other  while  I  grutche  sore 
Of  some  thinges,  that  she  dootb, 
Wherof  that  I  woli  tell  sootb. 
For  of  two  pointes  I  am  bethought, 
That  though  1  wolde,  I  might  nought 
Obeye  to  to  my  ladies  hest 
But  I  dare  make  this  behest. 
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Sftiife  only  of  that  ylke  two 
I  am  ynbusomc  of  oo  mo. 

OOHRStOR. 

What  ben  tho  two,  tell  on  ąood  hee  ? 
My  Cnther  Łhis  ń  one,  tbat  sbiee 
Commandetb  me  my  moathe  to  clGae^ 
Aod  tbat  I  sbulde  hir  noagfat  appote 
In  loue,  of  whicb  I  ofte  preaehe, 
And  plenariy  of  sucbe  a  speacbe 
Forbere^  and  sufl&e  bir  in  peace. 
Bot  tbat  ne  migbt  I  netheles 
For  all  this  woride  obey  1  wis* 
For  wban  I  am  tbere,  as  she  ia, 
Tbongb  ihe  my  tales  mougbt  alowe 
Ayene  bir  will,  yet  mote  I  bowe 
To  aecbe,  i f  tbat  I  migbt  baue  grace: 
But  tbat  tbinge  maie  I  not  embrace 
For  ought  tbat  I  can  speake  or  do: 
And  ypt  liiU  ofte  I  speake  so, 
That  sbe  is  wrotb,  and  saitb  be  stilU 
If  1  that  best  sball  fiilfij]. 
And  tberto  ben  obedient: 
Tban  is  my  caose  foNy  shent. 
For  specbeies  maie  no  man  spede^ 
So  wote  I  not  wbat  is  to  redę. 
Bot  ceites  1  maie  nougbt  obeie, 
Tbat  I  oe  mote  algates  saie 
Some  what,  of  that  I  wolde  mene. 
For  eoer  it  is  a  licbe  grane 
Tbe  great  loue,  wbicbe  I  baacy 
Whfirof  I  can  not  botbe  saue 
My  specbe,  and  tbis  obedience« 
And  tboa  fióll  ofte  my  sileiice 
I  breke:  and  is  tbe  first  point, 
Wherof  tbat  I  am  out  of  point 
Ib  tbis,  aod  yet  it  is  no  pride. 

Nowe  tben  Tpon  that  otber  side 
To  tril  my  disobeisance 
Fuli  soie  it  stant  to  my  greoance. 
And  maie  not  sinke  in  to  my  witte. 
Foli  ufte  time  she  me  bitte 
To  leoen  bir,  and  chese  a  newe, 
Aad  saith,  if  I  tbe  &otbe  knewe, 
Howe  farre  I  stonde  from  bir  grace, 
I  fhulde  lone  in  an  otber  place. 
Bat  therof  woli  I  disobeie. 
For  als4j  well  sbe  might  seie, 
Go  take  tbe  moone,  tbere  it  sitte, 
Am  biynge  that  into  my  witte. 
For  tbere  was  neuer  rooted  tree, 
Tbai  sŁoode  so  feste  in  his  degree, 
Tbat  I  ne  stande  morę  faste 
Upoa  bir  lone,  and  maie  not  caste 
Myn  bertę  awey,  all  thobgh  I  wolde. 
For  god  swote  thoiigh  I  neaer  sbulde 
Seae  bir  witb  eie  after  this  daie: 
Yet  stont  it  so,  that  1  ne  maie 
Hir  loue  out  of  my  breast  remue. 
This  is  a  wonder  retenue, 
That  maulgre  wherc  she  woU  or  nonę, 
Myn  bertę  is  enemo  in  one, 
So  that  I  can  nonę  otber  chese. 
Bot  whether  that  I  winne  or  leśe. 
I  mote  hir  looen  till  I  deye. 
And  thns  I  breke  as  by  that  wey 
łlirbestes,and  hir  coromandyńges : 
Bot  tnily  in  nonę  otber  thynges. 

For  thy  my  fiatber  wbat  is  mora 
Tonchande  ynto  tbis  ilke  lora 


I  you  beseche,  after  tbe  fonne, 
Tbat  ye  plainiy  me  wolde  enforme, 
So  tbat  I  maie  minę  bertę  mle 
In  loues  cause  after  the  nile. 

t 

Murmur  iu  aduersis  ita  dbncipit  ille  superbus, 
Poena  ąood  ex  bina  sorte  purget  eum. 

O  bina  fortunae  cum  spes  in  amore  re:»istity 
Non  sine  mentali  murmure  plaugit  amans* 

Hic  lo<|Ułtur  de  murmore  et  planetu,  qiii  super 
omnes  alios  inobedieotie  secretiores,  yt  ministii 
illi  deseraiant, 

TowABDE  tbis  ▼ice,  of  whicb  we  trete^ 

Tbere  ben  yet  tweie  of  tbilke  estrete^ 

Hir  name  is  murmure  and  compleint, 

Tbere  can  no  man  hir  chere  peint. 

To  sette  a  glad  semblant  tberin. 

For  tbough  fortunę  make  them  winne^ 

Yet  grutchen  thei:  aod  if  tbei  lese, 

Tbere  is  no  waie  for  to  chese: 

Wherof  thei  migbt  stonde  appeased.  , 

So  ben  thei  commonly  diseased. 

Tbere  maie  no  weith  ne  pouerte 

Attempien  them  to  the  deserte 

Of  buxomnes  by  no  wise. 

For  ofte  tyme  thei  despise 

The  good  fortunę  as  the  bad, 

As  thei  no  mans  reasone  bad 

Tbrough  pride,  wherof -thei  ben  blinde: 

And  right  of  suche  a  maner  kyude 

Ther  be  louersi  that  tbough  thei  baue 

Of  loue  all  tbat  thei  wolde  craue: 

Yet  woli  thei  grutchen  by  some  weie, 

That  thei  wolde  not  to  loue  obeie    . 

Upon  the  trouth,  as  thei  do  sbulde. 

And  if  thein  lacketh,  that  thei  wolde^ 

Anone  thei  falle  in  suche  a  peine, 

That  eoer  vnbuxomiy  thei  pieine 

Upon  fortunę,  and  curse  and  crie, 

That  thei  woli  nut  ber  hertes  płie 

To  suffre,  tyli  it  better  fali. 

For  thy,  if  thoo  amonges  all 

Hast  vsed  tbis  condtcion 

My  sonne,  in  thy  confession 

Nowe  tell  me  plainiy,  what  thou  arte* 

AMAirs. 

t 

My  father,  I  beknowe  a  parte 
So  as  ye  tolden  berę  aboue 
Of  murmure,  and  complaiot  of  loue, 
That  for  I  see  no  spede  commende, 
Against  fortunę  complainende 
I  am  (as  who  saith)  euermo: 
And  eke  fiiU  ofte  time  also, 
Wban  so  as  that  I  see  and  here 
Of  heuy  worde,  or  heuy  chere 
Of  my  lady,  I  grutcbe  anone. 
But  wordes  dare  I  speke  nonę, 
Wherof  she  migbt  be  displcased : 
But  in  myne  herte  I  am  diseased 
With  many  a  murmour,  god  it  wote. 
Thns  drtnke  I  in  myn  owne  swote. 
And  tbough  I  make  no  semblant, 
Myn  herte  is  all  disobeisant 
And  in  tbis  wise  I  me  confesse 
Of  tbat  ye  clepe  vnbttxomnes. 
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Vowt  tell  what  your  couasaile  is. 
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GONFE8SOR. 

My  sonne  as  I  the  redę  this, 
What  80  befell  of  other  weie, 
Tbat  tbou  to  loues  best  obeie, 
As  far  as  tbou  it  migbt  suffice. 
For  ofte  sitb  in  suche  a  wise 
Obedience  in  loue  auailetb, 
Wbere  all  a  mans  streDgth  failetfa. 
Wherof  if  tbou  listę  to  witte, 
In  a  cronicle  as  it  is  writte, 
A  great  ensample  tbou  maiste  finde^ 
Whicbe  nowe  cometh  to  my  minde. 

Hic  contra  amori  inobedientes  ad  commendatio- 
nem  obedientie  confessor  super  eodem  exem- 
plum  ponit,  vbi  dicit,  quod  cum  quidam  regis 
Secilie  filia  in  sue  inuentutis  floribus  pulcher- 
rime  ezeius  Nouerceincantationibus  in  vetulam 
turpissimam  transformata  eztitit,  Florencius 
tunc  imperatoris  Claudii  nepos,  miles  in  armis 
strennuissimus  amorosisąue  legibus  intendens, 
ex  sua  obedientia  in  pulchritudinem  pristinam 
reformauit. 

Thbrb  was  whylom  by  daies  olde    .0'  ^     '^ 
A  wortby  knigbt,  as  men  tolde:        ^       **  ^P 
He  was  neuew  to  the  emperour,  '  -  • 

And  of  bis  courte  a  courteour.  r  . 

Wyfeles  be  was,  Florent  be  hight,  "A  j^) 

i7e  was  a  man,  tbat  mochell  migbt : 
Of  armes  be  was  desyrous, 
Cbiuairons,  and  amorous, 
And  for  the  famę  of  worldes  specfae 
Strange  auentures  wolde  be  secbe. 
He  rode  the  marchcs  all  aboute. 
And  fell  a  tyme,  as  be  was  out, 
Fortune,  whicbe  małe  euery  threde 
To  breke  and  knitte  of  mans  spede  \ 

Sbope,  as  this  knight  rode  in  a  pasę  ^  •   ] 

Tbat  he  by  strengtb  taken  was. 
And  to  a  castell  tbei  bim  ladde,  }      . « 

W  berę  tbat  he  fewe  frendes  badde. 
For  80  it  fell  tbat  ilke  stounde, 
Tbat  he  bath  with  a  deadly  wounde 
(Fighteude)  his  owne  hande  slaine 
Brauchus,  wbiche  to  the  Capitaine 
Was  8onne  and  heire,  wherof  ben  wroth 
'  The  father  and  the  mother  botbe. 
Tbat  knight  Brancbus  was  of  his  hondę 
The  wortbiest  of  all  his  londe: 
And  faine  tbei  wolde  do  yengeance 
Upon  Florent,  but  remembrance, 
That  tbei  toke  of  bis  worthines 
Of  knighthode,  and  of  gentilnes. 
And  how  he  stode  of  cosinage 
To  themperour,  madę  them  assuage. 
And  durst  not  slaine  bym  for  feare. 
In  great  desputcson  thei  were 
Amonge  them  selfe,  what  was  the  best. 
There  was  a  ladie  (the  sliest 
Of  all  that  men  knewe  tho 
So  olde)  she  migbt  ynncthes  go : 
And  was  grandame  ynto  the  dede. 
And  she  with  that  began  to  redę: 
And  i»he  saide,  she  wolde  bring  him  in 
That  be  shall  him  to  death  winne* 
All  onely  of  his  owne  grante, 
Through  strengtb  of  veray  couenant 


Without  blame  of  any  wight 

A  nonę  she  sent  for  this  knight. 

And  of  hir  sonue  she  aleide 

The  death,  and  thus  to  him  she  saide. 

Florent  howe  so  thou  be  to  wite 
Of  Brancbus  deathe,  men  shall  respite 
As  nowe  to  take  auengementy 
Be  so  thou  stonde  in  iudgement 
(Jpon  certaine  condicion, 
That  thou  vnto  a  question, 
Wbiche  I  shall  aske,  shalt  answer. 
And  ouer  tbts  tbou  shalt  eke  swere, 
That  if  thou  of  the  sothe  faile, 
There  shall  nonę  other  thynge  auaile, 
That  thou  ne  shalt  thy  dethe  receiae. 
And  for  men  shall  the  not  deceiue, 
That  tbou  therof  mightest  ben  aduised, 
Tbou  shalt  baue  daie  and  time  assised^ 
And  leue,  safely  for  to  wende. 
Be  so  that  at  thy  daies  ende 
Tbou  come  ageine  with  tbine  auise. 

This  knigbt,  wbiche  wortby  was  and  wise. 
This  lady  praieth,  tbat  he  maie  witte. 
And  baue  it  irnder  seales  writte, 
What  ąuestion  it  s bulde  bee. 
For  whicbe  he  shall  in  tbat  degree 
Stonde  of  his  life  in  ieopardie. 
With  that  she  freygneth  companie 
And  saith  Florent,  on  loue  it  hongeth 
All  that  to  myn  askyng  longeth, 
What  all  women  most  desyre: 
This  woli  I  aske,  and  in  thempire 
Where  tbou  hast  most  knowiageyng 
Take  counseile  of  this  askynge. 

Florent  this  thynge  hatb  Tndertake. 
The  ty  me  was  sette,  and  daie  take: 
Under  his  seale  be  wrote  bis  otbe 
In  suche  a  wyse,  and  foorthe  he  gothe 
Home  to  his  emes  courte  againe, 
To  whome  bis  auenture  plaine 
He  tolde,  of  that  is  bym  befalL 
And  vpon  tbat  tbei  were  all 
The  wisest  of  the  londe  assent. 
But  netheles  of  one  assent 
Thei  migbt  not  accorde  piat. 
One  sayde  this,  an  other  that 
After  Uie  disposicion 
Of  naturall  complexion. 
7^o  some  woman  it  is  ptesance, 
That  to  an  other  is  greuance. 
But  suche  a  thynge  in  speciall, 
Wbiche  to  them  all  in  generall 
Is  most  plesant,  and  moste  desired 
Aboue  all  other,  and  most  conspired, 
Suche  one  can  thei  not  finde 
By  constellacion,  neby  kinde. 
And  thus  Florent  without  cure 
Muste  stonde  rpon  his  auenture. 
And  is  all  shape  vnto  his  łiere, 
And  as  in  defiiulte  of  his  answere 
This  knigbt  hatb  leauer  for  to  die 
Than  breke  bis  trouth  and  for  to  Ite 
In  place  where  he  was  swore. 
And  shapeth  him  gone  ayene  therfore, 
Whan  time  come  he  toke  his  leaue, 
Tbat  lenger  wolde  be  not  beleue. 
And  praieth  his  eme  he  be  not  wroth : 
For  that  is  a  point  of  his  othe 
He  saith,  that  no  man  shall  him  wreko, 
Though  afterwarde  men  here  speke. 
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ThaŁ  be  peranenture  dęte. 
And  thus  he  went  forth  his  weie 
Alooe,  a«  a  knigfat  auenturoue. 
And  io  tbts  thought  wa:i  curioun 
To  witte,  what  was  best  to  do. 
And  as  he  rode  alooe  so, 
And  cam  nigb  there  be  woldebee, 
Io  a  forest  there  rnder  a  tree 
He  sawe,  wbere  aatte  a  creatare, 
A  lothly  woinannishe  figurę, 
Tbat  for  to  speake  of  flessbe  and  bonę 
So  fou]e  yet  sawe  I  neuer  nonę. 
This  knight  behelde  hir  redily. 
And  as  be  woMe  haue  passed  by, 
Sbe  cleped  bym,  and  bad  him  abide. 
And  he  his  hors  bead  aside 
Tbo  tonied,  and  to  hir  he  rode, 
And  tbere  he  houed,  and  abode 
To  wit  wbat  sbe  wolde  mene. 
And  she  began  him  to  bemene 
And  saide:  FIorenŁ  by  thy  name, 
Thou  baste  on  hondę  suche  a  game^ 
Tbat  if  thoa  be  not  better  auised, 
Thy  deth  shapen  is,  and  deuised, 
Tbat  ałl  the  worlde  ne  maie  the  saae. 
Bat  if  tbat  thoo  my  counseill  haue. 

Florent  whan  be  this  tale  hcnrde, 
Uuto  this  olde  wigbt  answerde. 
And  of  bir  oonnsaile  he  hir  praide. 
And  she  ayene  to  him  thus  saide. 

Pk>r«nt,  if  I  for  the  so  shape, 
Tbat  tbon  throogh  me  thy  deatb  escape. 
And  take  worsbippe  of  thy  dede, 
Wbat  sball  I  bane  to  my  mede  ? 

What  thing  (quod  he)  tbat  thou  wold  axe, 
I  bid  neoer  a  better  taxe  ' 
finod  sbe ;  but  firste  er  thou  be  spedde, 
Thou  shalt  me  leaue  suche  a  wedde, 
Tbat  I  woli  haoe  thy  troth  on  hondę, 
Tbat  tbon  sfaalt  be  myn  hnsbonde. 

Nay  (saide  Florcnt)  tbat  maie  not  bee, 
Ride  than  foorth  thy  wey,  quod  shee : 
And  if  tbon  go  forth  withont  reade, 
Thou  shalt  be  sikerly  deade. 

Florent  behight  hir  good  enough, 
Of  londe,  of  rent,  of  parkę,  of  plougb: 
Bot  all  tbat  counteth  she  at  nought. 

Tho  fell  this  knigbt  in  muchę  thought. 
9ov  ^th  be  forth,  now  cometh  ayene, 
He  «'ote  not  wbat  is  beste  to  seyne: 
And  thonght,  as  he  rode  to  and  fro, 
That  chose  he  mote  one  of  the  two, 
Or  for  to  take  hir  to  bis  wife, 
Or  elles  forto  lese  his  life. 
And  than  be  caste  his  auaotage, 
That  she  was  of  so  great  an  age, 
That  sbe  maie  liue  but  a  while. 
And  thought  to  pnt  bir  in  an  Ile, 
Wbere  that  no  man  hir  shulde  knowe, 
Till  she  with  death  were  ouerthrowe. 

And  thns  this  yonge  lustie  knigbt 
Unto  this  olde  lothely  wigbt 
Tbo  nid :  If  that  nonę  other  chance 
Uaie  make  my  deliuerance. 
Bot  onely  tbilke  same  speche, 
Whłche  (as  thou  seist)  tnou  shalt  me  teche, 
Haue  beiT  min  hondę,  I  sball  the  wedde: 
Aad  thus  his  trouth  be  leytb  to  wedde. 
With  that  sbe  frounceth  rp  the  browe* 
Thia  coaenant  wott  I  alowe 


She  saith,  if  any  other  tbjrnge, 
But  tbat  thou  hast  of  my  teachyng, 
Fro  deth  thy  body  maie  respite, 
I  woli,  the  of  thy  trouth  acquite: 
And  elles  by  nonę  othęr  weie 
Now  herken  me,  wbat  I  shall  seie. 

Wbao  thou  art  come  into  the  place, 
Where  nowe  thet  maken  great  manace. 
And  rpon  thy  comyng  abide: 
Thei  woli  anone  the  same  tide 
Oppose  the  of  thine  answere. 
I  wote  thou  wolt  nothinge  forbere 
Of  that  thou  wenest  be  thy  beste. 
And  if  thou  mightest  so  fynde  reste, 
Weil  is,  for  than  is  ther  no  moi% : 
And  elles  this  shall  be  my  lorę, 
Tbat  thou  shalt  saie  ypon  this  molde, 
That  all  women  leuest  wolde 
Be  soueraine  of  mans  loue. 
For  wbat  woman  is  so  aboue, 
She  hath  as  whosaith,  all  hir  will. 
And  elles  maie  sbe  nought  fulfill 
Wbat  thinge  were  hir  leuest  haue. 

With  this  answer  thou  shalt  saue 
Thy  selfe,  and  other  wise  nought. 
And  whan  thou  hast  thy  ende  wrought, 
Come  here  ayene  thou  shalt  me  fynde» 
And  let  nothyng  out  of  thy  mynde. 

He  goth  bym  foorthe  with  heuy  chere, 
As  he  tbat  not  in  what  manere 
He  may  this  worldes  ioie  atteine. 
For  if  be  die,  he  hath  a  peioe: 
And  if  he  liue,  be  mote  him  bynde 
To  suche  one,  wbiche  of  all  kynde 
Of  women  is  the  Yn&emelieste : 
Thus  wote  he  not,  what  is  the  beste. 
But  be  him  liefo,  or  be  him  lotb, 
Unto  the  castell  foorth  he  goth, 
His  fuli  answere  for  to  ycue 
Or  for  to  die,  or  for  to  liue. 

Foorth  with  his  counseile  came  the  lorde, 
The  tbynges  .stoden  of  recorde, 
He  sent^Yp  fur  the  ladie  soone: 
And  foorth  sbe  came  tbat  olde  moone 
In  presence  of  the  remenant. 
The  strengthe  of  all  the  couenant 
Tho  was  rehersed  opcnly. 
And  to  Florent  she  bad  for  thy, 
That  he  shall  tellen  his  auise, 
As  he  that  wote,  what  is  the  price. 

Florent  saieth  all  that  euer  he  coutb. 
But  suche  worde  cam  ther  nonę  to  mouth, 
That  he  for  yefte,  or  for  bebeyte 
Might  any  wise  his  deth  areste: 
And  thus  he  tarieth  longe  and  late, 
Till  this  ladie  bad  algate, 
Tbat  be  shall  for  the  dome  finall 
Yeue  his  answere  in  speciall, 
Of  that  sbe  bad  him  first  opposed. 

And  than  he  hath  truły  supposed, 
That  he  him  maie  of  nothyng  yelpe. 
But  if  so  be  tho  wordes  helpe, 
Which  as  the  woman  hath  him  taught, 
Wherof  he  hath  an  hope  caught, 
That  he  shall  be  escused  so. 
And  tolde  out  plaine  bis  wiU  tho. 

And  whan  that  this  matron  berde 
The  maner  bow  this  knigbt  answerde, 
She  saide,  ba  treson  wo  the  bee, 
That  hastę  thus  tolde  the  priuitee^ 
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Which  all  women  moit  desire : 
I  wolde  that  tbou  were  a  fire. 
But  netbeles  in  suche  a  piite 
Florent  of  his  answere  is  quite. 
And  tho  began  his  sorowe  newe. 
For  be  mote  gone,  or  be  Yntrewe^ 
To  h\r,  which  his  trouthe  bad«        " 
Bot  be,  which  aU  shame  drad,  ^^'^'^       ^ 

Goth  foortb  In  siede  of  his  penance,    Yy '  y**' 
And  taketh  the  fortunę  of  his  chance,    ^^  ^ 
As  be,  that  was  with  trouth  afiaited.  | 
This  olde  wight  bim  hath  awaited    / 
In  place,  where  as  be  hir  lef^e. 

Florent  his  wofuU  beed  rp  lifle, 
And  sawe  this  vecke,  where  that  she  sit, 
Which  was  the  lothest  wighte 
•  That  eaerman  ca«te  on  his  eie; 
Hir  nose  baas,  hir  bro >e8  hie, 
Hir  eies  smali,  and  depe  sette, 
Hir  chekes  ben  with  teres  wette. 
And  riuelyn,  as  an  empty  skyn, 
»  Hangyng  downe  ruto  the  chyn, 
Hir  lippes  shronken  ben  for,  age, 
Tbere  was  no  grace  in  hir  Tisage. 
Hir  front  was  narowe,  hir  lockes  horę, 
She  loketh  foortb,  as  doth  a  morę: 
Hir  necke  is  short,  hirsholders  couibe, 
That  might  a  mans  laste  distoorbe: 
Hir  bodie  great,  and  no  thyng  smali, 
And  shortly  to  descrioe  hir  all, 
She  hath  no  lith  with  out  a  lacke 
But  like  vnto  the  woli  sacke. 
She  profereth  hir  viito  this  knight. 
And  bad  him,  as  be  hath  behight 
(So  as  she  hath  bene  his  warrant) 
That  be  hir  held  couenant: 
And  by  the  bridell  she  him  seaseth : 
But  god  wot  how  that  she  him  pleaseth. 
Of  suche  wordes,  as  she  speketb, 
Him  thinketh  wel  nye  his  hert  breketh 
For  sorow,  that  he  maie  not  flee. 
Bot  if  he  wolde  vntrewe  bee. 

Iioke  how  a  sicke  man,  for  his  hele 
Taketh  baldemoyn  with  the  canele, 
And  with  the  myrre  taketh  the  sugre: 
Right  vpon  sochę  a  maner  lucre 
Stant  Florent,  as  in  this  dietę. 
He  drinketh  tiit:  bitter  with  the  swete, 
He  medleth  sorowe  with  likynge. 
And  lioeth  so,  as  who  saieth,  diynge: 
His  youth  shall  be  cast  awey 
Upon  socbe  one,  whiche  as  the  wey 
Is  olde,  and  lothely  ouerall : 
Bot  nede  he  mot,  that  nede  shaH. 
I  He  wolde  algate  his  trouth  holde, 
i  As  eoery  knight  therto  is  holde, 
''What  hap  so  euer  bim  is  befall, 
Thoogh  she  be  the  fouleste  of  all, 
;  Yet  to  honoorof  woman  head 
'Him  thought  he  sbukle  taken  head: 
'  So  that  fbr  pure  gentilnesse, 
I  As  he  hir  cooth  best  adresse 
I  In  ragges,  as  she  was  to  tore, 
I  He  set  hir  on  his  bors  tofore, 
I  And  fborth  he  taketh  bis  wey  softe. 
No  wonder  though  he  sigheth  ofte 
But  as  an  otrie  fleeth  by  night 
Oot  of  all  otber  byrdes  sight: 
Right  so  this  knight  on  daies  brodę 
In  dose  Urn  bilde,  and  shope  his  rode 
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On  nightes  tyme,  tlU  the  tide 
That  he  come  tbere,  he  wolde  abidc 
And  priuely,  without  noyse 
He  bryngetli  this  fbule  great  coyse 
To  his  castelł,  in  suche  a  wise, 
That  no  man  might  hir  shape  amse, 
Till  she  in  to  the  chaniber  came, 
Where  he  his  preuycounseille  name 
Of  suche  men  as  he  most  truste. 
And  tołd  them,  that  he  nedes  moste 
This  beaste  wedde  to  his  wife. 
For  ełs  had  be  loste  his  Itfe. 
The  priuie  women  were  assent, 
rhat  shulden  ben  of  his  assent, 
Hir  ragges  thei  anone  of  drawe. 
And  as  it  was  that  tyme  lawę, 
She  had  bathe,  she  had  reste. 
And  was  arraied  to  the  b«9te. 
But  with  no  craft  of  oombes  brodę 
Thci  might  hir  hove  lockes  shode. 
And  she  ne  wolde  not  be  shore 
F  >r  no  counsaill,  and  thei  tłierfore 
With  suche  a  tyre,  as  tho  was  Tsed^ 
Ordeynen,  that  it  was  excused. 
And  had  so  craftely  about 
That  no  man  might  seen  them  ont. ' 

Bot  whan  she  was  futly  arraied. 
And  hir  a  tyre  was  all  assaied, 
Tho  was  she  fouler  vnto  see. 
Bot  yet  it  maie  nonę  other  bee. 
Thci  were  wedded  in  the  night: 
So  wo  begune  was  neiier  knight, 
As  he  was  tbau  of  mariage. 
And  she  by  gai  i  to  plaie  and  ragc^ 
As  who  saith,  1  am  wcll  cnoogh. 
But  he  therof  nothyng  ne  lough. 
For  she  toke  than  chere  on  hondę. 
And  clepeth  him  hir  husbonde, 
And  saith :  My  lorde,  go  we  to  bedde» 
For  I  to  that  entent  the  wedde, 
That  tbou  shalt  be  my  worłdes  blisse. 
And  profereth  him  with  that  to  kisse, 
As  she  a  lusty  lady  were. 
His  bodye  might  wel  I  be  tbere. 
Bot  as  of  thought,  and  of  memorie 
His  bertę  was  in  purgatorie. 
But  yet  for  strengthe  of  matrimonie 
He  might  make  non  essonie, 
That  he  ne  mote  algates  plie 
To  go  to  bed  of  com panie. 

And  when  thei  were  a  bed  naked^ 
With  oute  ślepe  he  was  awaked. 
He  tometh  on  that  other  side, 
For  that  he  wolde  bis  eyen  hide 
Fro  lokynge  of  that  foull  wight. 
The  chamber  was  all  foU  of  light, 
The  coorteins  were  of  sendall  thyn. 
This  newe  bride,  which  laie  withtn, 
Though  it  be  nought  with  his  acorde^ 
In  armes  she  beclept  hir  lorde. 
And  praied,  as  he  was  tomed  fVo, 
He  wolde  him  tome  ayenward  tho. 
For  now  (she  saith)  we  be  both  one* 

But  be  laie  still  as  any  stone 
And  euer  in  one  she  spake  and  praide» 
And  bad  him  thynke  on  that  he  saide, 
When  that  he  toke  hir  by  the  hondę. 

He  herd,  and  vnderstode  the  bonde» 
How  he  was  set  to  his  penance : 
And  as  it  were  a  man  in  trance. 
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He  tomctb  him  all  sodenly, 
And  aawe  a  lady  laie  biin  by 
Of  cś^htene  wynter  ag«, 
Wbicfac  waa  Łhe  fairest  of  visage 
That  euer  in  all  tbis  worlde  he  Bigbe : 
Aad  aa  he  wolde  baae  take  hir  nighe 
She  put  hir  hondę,  and  by  hia  leue 
Beaottfrht  bim,  that  he  wolde  leue, 
And  aaith,  for  to  wynne  or  lese 
He  mot  one  of  Iwo  thynges  cbese, 
Wbere  he  woli  baue  bir  suche  od  nigbt, 
Or  eU  vpoQ  daies  light. 
For  he  sball  not  baue  botb  iwo. 
And  he  began  to  sorowe  tbo 
Id  many  a  wise,  and  caste  his  thought. 
Bnt  lor  all  that  yet  coade  he  nought 
Deuise  him  seife,  which  was  tbe  beste. 
And  she  that  wolde  hU  bert  reste, 
Praieth,  that  he  sbulde  chese  algate. 
TiU  at  tbe  laste  longe  and  late 
He  saide:  O  ye  my  liaes  hele, 
Saie  what  ye  listę  in  my  qaarele. 
I  not  what  answere  I  sball  yene: 
Bot  euer  while  that  1  maie  Hne 
I  woli,  that  ye  be  my  maistresse. 
For  I  can  not  my  self^  gesse, 
Wbiebe  is  Ihe  beste  vnto  my  choyce. 
Thos  grante  I  yow  myn  holi  royce^ 
CSiese  forTS  both,  I  yow  praie: 
And  what  as  ener  that  ye  saie, 
Right  as  ye  woli,  so  woli  T. 

My  loide,  she  saide,  grant  mercy 
Rir  of  this  worde,  that  ye  now  saine 
That  ye  baue  madę  me  soueraine 
Iffy  d^tnye  is  ouerpassed, 
That  neuer  bere  after  sball  be  łassed 
My  beantee  wbiebe  that  1  nowe  baue, 
Tyli  I  be  take  in  to  my  graue. 
Both  night  and  daie,  as  I  am  nowe, 
I  sball  alwey  be  suche  to  you. 
The  kynges  donghter  of  Cecile 
I  am,nnd  fell  but  sith  a  while, 
Al  I  was  with  my  fathcr  late, 
That  my  stepmother  for  an  hate, 
Wbiebe  towaitle  me  she  hath  begonne, 
Foffsfaope  me,  till  I  bad^Wonne 
Tbe  loue,  and  the  sooeraintee 
Of  what  knigfat,  that  in  his  degrae 
AD  other  passetb  of  good  name:" 
And  as  men  saine,  ye  ben  the  same.* 
Tbe  deed  proueth  it  is  so. 
Tbns  aim  I  yonrs  for  enermo. 

Tbo  was  plesance  and  loye  enough^ 
Ecbooe  with  other  plaied  and  luugh. 
Thei  linę  longe,  and  well  thei  ferde. 
And  clerkas,  tlMt  this  chauce  herde, 
^^Tbei  writen  it  i  o  euidence, 
*  To  teche,  howe  that  obedience, 
Maie  well  fortunę  a  mao  to  loue,'* 
Aad  artte  bym  in  his  luste  aboue, 
As  it  befeU  rnto  thJF  knight 

COKFBSfOR, 

Far  tby  my  some,  if  thou  do  right, 
Tbon  diaiŁ  rnto  tby  loue  obeie, 
Aad  folowe  hir  will  byi  all  weie. 

Myne  holy  father  so  I  wyli. 
For  ye  baue  tolde  me  rache#  ikyll 
Of  this  ensample  nowe  tofoie, 
That  I  diail  encima  theiilwt 
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Herę  afterwarde  minę  obseraanco 
To  loup,'aud  to  his  obeisance 
The  better  kepe.    And  ouer  this 
Of  pride,  if  there  ougbt  elles  is 
Wherof  that  I  me  shrine  shall, 
What  thyiig  it  is  inspeciall 
My  faither  asketh  I  you  praie. 

ooNmsoR; 

Nowe  list  my  sonne,  and  I  sball  saie» 
For  yet  there  is  surquedrie, 
Whiche  stant  with  pride  of  companie 
Wherof  that  thou  sbalt  bere  anone: 
To  knowe  if  thou  baue  gilt  or  nonę 
Upon  the  formę  as  thou  sbalt  bere 
Nowe  Ynderstonde  well  the  matere. 

Omnia  scire  putat,  sed  se  presumptio  nescit, 
Nec  sibi  consimile  quem  putat  esse  parem. 

Sni  magis  a«tntns  reputat  se  yincere  bellnm, 
lu  laqueos  Yeneris  foreius  ipse  cadit 

Sepe  (cnpido  virum,  sibi  qai  presumit,  amantem 
Fallit,  &  in  vacuas  spes  redit  ipsa  yias.  ^ 

Hic  loqoitur  de  tercia  speeies  suberbie,  qne  pie« 
sumpcie  dicitur,  cuius  naturam  primo  secun« 
dum  Titium  confessor  simpliciter  declarat. 

SuRQOEDRip  is  thilke  Tice 
Of  pride,  wbiebe  the  thirde  office 
Hath  in  his  courte,  and  will  not  knowe 
The  trouth,  till  it  ouertbrowe 
Upon  his  fortunę  and  bis  grace 
Cometh,  Had  Imde,  fuli  ofte  a  płace- 
For  he  doth  all  his  thynge  by  gesse^ 
And  yoideth  all  sikernesse. 
Nonę  other  connsell  good  bym  semeth 
But  suche,  as  him  selfe  demeth. 
For  i n. suche  wise  as  he  compaateth, 
His  witte  alone  all  other  passetb. 
And  is  with  prid^  so  througb  sought^ 
That  he  all  other  set  at  nougbt,    . 
And  weoeth  of  him  seluen  so: 
That  suche  as  he  is,  there  be  no  iihk 
And  thos  be  wolde  beare  a  price 
So  faire,  so  semely,  nor  so  wise 
Abouen  all  other,  and  nought  for  tby 
He  saith  not  ones  graunt  mercy 
To  god,  whiche  all  grace  sendeth: 
So  that  his  wittes  be  despendetb 
Upon  him  selfe  as  thougb  there  were 
No  god,  whiche  might  auaile  there : 
But  all  vpon  his  owne  witte 
He  stant,  till  be  fali  in  the  pitte 
So  ferre,  tbat  he  maie  not  aiise. 

Bic  tractat  confetsor  cum  aroante  super  ilhi  sal* 
tern  presumptione,  ex  cuius  superbie  quem 
plures  fatui  amantes,  cum  maioris  oertitudinis 
in  amore  spem  sibi  promittuntin  ezpeditl  cttiua 
destituuntur. 

And  right  tbus  in  the  same  wise 
The  vice  ypon  the  cause  of  loue 
And  proudely  set  the  bertę  aboue. 
And  doth  him  pleinly  for  to  wenę, 
That  he  to  louen  any  quene 
Hath  worthines,  and  suffisance: 
And  so  without  puroeiance. 
Foli  ofie  he  heweth  vp  so  hie, 
That  diips  ftdlen  In  bit  eie. 
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And  eke  itill  ofte  he  weneth  this, 
There  as  be  nougbt  beloiied  is 
To  be  beloued  all  tbere  beste. 
Nowe  senne  t^lletb  what  so  the  leste 
Of  tbis,  that  1  haue  tolde  the  here. 

AHAN8. 

Ha  father  be  nougbt  in  a  were, 
I  trowe  there  be  no  man  lesse 
Of  any  maner  worthinesse, 
That  hak  bizn  lasse  worthy  tban  I 
To  be  beloued,  aod  not  for  thy, 
I  saie  in  excusyng  of  me. 
To  all  men,  that  loue  is  fre. 
And  ceites  tbat  maie  no  man  werae. 
For  loue  is  of  him  selfe  so  derne, 
It  luteth  in  a  maus  herte : 
But  that  ne  shall  not  me  asterte. 
To  wenę  for  to  be  worthy 
To  loue»  but  in  hir  mercy. 
But  sire,  of  that  ye  wolde  mene, 
^hat  [  shulde  otherwise  wenę 
To  be  beloued,  than  I  was: 
I  am  beknowe,  as  in  this  case. 

CONFESSOR. 

My  good  sonne  tell  me  howe. 

AMANS. 

Nowe  listę,  and  I  woli  tell  you 
My  good  father  howe  it  is. 

FuU  ofte  it  hath  befall  er  this 
Through  hope,  that  was  not  certaine 
My  wenyng  hath  be  set  i n  raine, 
To  trust  in  thing,  tbat  helpe  me  nought 
But  onely  of  minę  owne  thought 
For  as  it  semeth,  that  a  beli, 
Łyke  to  the  wordes  that  men  tell 
Answereth  :  ryght  so  no  morę  ne  lesse, 
To  you  my  father  I  confesse, 
Suche  will  my  witte  hath  ouer  tette, 
That  what  so  hope  me  behete, 
FuU  many  a  time  1  wenę  it  sooth. 
But.finally  no  spede  it  dooth. 
Thus  maie  I  tellen,  as  I  can, 
Wenyng  begyleth  many  a  man : 
So  hath  itme,  right  well  I  wote. 
For  H  a  man  wolde  in  a  bote 
(Whłcbe  is  without  botome)  rowe, 
He  must  n^es  ouerthrowe. 
Right  so  wenyng  hath  farde  by  mee. 
For  whan  I  wende  next  haue  bee 
(As  I  by  my  wenyng  caste) 
Than  was  I  fortheste  at  laste: 
And  as  a  foole  my  bowe  vnbende, 
When  all  was  failed,  that  I  wende, 
For  thy  my  fader,  as  of  this, 
That  my  wenyng  hath  gone  amis 
Tochend  to  Surąuedrie, 
Yeue  me  my  penance  er  I  die. 
But  if  ye  wolde  in  any  fbrme. 
Of  this  matter  a  tale  enforme, 
Whicbe  were  ayene  this  rice  set, 
I  shulde  farę  well  the  bet. 


Hic  ponit  confessor  exemplum  contra  ilJos,  qui 
suis  yiribus  presumentes  debil iores  efficiuntur, 
et  narrat  qualiter  ille  Campaneus  miles  in  ar- 
mit  probatissimus  de  sua  presumens  audacia 
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inuocaiionem  ad  snperos  temperę  necessitatas 
ex  vecordia  tum  et  non  aliter  primitus  prooe- 
nisse  asseruit,  unde  in  obsidione  cluitatis  The- 
barum,  cum  ipse  quodam  die  coram  suis  hosti'- 
bus  ad  debellandum  se  obtulit,  ignis  de  celo 
subito  super  veniens  ipsum  armatom  totaliter 
in  cineres  combussit. 

My  sonnc  in  all  maner  wisa 
Surąuedrie  is  to  despise ; 
Wherof  I  fynde  write  thus. 
The  proud  kuight  Campaneus, 
He  was  of  suche  Surąuedrie, 
That  he  through  his  chiualrie 
Upon  hym  selfe  so  mochell  truste, 
That  to  the  gods  him  ne  Juste 
In  no  ąuarell  to  beseche. 
But  saide,  it  was  an  ydell  speche^ 
Wbiche  cause  was  of  pure  drede 
For  lacke  of  herte,  and  for  no  nede: 
And  vpon  suche  presuinpcion 
He  helde  this  proude  opiniou, 
Tyli  at  the  laste  vpon  a  daie 
AbouŁ  Tbebes,  w  here  he  iaie, 
Whan  it  of  siege  was  beleine, 
This  knight,  as  the  Cronike  seine, 
In  all  maus  sight  there, 
Whan  be  was  proudest  in  his  gere. 
And  thought  nothyng  might  him  derę. 
Fuli  armed  with  his  shelde  and  spere, 
As  he  the  citee  wolde  assaile, 
God  toke  hym  selfe  the  battaile 
Ayenst  his  pride,  and  fro  the  skie 
A  firie  thonder  sodeinly 
He  sende,  and  hym  to  pouder  smote. 
And  thus  the  pride,  whiche  was  hote, 
Whan  he  most  in  his  strength  wende 
Was  brent,  and  tost  withouten  ende. 
So  that  it  proueth  well  therfore, 
The  strength  of  man  is  sonę  lorę. 
But  if  that  he  it  well  gouerne. 
And  ouer  this  a  man  niaie  leroe, 
That  eke  fuli  ofte  tyme  it  greuetb, 
What  that  a  man  him  selfe  beleueth, 
As  though  it  shulde  him  well  beseme, 
That  he  all  other  men  can  deme. 
And  hath  foryete  his  owne  Tice, 
A  tale  of  them  that  be  so  nice, 
And  feignen  them  selfe  to  be  so  wise» 
I  shall  the  tell  in  suche  a  wise : 
Wherof  thou  sbalte  ensample  take, 
That  thou  no  suche  thynge  vndertake. 

Hic  loąuitur  confessor  contra  11  los,  qui  de  8u» 
scientia  presumentes  alionim  condiciones  dtju- 
dicantes  indiscrete  redarguunt,  et  narrat  exem« 
plum  de  quodam  principe  regis  Hungarie  ger- 
mano,  qui  cum  fratrem  suum  pauperibus  io 
publico  Tidit  humiliatum,  ipsum  redargnendo 
in  contrarium  edocere  presumebat,  sed  rex 
omni  sapieńcia  prepoUens,  ipsum  sic  incaute 
presumentem^  ad  bumilitatis  memoriam  teribili 
prouidentia  mitius  castigauit. 

I  FYNDE  vpon  Surquedrie, 

Howe  that  whilom  of  Hungarie 

By  olde  daies  was  a  kynge, 

Wise,  and  honest  in  ^1  thyuge. 

And  so  befelle  vpon  a  daie 

(And  that  was  in  the  moneth  of  Maie) 
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As  thilke  Łyme  it  was  vsance, 
Tbis  kynge,  vith  ooble  porueiance 
Htth  for  hittk  selfe  his  cbare  araied, 
Wberio  he  wolde  ride  amaied. 
Out  of  tłte  citee  for  to  pJaie, 
Włtb  lordes,  and  wiŁh  great  noblale, 
Of  lustie  fulke  tbat  were  yooge, 
Wbere  some  plaide,  and  soin«  spnge. 
And  some  goue,  aud  some  ride, 
Attdaome  pricke  her  hone  side. 
And  bridlcn  them  nowe  in  nowe  out. 
The  kjroge  his  eie  caste  aboute, 
Till  he  was  at  last  ware 
ind  saw  comyng  ageioe  bis  cbare, 
Two  pilgremes  of  so  great  agc, 
Tbat  like  Toto  a  drie  image 
That  werra  pale  and  fade  hewed, 
Aod  as  a  busshe,  whicbe  is  beśpewed, 
Their  berdes  weren  horę  and  wbite : 
Tbere  w&s  of  kynde  but  a  lite 
Tbat  tbei  oe  semen  fully  deade. 
Tb«i  come  to  tbe  kynge^  and  bede 
Some  of  bis  good  pur  cbaritee. 
And  be  with  grcai  bumilitee 
Oat  of  bis  charę  to  grounde  lepte. 
And  tbeiD  in  botb  his  armes  clei^^ 
Aod  kist  them  botb  foote  and  hondę 
Befoie  tbe  lordea  of  bis  londe, 
Aad  yafe  tbem  of  bis  good  thęrto. 
And  wbtn  b6  bath  this  dede  do, 
He  goth  into  his  cbare  ageine. 
Tbo  vas  murmour,  tho  was  disdaigne, 

Tho  was  oomplaint  on  enery  side. 
fbei  laiden  of  their  owne  pride 
EchoBe  till  other,  what  is  this? 
Oor  kynge  hath  do  this  thing  amisse 
So  to  tbose  his  roialtec, 
Thsteoery  man  it  might  see. 
And  bombled  biin  in  suche  a  wisa 
To  them  that  were  of  nonę  emprise. 

Thas  was  it  spoken  to  and  fit> 
Ofthem,  that  were  with  hym  tho 
Ali  priuely  behinde  his  baęke^ 
Bat  to  him  selfe  no  man  spake. 
Tbe  kynges  brotber  in  presence 
Was  tbilke  time,  aiid  great  offenca 
Betoke  tberof,  and  was  tbe  same 
•Abooe  sH  other,  wbiche  moste  blame 
Upoo  bis  liege  lorde  bath  layde. 
And  hath  vnto  the  lordes  saida 
An<n,  u  be  maie  time  flnde : 
Theie  sball  notbynge  be  lefte  bebynde, 
That  be  woli  speke  vnto  the  kynge. 
Nowe  listę  what  fell  Tpon  this  thyng. 
Tbei  Were  merie,  aad  faire  enongh, 
Sdioae  witb  other  plaide  and  lough 
And  feUen  into  tales  newe, 
Hoae  that  tbe  finsshe  floures  grewe, 
And  howe  the  greene  leaues  spronge. 
And  bove  tbat  loae  amonge  the  yooge, 
^ODC  tbe  bertes  tban  wake, 
Aai  enery  birde  bath  cbose  his  make. 
Aod  tbas  the  Maies  daie  to  thende 
Thei  leade,.and  borne  ayene  tbei  wende. 

Tbe  kynge  waa  not  so  soone  come, 
^Tbit  vhau  be  bad  bis  chambre  nome. 
His  brotber  ne  was  redie  tbere. 
And  brought  a  tale  ynto  bis  eare 
^tbat  he  did  suche  a  sbame, 
Ib  Undryng  of  bis  owne  namc : 
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Wban  he  him  selfe  so  wolde  dretche^ 
That  to  so  yile  a  powre  wretcbe 
Him  deignetb  showe  suche  simplesse 
Against  the  state  of  his  noblesse, 
And  saitb,  he  sball  it  no  morę  Tse^ 
And  tbat  be  mote  him  selfe  excuse 
Towarde  his  lordes  euerichane. 

The  kynge  stode  still  as  any  stone^ 
And  to  his  tale  an  eare  he  laida. 
And  thought  morę  tban  be  saide. 
But  netbeles  to  tbat  be  berde 
Weil  curtoisly  the  kynge  answerde 
And  tolde,  it  shulde  ben  amended. 
And  thus  wban  that  their  tale  is  ended^ 
Ali  redy  was  the  borde  and  dothe : 
Tbe  kyuge  vnto  bis  souper  goth 
Amonge  tbe  lordes,  to  the  halL 
And  wban  tbei  hadden  sooped  all, 
Tbei  token  leue,  ajid  fbrtb  thei  go. 
Tbe  kynge  bethought  him  selfe  tho^ 
Howe  he  his  brotber  maie  chastie, 
Tbat  he  through  his  Burquedrie 
Toke  vpon  hondę,  and  to  dipreise 
Humilitee,  wbiche  is  to  preise : 
And  tbervpon  yafe  suche  counseile 
Towarde  his  king,  wbiche  was  vnheiie 
Wherof  to  be  tbe  better  lered 
He  thinketh  to  maken  hsrm  afered^ 

It  fell  80,  tbat  in  tbilke  dawe 
Tbere  was  ordeioed  by  the  lawę 
A  Trompe,  with  a  sterne  breatbi 
Wbiche  was  cleped  the  trompe  of  death: 
And  in  the  Court,  wbere  tbe  kyng  was 
A  certaine  man,  tbis  trompe  of  brassa 
Hath  in  kepyng,  and  tberof  serueth 
That  whan  a  lorde  bis  deatb  deserneth. 
He  sball  this  dredfiill  trumpe  blowe 
Tofbre  his  grate,  aofd  make  it  knowe, 
How  that  the  iugeonent  is  yeue 
Of  deathe,  wbiche  sball  not  be  foryeue. 

Tbe  kynge  whau  it  was  night  anone 
This  man  assent,  and  bad  him  goiia 
To  trumpen  at  his  brotbers  gate. 
And  he,  whicbe  mote  done  algate^ 
Goth  fbortb,  and  doth  the  kyoges  heste. 

This  lorde,  wbiche  berde  of  tbis  tempest, 
That  he  tofore  his  gate  blewe, 
Tho  wist  he  by  the  lawę,  and  knewei 
That  he  was  sekerly  deade, 
And  as  of  belpe  be  wist  ao  redę: 
But  sende  for  his  frendes  all. 
And  tolde  them  bow  it  is  befall 

And  thei  hym  aske  cause  wby. 
But  be  the  sootbc  not,  for  tby 
Ne  wist,  and  tbere  was  sorowe  tho« 
Por  it  stode  tbilke  time  so, 
This  trompe  was  of  suche  sanieoce, 
That  tbere  ayeoe  no  resistence 
Thei  coude  ordeine  by  no  weie, 
That  he  ne  mote  algate  deie: 
But  if  so  tbat  be  maie  purchace 
To  gette  his  fiege  lordes  grace: 
Their  wittes  tberupon  thei  cast. 
And  ben  appointed  at  last. 

Tbis  lorde  a  worthie  ladie  bad 
Unto  bts  wife,  wbiche  also  drad 
Hir  lordes  deathe  and  children  tfue 
Betwene  hem  two  thei  bad  aliuc^ 
Tbat  weren  yonge,  and  tender  of  age. 
And  of  stature,  and  of  risage. 
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Right  laire  and  lustie  on  to  see. 

Tho  casten  thei,  that  he  and  shee, 
Foorthe  with  thetr  children  on  the  morowe, 
As  thei  that  were  fuli  of  aorowe, 
AU  oaked  but  of  tmocke  aod  sherte, 
To  tendre  with  the  kynges  bertę. 
His  grace  sbuld  go  to  seche, 
And  pardon  of  the  death  beseche. 

Thns  passen  thei  that  wofnlł  night. 
Ąnd  eriy  whan  thei  sawe  it  light, 
Thei  gone  them  iborth  in  suche  a  wise, 
As  thou  tofore  hast  herde  diuisc, 
AU  naked,  but  their  shertes  one 
Thei  wepte,  and  madę  muchę  monę. 
Their  heare  hanged  about  their  eares, 
With  sobbynge,  and  with  sorye  teares 
Thłs  lorde  goth  then  an  humble  pas, 
That  whilom  proude  and  noble  was  : 
"Wherof  the  citee  sore  a  flight, 
Of  them  that  sawen  thilke  sight 
And  nethelesse  all  openly 
With  suche  wepyng,  and  with  suche  crie, 
Foorth  wtth  his  children » and  his  wife 
He  goth  to  praie  for  his  life. 

Unto  the  court  whan  thei  be  eome. 
And  men  therin  haue  hied  nome. 
There  was  no  wight,  if  he  them  sie 
From  water  might  kepe  his  eie 
For  sorowe,  whicbe  thei  maden  tho. 

The  kyng  supposeth  of  this  wo,' 
And  feigncth,  as  he  nonght  ne  wist.^ 
But  netheles  at  his  ypriste 
Men  tolde  him,  howe  it  ferde. 
And  whan  that  he  this  wondcr  herde, 
In  hast  he  goth  in  to  the  halle: 
And  all  at  ones  downe  thei  falle, 
If  any  pitee  maie  be  founde. 
The  kyng,  which  seeth  them  go  to  gronnde, 
Hath  asked  them  what  is  the  fere, 
Why  thei  be  so  dispoiied  there. 

His  brother  saide,  A  lorde  mercy, 
I  wote  nonę  other  caose  why, 
But  oąely  that  this  night  fu  U  late 
The  trompe  of  deathe  was  at  my  gate, 
In  token  that  I  sbulde  die. 
Thus  we  be  come  for  to  preye, 
That  ye  my  worldes  deathe  respite. 

Ha  foole,  how  thou  art  for  to  wite, 
The  kynge  ruto  his  bróther  stfide, 
That  thou  arte  of  so  litell  fraide, 
That  onely  for  a  trompes  sowne 
9ath  gone  dispoiied  throngh  the  towne. 
Thou,  and  thy  wife  in  suche  monerc, 
Foorthe  with  thy  children  that  ben  here 
In  sight  of  all  men  aboute: 
For  that  thou  sayst,  thou  art  in  doubt 
Of  death,  whiche  stant  vnder  the  lawe 
Of  man,  and  man  maie  it  witbdrawe, 
So  that  it  maie  perchance  faile. 
Nowe  shalt  thou  not  for  thy  meruaile 
That  I  downe  from  my  charę  alight, 
Whan  I  bebelde  to  fore  my  sight, 
In  them  that  were  of  so  great  age, 
Myn  owne  dethe  through  their  ymage, 
Whicbe  god  hath  set  by  lawe  of  kynde, 
Wherof  I  maie  no  boote'  finde. 
For  wełl  I  wote,  suche  as  thei  bee, 
Right  suche  am  I  in  my  degree, 
Of  flesshe,  and  bloud,  and  so  sfaall  daie. 
And  thos  though  I  that  lawe  obeie. 


Of  whiche  that  kynges  be  put  vnder, 
It  ought  be  well  tńe  lesse  wonder 
Than  thou,  whiche  arte  withont  nede 
For  lawe  of  londe  in  suche  a  drede: 
Whiche  for  to  accompte  is  but  a  iape, 
As  thing,  which  thou  might  ouerscape. 
For  thy  my  brother  afler  this 
I  redę,  that  sethen,  that  so  is, 
That  thou  canst  drede  a  man  so  sore, 
Drede  god  with  all  thyn  hcrtn  morę. 
For  all  shall  die,  and  all  shall  paSse, 
As  well  a  lyon  as  an  asse : 
As  well  a  begger  as  a  lorde 
Towardes  deathe  in  one  accorde 
Thei  shall  stonde,  aod  in  this  wise 
The  kynge  with  hi^  wordes  wise, 
His  brother  taught,  and  all  foryeue. 

COKFSaSOR. 

F<5r  thy  my  sonne  if  thou  wolt  Itoe 
In  vertue,  thou  most  vice  eschewe. 
And  with  lowe  bertę  humblesse  sewe, 
So  that  tbou  be  not  surąuedous. 

AMANS. 

My  fatber  I  am  amoron^, 
Wberof  f  wolde  you  beseche, 
That  ye  me  by  some  waie  l^ache, 
Whiche  might  in  loues  c&tfe  stande. 

GONFBftSOft. 

My  ionne  thou  sbalte  vo  Jer^nde, 
In  loue,  and  other  thvng«fs  all 
If  that  sorqu6dry  fali, 
It  maie  to  him  not  well  betlde, 
Which  Tseth  thilke  vice  ofpride, 
Whiche  toufneth  wisedome  to  wenyng. 
And  sothfestnes  iuto  lesynge 
Through  foule  imaginaćion. 
And  for  thyn  enformacion, 
That  thou  this  Tice  (as  I  the  redę) 
Eschewe  sbalte,  a  tale  1  re<Ie, 
Whiche  felle  whilom  by  daies  olde, 
So  as  the  olerke  Ouide  tolde. 

Hic  in  speciali  trectat  Confcssor  cnm  Amante 
contra  illos,  qui  de  propria  formositate  presa- 
mentes  amorem  mulieris  dedignantnr.  Et  nar- 
rat  exemplum,'  qualiter  cuiusdam  principis 
filius  Nomine  Narcissus  estioo  tempore,  cum 
ipse  yenationis  causa  quendam  ceruum  solua 
cum  suis  canibus  eiagitaret,  in  granem  sitim 
incurrens  neces^itate  compolsus  ad  bibendum 
de  quodam  fonte  pronus  incliuauit:  vbi  ipse 
faciem  suam  puichemmam  in  aqua  percipiens 
putabat  se  per  boc  illam  Nimpham,  quara  poetę 
Echo  Tocant  in  flumine  coram  suis  oculis  eon-, 
.spexisse,  de  cutus  amore  confestim  Iaqueatus,  vt 
ipsam  ad  se  de  fonte  extraberet,  pluribus  blati- 
dictis  adulabatur,  sed  cum  illud  nullatenus  per- 
ficere  potuit,  pras  nimio  languore  de6cien» 
contra  lapides  ibidem  adiacentes  caput  exuer« 
berans  cerebram  effudit. 

Thbre  was  t^hilom  a  lordes  sonne, 
Whiche  of  his  pride  a  vice  wonne 
Hath  caught,  that  worthie  to  his  liche. 
To  sechen  all  the  worldes  riche 
There  was  no  woman  for  to  loue, 
So  high  he  set  him  selfe  abooa 
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Or  fliatert,  aad  of  beautee  bótb«, 
That  fańB  tfaoiif:ht  aU  women  totbe. 
S»  wss  tkeic  BO  comparisoD, 
As  towaittfe  Iw  condkaoB. 

TMb  yoDge  lorde  Naret«tM  higbt, 
Mo  itrengtii  of  loae  bove  miglit 
Mis  beite,  whiefa  is  viia^icd. 
Bat  at  iaato  be  was  bezład. 
For  of  tht  goMet  purueiaBce 
it  feile  laiB  on  a  daie  perdiance, 
Tbat  he  in  all  bis  proude  §are, 
UntD  tiw  fnett  f:an  to  farę 
Amonge  otker,  tfaat  tfaere  wara, 
1V>  bonty  and  disporte  bhn  there. 
And  wfaaa  be  caBie  hi  to  the  place, 
WlMre  tbat  be  walde  make  hń  cbaea, 
Tlif  bouadcs  were  wikfain  a  tbrowe 
Uaconpied,  aud  tbe  boraes  blowe. 
The  great  herte  aoone  was  fouiKle, 
Witb  swifte  feete  iietxm  the  grounde: 
And  be  wilh  spore  in  hOise  side, 
Him  hastetb  ćiste  for  to  ride, 
Tin  all  men  be  leifte  behynde. 
And  as  he  rode  vnder  a  lynde 
Beńde  a  rocbe,  as  I  the  tell» 
He  sawe  wbere  spronge  a  lustie  wsfl. 
Tbe  daie  was  wondre  botte  withall, 
And  suche  a  thorste  «as  on  him  fali, 
Tbat  be  must  otber  die  or  driolEe. 
And  downe  he  li ght,  and  by  tbe  brinke 
He  tide  bis  bors  vBto  a  braoche 
And  laide  bim  lowe  lor  to  stancbe. 
His  tbarst:  And  as  he  cast  his  loke 
Into  the  well,  and  hede  toke, 
He  sawe  the  like  of  bis  viaBge, 
And  wende  there  were  an  ynu^e 
Of  siicbe  a  nyropbe,  as  tho  was  fay  e 
Wberof  that  loue  his  herte  assaye 
Bcgan,  as  it  was  after  sene 
Of  his  Botie,  and  madę  bim  wsne 
It  were  a  woman,  that  he  ligbe. 
Tbe  morę  that  be  came  the  well  nigb, 
Tlie  nerę  came  she  Xo  him  ageine: 
So  wist  he  neuer  what  to  seine. 
For  whan  be  wepte»  h£  sawe  hir  wepe, 
And  whan  be  cried,  he  toke  good  kepe, 
Tbe  same  worde  she  cried  also. 
And  tbns  begaa  tbe  newe  wo, 
Tbat  wbilom  was  tó  him  so  strange. 
Tbo  madę  him  looe  and  harde  eschange 
To  set  his  h^prte,  and  to  begynne 
Thyng,  whiche  he  might  neuer  wynne. 
And  euer  amonge  be  gan  to  loute. 
And  praieth,  that  she  to  him  come  ont 
And  otber  while  he  goth  a  fene, 
And  otber  while  he  draweth  nerre: 
And  eoer  be  ibnde  hir  in  o  place. 
He  wepetb,  he  crietb»  he  askeili  grace, 
There  as  he  might  gette  nonę. 
So  that  ayene  a  rocba  of  stone, 
As  ha  tbat  knewe  nonę  other  reade 
Be  smote  him  selfe  till  he  was  deade : 
Wberof  the  Nymphes  of  the  welles,      , 
And  otber  that  there  weren  els 
Unto  the  wodes  belongende, 
Tbe  bodie,  wbichę  was  deade  lyggende. 
For  pure  pitee,  tbat  thet  haue, 
Under  grane  thei  begraue. 
And  than  out  of  his  sepulture 
Tbere  spronge  anone  peranenture 


Of  floures  suche  a  wonder  sight, 
That  men  ensample  take  might 
Upon  tbe  dedes,  wbich  he  dede.  * 

And  tho  was  sene  in  other  stede : 
For  in  tbe  wynter  fresshe  aod  fttire 
The  floures  bene,  wbiche  is  contraire 
To  kynde,  and  so  was  the  folie, 
Whiche  fell  of  his  surquedrie. 

Thus  he,  whiche  loue  had  in  disdelgne 
Warst  of  all  other  was  beseine. 
And  as  he  set  his  price  most  bie, 
He  was  lest  worthie  in  loues  eie, 
Aod  most  be  iaped  i  o  bis  witte, 
Wberof  tbe  remembrance  is  yet: 
So  that  tbou* might  ensample  take, 
And  eke  all  otber  for  his  sake. 


My  father,  as  tbnchende  of  mee, 
This  vice  I  thinke  for  to  flee, 
Whiche  of  his  wenyng  euer  troweth. 
And  namelich  of  tbing,  whiche  growetb 
In  loues  cause^  or  well  or  wo : 
Yet  prided  in  me  neuer  so. 
Bot  wolde  god  that  graoe  sende, 
That  towarde  me  my  lady  wende, 
As  1  towardes  hir  wenę. 
My  looe  shulde  so  be  sene,      ^ 
There  shulde  go  no  pride  a  plaee. 
But  I  am  farre  fro  thilke  grece. 
And  for  to  speake  of  tyme  nowe, 
So  mote  I  suffre,  I  preie  yon, 
That  ye  woli  aske  on  other  side, 
If  tbere  be  any  point  of  pride : 
Wberof  it  nedetb  me  to  be  sbriue. 

CONFBIMML 

My  sonne,  god  it  the  fbryeue, 
If  tbou  haue  any  thynge  mysdo 
Toucbend  of  this:  but  enermo 
Ther  is  anotber  yet  of  pride, 
Wbiche  neuer  coude  his  woides  hide, 
That  he  ne  wolde  bym  selfe  auanot: 
There  maie  nothioge  his  tonge  daont^ 
That  he  ne  clappeth  as  a  belle, 
Wberof  if  tbou  wolt  that  1  telle, 
It  is  behouely  for  to  here, 
So  that  tbou  might  thy  tonge  stere 
Toward  the  worlde,  and  stande  in  grace: 
Wbich  lacketh  ofte  in  many  a  place* 
To  bym  that  cao  not  sittestUl, 
Whiche  els  shulde  haue  all  his  wilL 

Magniloque  propriam  minnit  iactantiser  IrngDc, 
Famam  qnam  stabilem  firmat  bonore  sileni, 

Ipse  sui  landem  meriti  non  perciptt,  Tnde 
Se  sua  per  yerba  iactat  ra  oibe  pałam, 

Est  que  viri  cnlpa  iactantia,  qu«mbiiactas 
In  muliere  reas  cansathabere  genas 

Hic  loquitur  de  qnarta  spocie  supeibie,  que  iac- 
tantia dicitur,  ex  cuios  natuia  causator,  rt 
homo  de  le  ipso  testimonium  perhibens,  suarum 
Tirtatum  merita  de  laude  in  cnlpam  transfert  et 
suam  famam  cum  extollere  velletf  illam  proprio 
ore  subuartit.  Sed  et  Yenus  <»  araorb  causa  de 
isto  vicio  maculatos  a  sua  cnria  super  oames 
alios  abborreos  espellit,  et  eocum  multiloqoium 
Terecundia  detestatur,  ynde  Confessor  Ama* 
oppooens  materiam  plenius  dedarat. 
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The  vice  cleped  auantauce, 
With  pride  batb  take  his  acąueintance. 
So  tbat  his  owne  price  he  lassetb, 
Whan  he  suche  mesiii%  ouerpasseth, 
Thai  be  bis  owne  heraulde  it, 
That  flrst  was  well,  is  than  amiise^ 
That  tiras  Łhanke  worthie,  w  than  blamc :  . 
And  thua  the  worshippe  of  his  name, 
Through  pride  of  his  auantrie, 
He  tóaraeth  into  vilonie. 

I  rede^  howe  that  this  proude  vice 
Hath  thilke  hantin  bis  office, 
Through  whiche  the  blastes  that  he  blowcth 
^he  mans  (ame  h«  ouerthroweth 
Of  vertae,  whiche  shulde  els  sprynge. 
Unto  the  worldes  knowlegyng: 
But  he  fordothe  it  all  to  sore. 
And  right  of  suche  maner  lorę 
lliere  ben  louers,  for  thy  if  thoa 
Arte  oue  of  hem,  tell  and  saie  hoilfe, 
l^han  thou  hast  taken  any  thynge 
Of  loues  yefie,  or  ouche^  or  rypge, 
Or  toke  vpon  the  for  the  colde 
Some  goodly  worde  that  the  was  tolde 
Of  frendly  chere,  or  token,  or  tetter, 
Wherof  thyn  herte  was  the  better. 
Of  tbat  she  sent  the  gretyng 
Hast  thou  for  pride  of  thy  lykyng 
Madę  thyn  auaunt,  wbere  as  the  tiste  i 

AAAKI. 

I  wolde  father  thdt  ye  wist, 

l^y  conscience  lyeth  oot  here: 

Yet  had  1  neucr  sUche  mattere, 

Wherof  niyn  herte  mygbt  amencle. 

Kot  of  BO  muchę  as  she  sende 

By  mouth,ąnd  saide,  Grete  him  welL 

And  tbus  for  that  there  is  no  dele, 

'U'hen>f  to  make  tnine  auaimt, 

It  is  to  reason  accordauni, 

That  I  maie  neuer,  but  I  lie, 

Of  loue  make  auauntrie. 

I  wote  not  wbat  1  shulde  haue  óo* 

If  that  1  bad  encheson  so, 

As  y  e  haue  saide  here  many  one : 

But  I  fond  cause  neuer  nonę 

But  dauuger,  whiche  me  wełnie  slough ; 

Therof  I  coutb  tell  enough. 

And  of  nonę  otber  auantaunce : 

Tbus  nedetb  me  no  repentaunce* 

Kowe  asketb  forther  of  my  life: 

For  herof  am  I  not  giltife. 

My  sonne,  I  am  well  paid  with  all. 
Fof  wite  it  well  in  speciaJI, 
Tbat  looe  of  his  Teraie  iustice, 
Aboue  all  other  ayeue  this  vice, 
At  all  times  most  debateth 
With  all  his  berte:  and  most  it  hateth: 
And  eke  in  all  maner  wise 
Auauntrie  is  to  despise, 
As  by  ensample  thou  migbt  wHte, 
'Whiche  I  fynde  in  the  bokes  writte^ 

Hic  poołt  confessor  esemplnm  contra  illos,  qui 
Tel  de  flua  in  armis  pfobitate,  vel  de  sno  in 
amoris  cansa  desiderio  completo  se  iactant,  £t 
narrat  qQ8liter  Aibinns  primus  rex  Łongo  bar-> 
dorum  cum  ipae  ąuendam  altum  regem  nomine 
Gurmundum  in  bello  morientem  triumpbasset, 
tMtai»  capitis  defiwoti  auferena  ^iphom  ex  ca 


gemmis  et  auro  circnnlligatiimitt  sileTietori^ 
meraoriam  fkbricari  constitntt,  in  super  et  ipaiotf 
Gurmundi  filiam  Rosemundam  rapiens,  msua^ 
tali  tboro  m  coniugem  sibi  oopilauit.  Unde  ipao 
Albino  postca  coram  sui  regni  nobilibos  in  rao 
regali  conoiuio  sadente  dicti  Gurmundi  ciphank 
infuso  vino  ad  se  inter  epulas  afferri  iussit,  quem 
sumptum  vxori  sue  regine  porreKH  dicens.  Bibę 
cum  patre  tuo»  quod  et  ipsa  buioimodi  operis 
ignara  fedi.  ftuo  facto  rex  statim  snpiśr  his 
que  priiis  gęsta  fuerant  caactti  aadientibus 
per  singula  se  iactautt.  Regina  vero  cum  talisl 
audisset  animocdato  iactnm  obhorrens  in  mor- 
tern  domini  sniregis  circunalspectAiadustriacon* 
spiiauit  Ipsumque  auxiliantibos  Glodesida  et 
Helmege  breui  sub  secnto  tempore  interfecit, 
cttius  mortem  dux  rauenensis  tam  in  corpatf 
regine  quam  iuorum  Isntonun  pottea  ▼!»•« 
dicauit« 

Of  them,  that  we  lumbardes  now  call^ 

Albiuus  was  the  firste  of  all, 

Whicb  bare  crowne  of  Lumbardie^ 

And  was  of  g^reat  chiualrie 

In  warre  ageiąst  diuers  kyngeś. 

So  felle  amonge  other  thynges, 

That  he  that  time  a  warre  had 

With  Gurraund,  which  the  Geptes  lad^ 

And  was  a  mightie  kynge  alsos 

But  netbeles  it  fell  bym  so, 

Albinus  slough  him  in  the  fblde, 

Ther  balpe  him  noCber  apere  ne  shelde^ 

Tbat  be  ne  smote  bis  head  of  than, 

Wherof  he  toke  away  the  pannę: 

Of  whiche  he  saide  he  wolde  make' 

A  cuppe,  for  Gurmundes  sake. 

To  kepe  and  drawe  in  to  memorie 

Of  his  bataile  the  victorie« 

And  thiis  when  he  the  felde  had  wonnej 

The  londe  anon  was  ouerronne. 

And  seised  in  his  owne  hondę, 

Wbere  be  Giirmundes  doughter  fonde^ 

Whiche  maide  Rosamunde  hight^ 

And  i\  as  in  euery  maur  sight 

A  faire,  freashe,  a  lustie  one. 

His  berte  filt  to  ber  snone, 

And  suche  a  loue  on  hir  he  carst^ 

That  he  hir  wedded  at  the  laste. 

And  afker  tbot  longe  time  in  reste 

With  hir  he  dwełleth,  and  to  the  beMe 

They  loue  ecłie  otber  wonder  wele: 

But  she,  whiche  kepeth  the  blynd  whele, 

Venus,  whcn  tbei  be  moste  aboue 

In  all  the  hottest  of  ber  loue, 

Hir  whele  she  tometh,  and  thei  fell 

In  the  maner  as  I  sball  tell. 

This  kynge,  whiche  stode  in  all  his  weltlv 

Of  pees,  of  Worship,  and  of  heTtb,- 

And  felt  him  on  no  side  erened, 

As  he  that  hath  his  worlde  acheued  ; 

Tbo  thought  be  wolde  a  feast  make. 

And  tbat  was  for  bis  wiues  sake, 

That  she  the  lordes  of  the  feste 

That  were  obeisant  to  his  heste, 

Maić  knowe :  and  so  foorth  there  vpoii 

He  let  ordeine,  and  sent 'anon 

By  letters,  and  by  messengers. 

And  wamed  all  his  officers,  * 

That  euery  thynge  be  well  araide!' 

The  great  stedeH  were  assMd* 
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For  instyDge  aod  for  tornament. 
And  maojr  a  perled  garuement 
Efflbrouded  was  againe  the  daie, 
The  loidet  id  their  be<te  araie 
Be  comen  at  tbe  tima  sette. 
One  iosteth  well  an  otber  bet, 
Aod  other  wfaile  thei  tomei : 
And  thoa  tbei  casŁ  care  awey, 
Aod  token  lustes  Tpon  hondę. 
And  after  thou  shalt  ynderatonde^ 
To  metę  into  tbe  kyoges  halle 
Tbei  comen,  aa  tbei  be  bidden  all. 
And  whan  tbei  were  sette  and  leroed, 
Tbao  after,  as  it  was  deaerued, 
To  tbem,  tbat  4rortbie  knigbtes  were, 
1)0  as  tbei  settau  berę  and  there, 
Tbe  pr ice  was  youen,  and  spoken  oat 
AmoDge  tbe  hetaades  all  about. 
And  tbua  tienethe,  and  eke  aboue 
All  was  of  armes  and  of  loue, 
Wherof  about  at  bonrdes 
Men  bad  maoy  sondrie  wordes, 
Tbat  of  tbe  mirtbe,  wbiche  thei  madę, 
Tbe  kyi^e  bim  selfe  began  to  gladc 
Within  bis  berte^  and  toke  a  pridet 
And  sawe  the  cnppe  stonde  aside, 
Wtiiche  madę  was  of  Gurmondes  bead, 
As  ye  haoe  berde  whan  be  was  dead : 
And  was  with  golde  and  riclie  stones 
Beaet  and  tKHioóte  for  tbe  nones. 
And  stode  Tpon  a  foote  on  bighte 
Of  bomed  golde,  and  with  great  sligbt 
Of  werkmensbip  it  was  begraue 
Of  sacbe  woike,  as  it  sbulde  hauej 
And  polissbed  was  eke  so  clene, 
Tbat  no  ngne  of  tbe  scuUe  was  sene, 
Bot  as  it  were  a  grips  eie. 

Tbe  kyngbadde  beare  his  coppe  aweie, 
Whidie  stode  before  bym  on  the  borde, 
And  fette  tbflke  vpon  his  worde. 

Tbe  scnUe  is  fette,  and  wine  tberin, 
Wberof  be  badde  bis  wife  beginne, 
Driake  witb  thy  &ther,  damę  be  saide. 
And  sbe  to  bis  byddyiig  obeide. 
And  toke  the  scolle,  aod  what  hir  listę 
Sbe  drinketb,  as  ^be,  wbiche  nothyng  wist 
What  cnp  it  was :  and  than  all  out 
Tbe  kynae  in  aadience  abont 
Hath  toldey  it  was  bir  lathers  scnlle, 
ft>  tbat  the  lordes  knowe  shall 
Of  kts  bataile  a  sooth  witnesse, 
Aod  nsade  anant  througb  what  prowet 
He  hath  hu  wioey  lone  wonne, 
Wkicbe  of  tbe  senlle  batb  so  b^gonne. 
Tba  was  tbere  mocbell  pride  alofte, 
Thei  speaken  all,  and  she  was  softe, 
Tbinkende  on  t|ulke  vnkynde  pride, 
Of  tbat  hir  lorde,  so  nigh  hir  side 
Aaanteth  hym,  tbat  hf  batb  slaine, 
Aad  piked  out  bir  fathers  braine, 
And  of  tbe  scutle  batb  madę  a  cuppe. 
Sbe  saffered  ąll  till  thei  were  vppe. 
And  tbo  sbe  )iatb  sekenesse  feigned, 
Aad  gotb  to  cbambre,  and  batb  compleioed 
Ihito  a  maide,  whiebe  she  trust. 
80  tbat  nonę  otber  wtghte  it  wust. 
this  maide  Glodeside  is  bota. 
To  wbome  this  ladie  batb  bybote, 
Of  ladiship  all  tbat  sbe  can, 
Tp  tąeDgea  bir  Tpofi  tbiv  man^ 


Whiche  did  hir  drinke  in  suche  a  plite 
Amonge  tbem  all  for  despita 
Of  hir,  and  of  bir  fatlier  bothe, 
Wherof  hir  tboughtes  ben  so  wrothe, 
She  saith,  that  she  shall  not  be  glad, 
Till  that  she  se  hym  so  bestad, 
That  he  no  morę  make  auauot. 
And  thus  thei  fc)l  in  couenaunt, 
Tbat  thei  acorden  at  tbe  laste 
With  suche  wiles,  as  thei  caste,  * 
That  thei  ivoll  gette  of  their  accordo 
Some  orped  knight  to  sle  this  lorde. 
And  with  tbis  sleight  thei  begynne 
Howe  thei  Helmege  might  wynne, 
Whiebe  was  the  kynges  botiler, 
A  proode  aod  a  lustie  bachiller: 
Anid  Glodeside  he  loueth  bota, 
And  she  to  make  bym  morę  assote, 
Hir  loue  graunteth,  and  by  night 
Thei  shape  howe  thei  tu  geder  mig)xt 
A  bedde  matę:  and  done  it  was. 

The  same  night,  and  in  this  cas 
Tbe  queene  hir  selfe,  the  night  seconde 
Went  in  bir  stede,  and  there  she  fonde 
A  chaumber  derkę  without  light. 
And  gotb  to  bedde  to- this  knight^ 
And  he  to  kepe  his  obseruanoe 
1  o  loue,  doth  his  obejsanoa. 
And  weneth  It  be  Glodeside 
And  she  than  after  laie  a  side, 
And  axeth  hym,  what  he  batb  do, 
And  «ho  she  was,  she  tolde  bym  tbo. 
And  saidc  Helmege,  I  am  the  queene. 
Nowe  shall  thy  loue  well  besene 
Of  that  thou  hast  thy  will  wrought, 
Or  it  shall  sore  ben  abought, 
Or  thou  shalt  worche,  as  I  the  saie. 
And  if  thou  wolt  by  suche  a  waie 
Do  my  plesance,  and  holde  it  still, 
For  eu«r  1  shall  ben  at  thy  will 
Both  I,  and  all  minę  heritage. 
Anone  the  wilde  loues  ragę, 
In  whiche  no  man  bim  oan  gouemei 
Madę  hym,  that  he  can  not  weme^ 
But  iell  all  hoUe  to  bir  a^sent. 
And  thus  the  whele  is  all  misweiit, 
The  whiche  fortunę  hath  vpon  hondę 
("or  howe  that  euer  it  after  stonde, 
Thei  shope  amonge  theni  suche  a  wil^ 
The  kynge  was  d^ad  within  a  while, 
So  slily  cam^  \t  not  aboute, 
That  thei  ne  ben  discouered  out, 
So  that  itthought  tbem  for  the  best 
To  flee,  for  there  was  no  reste. 
And  thus  the  tresour  of  the  \ynge 
Thei  trusse,  aod  muchę  other  tbynge. 
And  with  a  certaine  felowsbip 
Thei  fled,  aod  went  awey  by  ship. 
And  helde  their  pigbtcourse  from  tben 
Till  that  thei  comen  to  Rauenne, 
Wbere  thei  the  diikes  helpe  sought. 
And  he,  so  as  thei  bim  besougbt, 
A  place  graunteth  for  to  dwell. 
But  after,  when  he  herd  tell 
Of  the  maner,  howe  thei  haue  dą, 
The  duke  l^t  shape  for  tbem  so, 
That  of  a  poiąon,  whiche  thei  dronke 
Thei  badden  that  thei  han  beswonke. 
And  all  this  madę  auant  of  pride. 
(^ood  is  therfore  a  mainto  ^ide 
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His  owne  price :  for  if  hc  speakei 

He  maie  lighteliche  bis  tbaoke  breake. 

In  annes  Jyeth  nonę  auao tance  . 

To  bim,  whicb  thinketh  bis  name  auance. 

And  be  renomed  of  bis  dede. 

And  aiso  wbo  tbat  thinketh  to  spede 

Of  loae,  be  maie  not  him  auaunte. 

For  wbat  man  thilke  rice  baunte^ 

His  purpose  sball  fiill  ofte  faile: 

In  armes  be  tbat  woli  trauaile, 

Or  elles  lones  grace  atteine, 

His  lose  tonge  l^e  mote  restreine, 

Wbiche  bearetb  of  his  bonour  tbe  keie. 

For  thy  my  sonne  in  all  weie 
Take  right  good  bede  of  tbis  mattere. 

I  tbanke  you  my  68ttber  derę, 
.  Tbis  scboJe  is  of  a  gestyll  lore: 
And  if  tbere  be  onght  elles  morę 
''  Of  pride,  wbiche  I  sball  eschewe, 
Kowe  axeth  forth,  aod  1  woli  shewe 
What  thynge,  tbat  ye  me  woli  enfprme. 

COHFBSSOR. 

My  Bonne  yet  m  other  formę 
There  is  a  Tice  of  prides  lore, 
Whiche  like  an  bawke,  whan  be  will  aore, 
Fleeth  Tp  on  high  in  his  delices 
After  tbe  likyng  of  his  rices. 
And  woli  no  mans  reaaon  knowe, 
Tiil  be  downe  fali,  and  ooerthrowe. 
Tbis  yice  Vainglorie  isbote, 
Wherof  my  sonne  I  tbe  bybote 
'  To  trete  aod  speke  in  sncbe  a  wise, 
That  thou  tbe  might  bctter  auise. 

Gloria  perpetuos  pregnat  muodana  dolores, 

fiui  tamen  est  ranus  gaudia  vana  cupH. 
Eius  amicitiam»  quem  gloria  tollit  inanis, 

Non  sine  blandioiis  planus  ha^bit  homo. 
Yerbis  compositis  qui  scit  strigila  re  fauellam, 

Scandere  fallata  iura  valebit  eques. 
Sic  in  amore  magis  qui  blanda  subornat  in  ore 

Verba,  per  boc  brauiom  quod4nequit,  alter  habet, 
Et  tamen  ornatos  cantas,  Tarios  que  paratus, 

Łeta  que  corda  suis  legibus  c^tat  aoior. 

• 

Hic  loąuitur  de  ąuintaspeciesuperbie,  que  luanis 

gloria  Tocatur.    Et  eiusdem  vicii  naturam  primo 

describens  super  eodem  in  amoris  causa  Con- 

fessor  amanti  consequenter  opponit. 

The  proude  Tice  of  yainglorie 

Remembreth  nought  of  purgatorie, 

His  worides  ioyes  ben  so  great 

Him  thinketh  of  heuen  no  beyete. 

Tbis  liues  pompę  is  all  bis  pes, 

Yet  sball  he  deie  netheles, 

And  therof  thinketh  he  but  a  lite. 

For  all  his  lust  is  to  delite 

In  newe  thynges,  proude  and  raine, 

As  forfoortb  as  he  maie  attaine 

I  trowe,  if  tbat  be  might  make 

His  bodie  newe,  he  wolde  take 

A  newe  formę,  and  leaue  his  olde.  • 

For  what  tbyng,  that  he  maie  beholde, 

The  wbiche  to  comon  yse  is  strange, 

Anon  his  dde  guise  change 

He  woli,  and  falle  thenrpon, 

Like  vnto  the  Camelion 


Wbiche  ypon  euery  sondrie  hewe, 

That  be  iM&hoU,  be  mote  newe   , 

His  coloor :  and  tbus  ynauised 

Fuli  ofle  tyme  be  stant  disguised 

Morę  joylife  than  the  byide  in  Maie: 

He  maketli  him  euer  fresshe  and  gaie» 

And  dotb  all  bis  araie  disguyse, 

So  that  of  bym  tbe  newe  gayse 

Of  lusty  folke  all  other  take. 

And  eke  be  can  caroUes  make, 

Roundel,  balade,  and  Terelaie, 

And  with  all  tbis,  if  that  be  maie 

Of  loue  gete  bim  auantage. 

Anone  be  waxt  of  bis  corage, 

So  ouer  glad,  that  of  his  ende 

He  thinketh  there  is  no  deth  comende. 

For  be  hatb  than  at  all  tide 

Of  loue  suche  maner  pride,  * 

Him  thinketli  his  ioy  is  endeles, 

CONFBSSOR. 

Kow  sbriue  tbe  sonne  in  froddes  pees. 
And  of  thy  loue  telle  me  plaine, 
Yf  that  thy  glorie  hatb  be  po  TaiBe. 

AMAHS. 

My  fither  as  toiKhend  of  all, 
I  maie  not  weil^  ne  nooghten  sball, 
Of  Taine  glorie  excase  mee, 
That  I  ne  baue  for  loue  bee 
The  better  adressyd  and  araide: ' 
And  aIso  I  baue  ofte  assaide 
Roundel,  balades,  and  rerelaie 
For  hir,  on  whom  myn  bert  laie. 
To  make,  and  also  for  to  peinte 
Carollis  with  my  wordes  queinte 
To  set  my  purpose  alofte. 
And  tbus  I  sange  tbem  forth  fitll  ofte 
In  halle,  and  eke  in  ehambre  aboute. 
And  madę  mery  amonge  tbe  ronte. 

But  yet  ne  ferde  I  not  tbe  bet: 
Thus  was  my  glorie  in  vaine  beset 
Of  all  the  ioy  tbat  I  madę, 
For  when  I  wolde  with  hir  glade. 
And  of  hir  loue  songes  make : 
She  saide,  it  was  not  for  hir  sake. 
And  listę  not  my  songes  berę, 
Ne  witen,  what  the  wordes  were. 
So  for  to  speke  of  myn  arraie 
Yet  coude  I  neuer  be  śo  gaie, 
Ne  80  well  make  a  songe  of  loue, 
Wberof  I  might  ben  aboae. 
And  baue  encbeson  to  be  gladde: 
But  rather  I  am  ofte  adradde 
For  sorow,  that  she  saith  me  nai^ 

And  netheles  I  \roll  not  sale, 
Tbat  I  nam  gladde  on  other  side. 
For  famę,  tbat  can  notbyng  hide, 
All  daie  woli  bring  Tnto  myn  ene 
Of  that  men  speken  berę  and  there» 
How  that  my  lady  bearetb  tbe  price» 
How  she  is  foire,  how  she  is  wise, 
How  she  is  womanliche  of  cbere: 
Of  all  tbis  tbing-  wban  1  maie  here, 
What  wonder  is  thougb  I  be  foine  ł 
And  eke  when  I -maie  here  saine 

ITidynges  of  my  ladies  hele, 
All  thougb  I  maie  not  with  bir  dele  ; 
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Tet  am  I  wonder  g lad  of  that. 
For  wen  I  wote  hir  good  estate, 
As  for  tbat  ty  me  I  dare  well  swere^ 
Nonę  otber  aorowe  maie  me  derę. 
Tbus  am  1  gladed  io  this  wise. 
But  £ither  of  your  lores  wise, 
Of  whiche  ye  be  fully  taught, 
Nowe  telle  me  if  ye  thinkc  oaght 
That  I  therof  am  to  wite, 

Of  that  tbere  is,  I  the  acquite 
My  sonne,  he  saide:  and  for  thy  good 
I  woil  tfiat  Łhou  vnderstode. 
For  I  thioke  vpon  tbis  mattere 
To  tell  a  tale,  as  tbou  sbalt  here, 
Howe  tbatageine  this  proud  Tice 
Tbe  high  god»  of  bis  justice, 
Is  wroŁbe,  and  great  vengeance  dooth. 
Nowe  herken  a  tale,  whiche  is  sooth, 
Tbongh  U  be  noaght  of  loues  kincle, 
A  great  ensample  tbou  sbalt  finde 
This  yaine  glorie  for  to  flee, 
Wbicb  is  so  fuli  of  Taoitce. 

Homani  generis  cum  sit  tibi  gloria  maior, 
Scpe  sobesse  solet  proximis  ille  dolor, 

Mens  elata  graues  desceiuus  ssepe  sobibit 
Mens  bnmilis  stabile  molle  qne  firmat  iter. 

Motibos  inoameris  Yolutat  fortuna  per  orbem, 
Cnm  oiagb  alta  petis  infcriora  time. 

Hic  ponit  confessor  exemplam  contra  Titiom  ioa- 
nis  glorie,  narrans  ąualiter  Nabut^odonosor  rez 
Caldeorum  cum  ipse  in  oroni  sue  maiestatis 
gloria  celsior  «xtiti$8et,  deus  eios  superbiim 
castigare  volens,  ipsum  extra  fonnam  bominis 
in  bestiam  foenum  comedentem  trantmutauit 
Et  sic  per  septenoiam  penitens  cum  ipse  po- 
tentiorem  se  agnouit,  misertus  deus  ipsum  in 
suł  regni  soliufn  restituta  saoitate  emendatum 
graciosius  coUocauit. 

Therb  was  a  kynge,  that  much  might, 
Wbich  NabugO(!onosur  higbl:' 
Of  wbom  tbat  1  spake  berę  tofore, 
Yet  in  the  Bibie  this  name  is  bors. 
For  all  ihe  worlde  in  thorient 
Was  bole  at  his  commaodemeiit, 
As  than  of  kynges  to  his  liche     • 
Was  nonę  so  migbty,  ne  so  riche. 
To  his  empire,  apd  to  his  lawes, 
Ąs  wbo  saitby  all  in  thilke  dawes 
Werę  obeisant,  and  tribote  bere^ 
As  though  he  god  of  erthe  were. 
With  strength  he  put  kynges  vnder. 
And  wroaght  of  pride  many  a  wouder. 
He  was  so  fuli  of  vaioglorie, 
That  he  ne  had  no  memorie, 
That  there  was  any  gpd  but  hee^ 
For  pride  of  his  prosperitee: 
TIll  that  tbe  high  kyn^  of  kynges, 
Wbich  seeth  andkuoweth  all  thyoges, 
Whose  eie  maie  nothyng  asterte 
The  prinitees  of  mans  bertę, 
Tbei  speken  and  sowne  in  his  ere»  - 
As  tboogb  tbei  loude  wyndes  were. 
Ue  toke  vengeance  of  bis  pridę. 
Bat  for  he  wolde  a  while  abide 
To  loke,  if  he  wolde  him  amendc) 
To  him  afore  token  he  sęode, 
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And  that  was  in  bis  slepe  hy  niebt. 
This  proude  kyug  a  uonder  sigbt 
Had  in  bis  sweuen,  tbere  he  laie, 
Him  thonght  vpon  a  mery  daie, 
As  he  behelde  the  world  about, 
A  tre  fuli  growe  he  sawe  therc  out, 
Which  stode  in  tb^  world  amtddes^euen, 
Whos  height  straugbt  vp  to  the  hcuen: 
The  leues  weren  faire  and  large, 
Of  frutc  it  Uere  so  ripe  a  charge, 
That  all  men  it  migbt  fede. 
He  sawe  aiso  the  bowes  sprcde 
A  boue  all  eith,  in  whiche  were 
Tbe  kinde  of  all  byrdes  tbere. 

And  eke.  him  thought  he  sawe  also 
The  kinde  of  all  bestes  go 
Under  the  tre  about  rounde. 
And  fcdden  them  Tpon  tbe  grounde^ 

As  he  this  vnderstode  and  sigh 
Him  thought  be  herde  a  voice  on  high 
Cryende,  and  saide  abouen  all: 
Hewe  downe  this  tree,  aud  let  it  fali. 
The  leues  lette  defoule  in  bast. 
And  do  the  frute  destroie  and  wast. 
And  let  of  shreden  euery  brauche. 
But  at  rotę  he  jet  it  stanche. 
Whan  all  his  pride  is  cast  to  grounde 
The  rotę  sball  be  fast  bounde. 
And  shall  no  mans  herte  berę. 
But  euery  lust  he  sball  forbere 
Of  man,  and  like  an  oxe  his  metę 
Of  grasse  he  shall  pnrcbace  and  ete^ 
Till  at  tbe  water  of  tbe  heuen 
Hath  wasshen  him  by  tymes  seuen, 
So  that  be  thorongh  know  aright, . 
What  is  tbe  heucnlyche  might. 
And  be  madę  homble  to  the  wille 
Of  him,  wbicb  maie  all  saue  and  spille* 
This  kyńg  out  of  his  sweuen  abraide» 
And  he  vpon  the  morowe  it  saide 
Ui^Ło  the  clerkes,  which  he  had 
But  nonę  of  them  the  sooth  arad. 
Was  nonę  his  sweuen  couth  irndo: 
And  it  stode  thilke  time  so, 
This  kynge  had  in  siibiection 
Jude,  and  of  affection  / 

Abonen  a!]  otber  one  Danieli 
He  loueth,  for  he  couth  well 
Oiuine,  that  nonę  otber  couthe. 
To  bym  were  all  thynges  couthe, 
As  he  it  had  of  gods  grace: 
He  was  before  tbe  kynges  fiica 
Assent  and  buden,  tbat  he  shulde 
Upon  tbe  point  the  kynge  of  tolde 
l'he  fortunę  of  bis  sweuen  expoande^ 
As  it  shulde  aflerwarde  be  founde. 

Whan  Danieli  this  sweuen  herde. 
He  stode  longe  tyme,  er  he  answerde. 
And  madę  a  wonder  heuy  chere. 

The  kynge  toke  hede  of  his  manere^ 
A  ml  bad  bym  tell  that  be  wuste, 
As  be,  to  wbom  be  mochell  truste. 
And  saide,  he  wolde  not  be  wrotb. 

But  Daniel  was  wonder  loth. 
And  saide,  vpon  thy  fo  men  all 
Syr  kynge  thy  sweuen  mote  fidl. 
And  netheles  touchend  of  this 
I  woli  the  tellen,  how  it  is, 
And  what  disease  is  to  the  shape, 
God  wote  if  tbou  it  sbalt  e$cape. 
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The  bighe  tree,  whicbe  thou  hast  sene, 
Witfa  leffe  and  frnite  so  wełl  besene, 
The  irbiche  stode  in  the  worlde  amiddes, 
So  tbat  the  bestes  and  the  birdes 
Gouerned  were  of  him  alone: 
Syr  kynge  betokeneth  thy  peraone, 
Whiche  stondje  aboae  all  ertheły  thynges: 
Thus  reigoen  rnder  the,  the  kynges. 
And  all  the  people  vnto  the  louteth, 
And  all  the  worlde  thy  person  douteth: 
80  tbat  with  Taine  honour  deceiued 
Thou  hastę  the  reaerence  weiued 
Prom  bym,  whicbe  is  thy  kynge  aboaei 
Tbat  thou  for  .drede  ne  for  loue 
Wolt  nothynge  koowen  of  thy  god, 
Whicbe  nowe  for  the  hath  madę  ą  rod^ 
Tby  vaioe  glorie,  and  thy  folie 
With  great  peines  to  chastie 

And  of  the  voice  thou  berdest  speke, 
Whicbe  bad  the  bowes  for  to  breke. 
And  hewe  and  fell  downe  the  tree^ 
Tbat  worde  belongeth  VDto  thee. 
Thy  reigne  shall  be  oaer  throwe. 
And  thou  dispoilćd  for  a  throwe, 
But  tbat  the  roote  sbulde  stonde. 
By  tbat  thou  shalt  well  vnderstonde 
Tbere  shall  abide  of  thy  reigne. 
A  time  ageioe  whan  thou  shalt  reigne. 

And  eke  of  tbat  thoii  ji^rdest  saie 
To  take  a  mans  herte  aweie 
And  set  there  a  bestiall, 
Śo  tbat  he  like  an  oxe  shall 
Pasture,  and  tbat  he  be  byreined 
By  t3rmes  senen,  and  sore  peined, 
Till  tbat  be  kńowe  bis  gods  mightes, 
Then  shall  he  stond  againe  ^prightes. 
AU  this  betokeneth  thineestate, 
Whicbe  nowe  with  gód  is  in  debatę. 
Thy  mans  formę  shall  be  lussed, 
Tyli  seuen  yere  ben  óuer  passed* 
And  in  the  likenes  of  a  beaste 
Of  gras  shall  be  thy  roiall  feaste. 
The  wetber  shall  vpón  the  raine: 
And  Tnderstonde,  tbat  all  this  paine, 
Whicbe  thou  shalt  suffre  thilke  tide,' 
Is  shape  all  onely  for  thy  prldc 
Of  vaine  glorie,  and  of  the  sinne, 
Whiche  thou  hast  longe  stonden  in. 

$0  Tpon  this  cdudicion, 
Thy  swebene  hath  exposiciun. 
But  er  this  thynge  befalle  in  dede 
Amende  the,  this  wolde  I  redę. 
Yeue  and  depa^te  thyn  al  messę, 
Do  mercy  fi)rth  with  rightwisenes, 
Beseche  and  praie  the  highe  grace, 
Por'so  thou  might  tliy  peas  purchace 
With  god,  and  stonden  in  good  accorde^ 

But  pride  is  loth  to  lese  his  lorde, 
And  woli  not  suffre  humilitee 
With  bym  to  stonde  in  no  degree. 
And  whan  a  ship  hath  losie  his  stere 
Is  nonę  so  wise,  tbat  maie  bym  stere 
Ageine  the  waues  in  a  ragę. 
This  proude  kynge  in  his  courage 
Humilitee  hath  so  forlore, 
Tbat  for  no  sweuen  (be  saw  tofbre) 
Ke  yet  for  all  tbat  Danieli 
Him  batb  counseiled  euery  dele, 
He  lette  it  passe  out  of  bis  minde 
Tbrougb  vaiDglorić,  aod  as  the  blinc^ 


He  seeth  no  weie,  er  him  be  wd, 
And  fell  within  a  time  so. 
As  be  i n  Babyłone  wentę 
Tbe  vaiiitee  of  pride  him  beote. 
His  bertę  aros  of  vaine  glorie, 
So  tbat  he  drougb  into  memorie 
His  lordjtbip  and  his  regalie, 
With  woordesofsurquedrie. 

And  whan  tbat  be  him  moste  auanntetb, 
Tbat  lorde,  whiche  Tainglorie  daunteth, 
All  s^odeoly,  as  wbo  saith  treis, 
Where  Ihat  he  stode  in  his  paleis, 
He  toke  him  frum  tbe  mens  sight. 
Was  nonę  of  them  so  ware,  tbat  might. 
Set  eie,  where  be  become. 
And  thus  was  he  from  his  kyngdome 
Into  tbe  wilde  ibreste  drawe : 
Where  tbat  tbe  mighty  gods  lawę, 
Througb  bis  power  did  him  transforme 
Fro  man  in  to  a  beastes  formę : 
And  Uke  an  oxe  vnder  the  fote 
He  graseth'a»  he  nedes  mote 
To  getten  him  his  liues  foode. 

Tho  tbought  him  cold  gras  goode, 
Tbat  whilome  ete  the  hote  spices: 
Thus  was  be  torned  from  delices. 
Tbe  wyne,  whicbe  he  was  wonte  drinke 
He  toke  then  of  tbe  welłes  brinke,  ■ 
Or  of  the  pit,  or  of  the  slough, 
It  tbought  him  then  good  enough. 
In  stede  of  chambres  well  araied, 
He  was  tban  of  a  bussbe  well  apaied. 
Tbe  harde  grounde  he  laie  vpon, 
For  other  pilowes  bad  he  non. 
The  stormes,  and  the  raines  fal), 
The  wyndes  blowe  vpon  him  all, 
He  was  tourmented  daic  and  riight. 
Suche  was  tbe  high  gods  might, 
Tyli  seuen  yere  an  ende  toket 
Upon  bym  selfe  tho  gan  he  loke, 
Id  stede  of  meate,  gras  and  streys, 
In  stede  of  bandcs^  longe  cleys, 
In  stede  of  man,  a  beaste  like 
He  ni  we,  and  tban  be  gan  to  sik«. 
For  cloth  of  gotde  and  of  perrie 
Whicbe  him  was  wonte  to  magnifie, 
Wben  he  bebeld  his  cote  of  heares, 
He  wepte,  and  with  fuli  wofull  teares 
Up  to  the  heuen  be  cast  bis  chere 
Wepend,  and  tbought  iu  this  raanere, 
Thongh  he  no  wordes  might  winne, 
Thus  said  his  herte,  and  spake  wfthin. 

O  mightie  god,  tbat  all  hast  wrougbtj^ 
And  all  might  bryng  againe  to  nou^bt: 
Nowe  knowe  I,  but  all  of  thee, 
This  worlde  batb  no  prosperitee. 
In  thyn  aspecte  ben  all  aliche, 
Tbe  pour  man  and  eke  tbe  riche, 
Without  tbe  there  maie  no  wigbt; 
And  thou  abouc  all  other  might. 

0  mighty  lorde  toward  my  vice 
Tby  mercy  modle  with  iustioe, ' 
And  I  woli  make  a  couenant, 
That  of  my  life  the  remenant 

1  shall  it  by  thy  g^ace  amende. 
And  in  thy  lawę  so  dispende, 
That  vainglorie  I  shall  eschewe. 
And  bowe  vnto  thin  heste,  and  sewe 
Humilitee,  and  that  I  vowe. 

Aod  80  tbinkend  he  gan  downe  bowe« 
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And  tbongh  bym  lacke  voico  of  speche, 

He  gan  Tp  with  his  feete  areche, 

And  wailend  ia  his  bestly  stcoćn 

He*iDade  his  plaint  vnŁo  the  heiien. 

He  kneleth  id  his  wise,  aod  braietb. 

To  secbe  mercy>  and  assaieth 

His  god,  which  madę  him  nothing  strange, 

Wban  tlwŁ  be  sawe  his  pride  change. 

Anone  as  be  was  humble  and  tamę 

He  fonde  towarde  his  god  the  same : 

And  in  a  twinkelynge  of  a  loke 

His  mans  formę  ag<eiae  he  toke. 

And  was  leformed  to  the  reigne, 

lo  whiche  Łhat  be  was  woute  to  reigne: 

So  tfaat  the  pride  of  vaine  glorie 

Eoer  afterwarde  out  of  memorie 

He  let  passe,  and  tbus  is  sbrwed, 

Wfaat  is  to  ben  of  pride  vnthewed, 

Ageine  the  high  gods  lawę: 

To  wbome  no  man  maie  be  felawe. 

For  thy  my  sonne  take  good  beda 

So  for  to  lede  tby  maohede, 

Tbat  thon  ne  be  not  like  a  beste. 

Bot  if  thy  life  shall  bm  honeste, 

Thon  most  bnttiblesse  take  on  hondę. 

For  tban  might  tbou  siker  stonde. 

And  for  to  speke  it  other  wise 

A  proude  man  can  no  ioae  assise. 

For  tboag^  a  woman  wolde  him  pTease, 

His  pride  can  not  ben  at  ease. 

Tbere  maie  no  man  to  mocbel  blame 

A  Tice,  "whiche  is  for  to  blame. 

For  thy  men  shalden  notbyog  hide, 

That  might  foli  in  Uame  of  pride, 

Whiche  is  the  worsi  Tice  of  all : 

Wherof,  so  as  it  was  befall, 

The  tate  I  thinke  of  a  cninike 

To  telle,  if  that  it  maie  the  like : 

So  tbat  thon  might  homblesse  sewe, 

And  eke  the  Tice  of  pride  eschewe, 

Wherof  the  glorie  is  folse  and  yaine, 

Whiche  god  him  selfe  bath  in  disdaine: 

Tbat  thoogh  it  mount  for  a  ibrowe, 

It  shall  downe  foli  and  onerthrowe. 

EsŁrirtas  bamilis,  per  qnam  deus  altas  ad  ima 
Se  tnlit,  et  nostre  yiscera  camis  habet. 

Sc  bumilis  'saperest,  et  amor  sibi  suibditur  omnis, 
Cains  habet  nuUa  sorte  superfous  opem, 

Odit  eom  terra,  coelum  deiecit  et  ipsum, 
SedJbns  inferni  stitque  receptus  ibi. 

Hic  iiamt  confossor  ezemplum  contra  snpórbiam 
£t  dicit,  quod  noper  qaidam  rex  famose  pni- 
dencie  coidam  militi  sno  saper  tribos  questioBi» 
Iwsy  Tt  inde  certitndinis  responsionem  da  ret 
snb  pena  capitalis  sententie  tefminum  prefixit 
FrhDoqakl  minoris  indigentieab  inbabitantibus 
orbem  knzilium  mai  os  obtinnit  Secundo  quid 
laaioris  meriti  continens  minoris  expense  repri- 
sas  ezigoiC.  Tertio  quid  omnia  bona  diminuens 
ex  sui  proprietate  nihil  penitos  Taluit.  Snanim 
vero  qaestionum  qaedam  Tii^go  dicti  militis  filia 
■ominę  patris  solutionem  aggrediens  tallter  regi 
lespondit.  Ad  primam  dixity  qood  terra  nullius 
indigety  quam  tamen  adianare  cotidianis  labori- 
bos  omnes  intendunt.  Ad  secondam  dixit,  qnod 
hunilitas  omnibus  yirtntibns  prenalet,  qu8B 
tamen  mdlius  prodigalitatis  espensis  mensuram 
eicedit.    Ad  teitiam  dUtt  quod  saperbia  omni^ 


tam  corporis  quam  anime  bona  deuastans  ttiai^^ 
rum  eipensarum  escessus  inducit. 

A  KYNG  was  whilom  yong  and  wise, 

The  which  of  his  wit  set  great  price 

Of  depe  imaginocions, 

And  strange  interpretacions, 

Problemes  and  dema^ndes  eke 

His  wisedome  was  to  finde  and  seke: 

Wherof  be  wolde  in  sondrie  wise 

Opposen  tłtem,  that  weren  wise. 

But  Dooe  of  ibem  it  migbt  beare 

Upott  his  wonie  to  yeue  answere. 

Out  taken  one,  whiche  was  a  knight> 

To  him  was  euery  thyng  so  lighi, 

Tbat  also  soone  as  he  them  berde, 

The  kynges  wordes  he  answerde. 

What  thyng  the  k3mge  him  aske  wolde^ 

There  anone  the  trouth  be  tolde. 

The  kyiige  somdele  had  an  enuie, 

And  thought  he  wolde  bis  wittcs  plie 

To  set  some  conciusion, 

Whiche  shulde  be  coiifusion 

Uąto  tbis  knight,  so  tbat  the  namc> 

Aod  of  wisedome  tbe  high  iitme, 

Towarde  him  sełfe  he  wolde  wynoe. 

And  thus  of  all  his  witte  wiŁhin 

Tbis  kynge  began  to  studlc  and  muse^ 

What  strange  matter  he  might  vsc^ 

The  knightes  wittes  to  confounde: 

And  at  last  he  bath  it  founde. 

And  for  ;th«  knight  anon  he  sent^ 

That  he  shajl  tell,  what  he  ment 

Upon  the  pointes  of  the  mattere 

Of  questions,  as  thon  shalte  here. 
The  firste  point  of  all  thre 

Was  tbis:  what  thing  ib  his  degree 
Of  all  this  worlde  bath  nede  lest^ 
Aod  yet  men  hetpe  it  all  their  mest. 

The  seconde  is:  what  moste  isworth> 
And  of  costagc  is  lest  put  foorth* 

The  thirde  is:  whiche  is  of  most  cost^ 
And  lest  is  worthe,  and  gothe  to  lost. 

Tbe  kynge  these  thre  demdodes  axetb> 
To  the  knight  this  lawę  be  taxethp 
Thathe  shall  goue  and  come  ageine 
The  thirde  weke,  and  tell  him  pleiue 
To  euery  point,  what  it  amounteth. 
And  if  so  be,  that  he  miscounteth, 
To  make  in  his  answere  a  faile, 
There  shall  nonę  other  thyng  auaile 
The  kynge  saith,  but  he  shall  be  deade^ 
And  lese  his  goodes,  and  his  head. 

This  knight  was  sorie  of  tbis  thing, 
And  wolde  excuse  him  to  the  kyng. 
But  he  ne  wolde  him  not  forbere. 
And  thus  the  knight  of  his  answcrć 
Ootb  home  to  take  auisement. 
But  after  his  entendement, 
The  morę  he  cast  his  witte  about 
The  morę  be  stant  thcrof  in  doubtc. 
Tho  wist  he  well  the  kynges  herte, 
That  he  the  death  ne  shulde  astertc: 
And  suche  a  sorowe  bath  to  him  take, 
That  gładshippe  he  bath  all  forsake. 
He  thought  drste  vpon  his  life, 
And  after  Łhat  Tpou  his  wife, 
Upon  his  childre  eke  also, 
Of  whiche  he  had  dbughters  tw9. 
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Thie  yongest  of  them  bad  of  age 
Pourtene  yere,  and  of  visage 
She  was  ńght  faire,  and  of  sŁature 
Liche  to  an  heueniy  figurę. 
And  of  maner,  and  of  goodly  specfae, 
Tbough  men  wolde  all  londes  seche, 
Tbei  shulde  not  haue  founde  hir  like. 
She  sawe  hir  father  morowe  and  sike, 
Aod  wist  not  tbe  cause  why : 
So  came  she  to  him  priuely. 
And  that  was,  wher  he  madę  his  nione 
Witbłn  a  gardeine  all  him  one.    * 
UpoB  hir  kneet  she  gan  downe  fali 
With  hnmble  herte,  and  to  him  cali 
And  saide:  O  good  father  derę, 
Why  make  ye  thns  heuy  chere? 
And  I  wote  nothyng  howe  it  is. 
And  well  ye  knowe  father  this, 
What  anenture  that  you  felle, 
Ye  might  it  saufly  to  me  telle. 
For  I  haoe  ofle  herde  yoa  saide, 
That  ye  suche  traste  haue  on  me  laide, 
That  to  my  shter,  ne  to  my  brotber, 
In  all  this  worlde  ne  to  oone  other, 
Ye  durst  telle  a  priuetee 
So  well  my  father  as  to  mee. 
For  thy  my  father  1  you  prate, 
Ne  casteth  nought  that  bert  awaie. 
For  I  am  she,  thal  wolde  kepe 
Your  honour:  and  with  that  to  wepe 
Hir  eie  maie  not  be  forbore. 
She  wii&heth  for  to  ben  Tnbore, 
Er  that  hir  father  so  mistryst 
To  tellen  hir,  of  that  he  wyst. 
And  ener  amonge  mercy  she  cride, 
That  he  ne  shulde  his  counseile  hide 
From  hir,  that  so  wolde  him  good. 
And  was  so  nigh  flcsshe  and  bloud. 
So  that  with  wepynge  at  last 
His  chere  rpoti  his  childe  he  caste, 
And  sorowfiilly,  to  that  she  praide, 
He  tolde  his  tale,  and  tbus  he  saide. 

The  sorowe  doughter,  wbich  I  make, 
Is  not  all  onely  for  my  sake, 
But  for  tbe  bothe,  and  for  you  all. 
For  suche  a  chance  is  me  tiefalle, 
That  I  shall  er  this  thirde  daie 
Łese  all  that  euer  I  lese  maie. 
My  life,  and  all  my  good  therto. 
Therfbre  it  is,  I  sorowe  so. 

What  is  tbe  cause  ala:*,  ąuod  shee, 
My  father,  that  ye  shulden  bee 
Dead,  and  distroied  in  suche  a  wise? 

And  he  began  the  pointes  deuise, 
Whiche  as  the  kyng  tolde  him  by  mouth. 
And  said  hir  plainly,  that  he  couthe 
Answere  to  no  point  of  this. 

And  sbee,  that  hereth  hov/  it  is, 
Hir  counsaile  yafe,  and  said  tho. 
My  ftither,  syn  it  is  so, 
That  ye  can  see  nonę  ocher  weie, 
But  that  ye  must  nedes  deie, 
I  wolde  pray  you  of  o  thyng, 
Lette  me  go  with  yeu  to  the  kyng. 
And  ye  shall  make  him  ynderstonde, 
Howe  ye  my  wittes  fbr  to  fonde, 
Haue  laide  your  answere  Tpon  mee: 
And  telletb  him  in  suche  degree, 
Upon  my  worde  ye  wol  abide 
ITo  life  or  deth  what  so  betide. 


I  For  yet  perchanoe  I  maie  purchace 
With  somć  good  word  tbe  kynges  grace, 
Your  life  and  eke  your  good  to  saue. 
For  ofle  shall  a  woman  haue 
Thyng,  whicbe  a  man  maie  not  arecbe. 
The  fader  herd  his  doughters  speche. 
And  thought  there  was  no  reason  in. 
And  sawe,  his  owne  life  to  wynne 
He  couthe  dune  bym  selfe  no  cure:   - 
So  better  he  thought  in  auenture 
To  put  bis  life,  and  all  his  good, 
That  in  the  ma  ner  as  it  stode,   ' 
His  life  incerteine  for  to  lese. 
And  tbus  tbinkend  be  gan  to  cfaese. 
To  do  the  counseile  of  this  maide. 
And  toke  the  purpose,  whiche  she  saide. 

Tbe  daie  was  come,  and  foortb  tbei  gone» 
Unto  the  courte  tbei  come  anone, 
Where  as  the  kynge  in  his  iugement 
Was  sette,  and  hath  this  koigbt  assent, 
Arraied  in  ber  hest  wise. 
This  maiden  with  hir  wordes  wise 
Hir  father  ledde  by  tbe  hondę 
In  to  the  place,  where  he  fonde 
The  kynge,  with  other  whiche  he  wolde: 
And  to  the  kynge  knelende  he  .tolde, 
As  be  eniburmed  was  to  fore. 
And  praieth  tbe  kynge,  that  he  therfbre 
His  doughters  wordes  wolde  take. 
And  saith,  that  be  woU  vndertakc 
Upon  hir  wordes  for  to  stonde. 

Tho  was  ther  great  meruaile  on  hondę, 
That  he,  whicbe  was  so  wise  a  koight. 
His  lyfe  vpon  so  yonf^  a  wight 
Besette  wolde  in  ieopardie : 
And  many  it  holden  for  folie. 
Bnt  at  laffte  neuertheles 
The  kynge  commaundeth  ben  in  peacę^ 
And  to  this  maide  be  cast  his  chere, 
And  saide,  he  wolde  hir  tale  here. 
And  badde  hir  speake:  and  she  began. 

My  liege  lorde,  So  as  I  can, 
ftuod  she,  tBe  pointes,  whicbe  I  herde,     i 
Tbei  shall  of  reason  ben  answerde. 
The  firste  I  ynderstonde  is  this, 
What  tbyrtge.of  all  the  woride  it  is, 
Whiche  men  most  helpe,  and  hath  lest  nede: 
My  liege  lolde  this  wolde  I  redę, 
The  ertbe  it  is,  whiche  euenno 
With  mans  labour  is  bego, 
As  well  in  winter  as  iu  Mąie, 
The  mans  bonde  dotli  what  he  maie. 
To  hnlpe  it  foortb,  and  make  it  ricbe: 
And  for  thy  men  it  delue  and  diche,      x 
And  eren  it  wjtb  atrength  of  plougb, 
Where  it  hath  of  bym  selfe  enough : 
So  that  his  nede  is  at  leste: 
For  euery  man,  byrde,  and  beaste, 
Of  floure,  and  grasse,  and  roote,  and  rinde. 
And  euery  thynge  by  wey  of  kinde 
Shall  sierue,  and  erthe  it  shall  becumer 
As  it  was  out  of  erthe  nome 
It  sball  to  earth  tourne  ageine. 
And  thus  I  may  by  reason  ąeine, 
That  tberthe  is  most  nedeles. 
And  most  men  bdpe  it  netbeles. 
So  that  my  lorde,  thouchende  of  thia. 
I  haue  answerde  howe  that  it  is. 
That  other  point  I  ynderstode, 
WM|cb(e  most  it  wprlb^and  most  is^goo^. 
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Aad  costeth  leMt  a  man  to  kepo: 
My  lorde,  if  ye  woli  take  kepe, 
I  saie  it  is  Humilitee,  , 

Tbroogh  wbicbe  the  high  Trńiitee, 
As  for  deserte  of  pure  loue, 
Unto  Marie  from  abeue 
Of  that  be  knewe  hir  htiBible  entent, 
•  His  owne  son  na  adowne  be  sent 
Aboae  all  otber,  and  hir  be  chese, 
For  that  Teitu,  wbicbe  that  bodeth  pes. 
So  that  I  maie  by  reasoa  cali 
Hnmilitee  most  wortbe  of  all, 
And  Jest  it  costetb  to  maiDteiae 
.  In  all  tfae  worlde,  ss  it  is  seine. 

For  wbo  that  batb  bumMesse  on  honde^ 
He  biyogetb  no  warres  io  to  londe. 
For  he  desyretb  for  the  best 
To  setten  eaery  man  in  reste. 

Thos  with  your  high  reuerence, 
He  thinketh  that  this  euidenoe, 
As  to  this  point,  is  snfllsaat 
And  toucbende  of  the  reoienant, 
Wbicbe  is  the  thirde  of  your  askynges^ 
What  lest  is  wortb  of  all  thynj^es. 
And  oosteth  most,  I  tell  it  Pride» 
Wbicbe  may  not  in  tbe  betien  abide. 
For  LocifoTy  with  tbem  that  felfe 
Barę  Pride  with  bym  intohelle. 
There  vas  pride  ojf  to  greate  coste, 
Wban  be  for  pride  hath  beuen  loste. 
And  after  that  in  Paradise 
Adam  for  pride  lost  bis  price 
Ib  myddell  erth.    And  eke  niso 
Pride  is  the  cause  of  ałl  wo 
That  all  the  worlde  ne  maie  sufflse 
To  itaoche  of  pride  tbe  reprise. 

Pride  is  the  head  of  all  sinne,  . 
Wbicbe  wasteth  all,  and  maie  not  winne, 
Pride  isof  euery  misse  tbe  prieke, 
Pride  b  tbe  worsŁe  of  all  wicke, 
And  oosteth  moet,  and  lest  is  woortb, 
Id  place  where  be  hath  bis  foortb. 

Thos  baue  I  saide,  that  1  woli  saie 
Of  myn  aoswere,  and  to  yon  praie 
My  iiege  lorde  of  your  office,  * 

That  y«  suche  gnu:e,  and  socbe  iastice 
Ordcioe  for  my  latber  here, 
That  after  this,  wben  men  it  berę, 
The  worlde  tberof  maie  speake  good. 

Tbe  kynge,  wbicb  reason  rnderstode, 
And  hedh  all  herde  bowe  sbe  hath  said. 
Was  inly  gladde»  and  so  well  paide, 
That  all  bis  wratfa  is  ouer  go, 
And  he  beganne  toloke  tho 
Upoa  this  maiden  in  the  face : 
In  whidie  be  fonde  so  mochel  grace, 
That  all  bis  price  on  hir  be  leide, 
Id  aodieoce,  and  thns  be  saide. 
My  foire  maiden  well  ye  bee, 
Of  tfayn  aoswere,  aod  eke  of  tbee 
Me  liketh  well,  and  as  tboii  wilte 
Fnryene  he  thy  fotbers  gilte. 
And  if  thoa  were  of  socbe  liguage, 
That  thoa  to  me  were  of  parage. 
And  that  tby  fotber  were  a  pere, 
As  he  is  nowe  a  baefailere : 
80  iiker  as  I  baue  a  life, 
Thoo  shnidest  than  be  my  wife. 
Bot  this  I  fale  ne^les, 
That  I  woU  shape  thte  encieace, 


What  worldes  good  that  thon  wolt  oraae  ^ 
Are  of  my  yefl^  and  tbon  sbalt  bane. 

And  sbe  tbe  kynge  with  woides  wiie 
Knelyuge  tbanketb  in  this  wise. 

My  Iiege  lorde  god  mote  yon  quite. 
My  fittber  berę  hath  but  a  lite 
Of  warison,  and  that  be  wende 
Had  ali  be  lost,  but  nowe  amande 
He  maie  well  tbrougb  your  noble  grace, 

With  that  tbe  kynge  right  in  his  pUea 
Anon  foorthe  in  that  fttesshe  betę 
An  Eriedome,  wbicbe  than  of  eschete 
Was  late  falle  into  bis  hondę, 
(Jnto  this  knight,  with  rentę  and  londe, 
Hath  youe,  and  with  bis  cbartre  seasad. 
And  thus  was  all  the  noise  appcaled. 

This  maiden,  which  sate  on  hir  luiaa 
Tofore  the  kynges  cbaritees 
Commendeth,  and  saith  euermore^ 
My  Iiege  lorde  right  nowe  tofore 
Ye  saide,  and  it  is  of  recordc, 
That  if  my  fotber  were  a  lorde. 
And  pere  mtą  these  otber  great, 
Ye  wolden  for  nonght  elles  lettc^ 
That  I  ne  sbulde  be  your  wifo. 
And  thns  wote  enery  wortby  life, 
A  ksmges  worde  mote  nede  be  bolde. 
For  thy  my  lorde,  if  that  ye  wolde 
So  great  a  cbariteefolfill, 
God  wotc  it  w^re  well  my  wilŁ 
For  he  wbicbe  was  a  bachilere^ 
My  father  is  nowe  madę  a  pese, 
So  whense  as  ener  that  I  cam 
An  erles  dougbler  now  I  am. 

This  yonge  kyngCt  wbicbe  peised  al. 
Hir  beautee,  and  hir  witte  withall, 
As  be,  wbicbe  was  with  loue  hent^ 
Anone  tharto  yafe  his  assente. 
He  might  not  the  place  aslertc^ 
That  she  nis  ladie  of  his  bertę, 
So  that  be  toke  hir  to  bis  wife» 
To  bolde,  while  tiiat  he  hath  life* 

And  thus  tbe  kyage  towarde  his  knigbt 
Accordetb  bim,  as  it  is  right 

And  ooer  this  good  is  to  wite, 
In  tbe  cronike  as  it  is  write 
This  noble  kynge,  of  wbom  1  tolde, 
Of  Spayne  by  tho  daies  olde 
The  kynjredome  had  in  gouemance. 
And  as  the  boke  maketb  remembranoc, 
Alphons  was  his  propre  naine. 

The  knight  nlso,  if  I  shall  namc. 
Dom  Petro  bight,  aod  as  men  teH, 
His  doughter  wise  Petronell 
Was  cleped,  wbicbe  was  fot!  of  grace, 
And  that  was  sene  in  tbilke  place, 
Where  she  hir  fether  out  of  tene 
Hath  broogbt,aDd  madę  hir  selfe  a  quene, 
Of  that  sbe  hath  so  well  disclosed 
Tbe  pointes  iibenif  she  was  opposed. 

COIMMOIŁ. 


Lo  now  my  sonne,  as  tbou  might  leM 
Of  all  this  thing  to  my  mattere: 
But  one  I  take,  and  that  ife  pnde,. 
To  wbom  no  grace  maie  betide. 
In  beuen  he  felle  out  of  his  stede^ 
And  Paradise  hiffi  was  forbede. 
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The  go«d  men  in  erthe  him  bate, 
So  that  to  helle  be  mote  algate, 
Wbere  euery  yerUie  shall  be  weiueci. 
And  euery  vłce  be  resceined. 
But  Homblesse  is  all  other  wiae, 
Whiche  most  is  irorth,  and  no  reprise 
It  taketh  agein,  but  sofie  and  faire 
If  ony  tbing  stant  in  contraire, 
IMith  bumble  spec  be  it  is  redressed. 

Tbus  was  tbis  yenge  maideblewed,, 
Tbe  wbiche  I  spake  of  nowe  tofor^: 
Hir  fathers  life  she  gatte  therfbrr, 
And  wannę  with  all  the  kynges  lone. 
For  thy  my  sonne,  if  tbou  wolt  Ioue» 
|t  ftitte  the  well  to  leaue  pńde, 
And  take  Humblesse  on  thy  side, 
Tfac  morę  of  grace  tbou  shalt  gete^ 

AAIAK8. 

My  fatber  I  wołl  not  foryeta 
Of  tbis  that  ye  baue  tokle  me  hcye. 
And  if  that  any  suche  manere 
Of  humbJe  porte  maie  looe  appaye, 
Herę  afterwarde  I  thinke  assaye. 
^ut  nowe  fbortb  ouer  I  besecbe, 
That  ye  morę  of  my  shrifte  seche. 

GOKFESSOR. 

My  good  sonne  it  sball  be  do, 
)lowe  herken  and  hiy  an  eare  to« 
For  as  toacheude  of  pńdes  far^ 
Ais  ferfortb  as  I  oan  declare 
|n  cause  of  vice^  in  caose  of  Ioue> 
That  hast  tbou  plainly  berde  abone: 
So  that  there  is  no  morę  te  sale 
Touchende  of  that,  but  other  waie 
Touchende  enaie  I  thinke  telle, 
Tybiche  bath  the  propre  klnde  of  belłe 
Włthout  cause  to  misda 
Towarde  him  sełfe,  and  other  abo 
Herę  afterwarde  as  Tuderstande 
Tbou  shąlte  tbe  spices,  as  tbei  stonde. 
Explidt  Liber  primus. 
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lnuidise  culpa  magis  est  attrita  dolore, 

Nam  sua  mens  nullo  tempore  Iseta  mane^. 
Suo  gaudeutalij,  dolet  ille,  nec  vnus  amicus 

EstyCui  de  puro  commoda  velle  facit. 
Proximitatis  honor  sua  cordą  rereti^,  et  omnis 

Est  sibi  laetitia  się  aliena  dołor, 
Boc  etenim  Titium  quam  sepe  repugnat  amanti. 

Non  sibi,  9ed  reliquis,  dum  ^uet  ipsa  Yenus. 
Est  amor  ex  propria  motu  fantasticus,  et  ^uae 

Gaudia  fert  aliis  credit  obesse  albi. 

Hic  in  secundo  libro  tractat  de  inuidia,  et  eius 
speciebus,  quan]m  dolor  alterius  gaudii  prima 
nuncupatur,  cuius  conditionem,  secundum  vi- 
tium  Confessor  primitus  describens  amanti, 
ąuatenus  amorem  concemit,  super  eodem  eon- 
9equen^r  opponit. 

INCIPIT  UBER  SECUNDUS. 

Nowe  after  pride  tbe  seconde 
There  is,  wbiche  many  a  wofuil  stounde 
Towardes  other  beai^eth  ąboute 
Witbm.  bipi  selfe,  anft  not  without 


For  in  bis  thought  he  brenneth 
Whan  that  he  wote  an  otber  leuer, 
Or  morę  vertuds  tban  hee : 
Wbiche  passeth  bim  in  his  degree, 
Tberof  he  taketh  bis  owladie, 
That  vice  is  cleped  hotte  enuie* 
For  thy  my  sonoe  if  it  be  so, 
1'hou.arte,  or  hast  ben  oue  of  tho» 
As  for  to  speke  in  loues  cas, 
If  euer  yet  thy n  bert  was 
Sicke  of  an  other  mans  hele? 
So  god  auance  my  quarele 
My  fatber  ye  a  tbousande  sitb^ 
Whan  I  haue  sene  anotber  Uitbe 
Of  loue,  «nd  had  a  goodly  chere, 
Ethna,  wbiche  brenoeth  yere  by  yeafr 
Was  than  nought  so  bote  as  K 
Of  thilke  sore :  for  whiche  priueLy 
M, yne  bertes  tboyght  within  brennetb* 
The  ship,  whiche  on  the  wawes  renneth^ 
And  is  forstormed  and  forblowe 
Is  not  morę  peined  for  a  tbrowe  . 
Tban  I  am  tban,  whan  I  see 
A  nother,  wbiche  that  passeth  mee 
In  that  fortunę  of  loues  yeftc. 

But  fatber,.  tbia  I  tell  in  shrifte^ 
That  no  where  but  in  a  płaca. 
For  who  that  lese  or  finde  gra«e 
In  other  stede,  it  maie  nought  greuew 
But  tbus  ye  maie  rigbt  weli  beleue 
Tawarde  my  ladie,  that  I  serue, 
Though  that  T  weste  for  to  stenie^ 
Myn  hert  is  fuli  of  suche  folie^ 
That  I  my  selfe  maie  not  chastię. 
Whan  I  the  cpyrt  see  of  Cupide 
Approcbe  vnto  my  ladie  side 
Of  hem,  that  lusty  ben  and  fresshe^ 
Though  it  ąnaile  them  not  a  resshe: 
But  onely  that  thei  ben  of  speche. 
My  sorowe  is  tban  not  to  secbe. 
fiut  whan  tb^i  rownen  in  hir  eare,, 
Than  groweth  all  my  most  feare,^ 
And  namely  whan  thei  talen  longe». 
My  sorowes  than  be  so  stronge, 
Of  that  I  see  them  well  at  ease, 
I  can  not  t«U  my  disease. 
But  sire,  as  of  my  lady  seliie 
Though  she  baue  wowers.  x.  or  tw^e^ 
For  no  mistruste  1  haue  of  hir 
Me  greueth  nought:  for  certes  sir,^ 
I  trowe  in  9II  tbi^  worlde  to  seche 
Nis  woman,  that  in  dede  and  speche 
Woli  better  auise  hir,  what  she  doot^,, 
Ne  better,  for  to  saie  a  soothe, 
Kepe  hir  bonour  at  all  tide: 
And  yet  ^ettę.  hir  ą  tbanke  besidę. 
But  netheles  I  am  beknowe, 
That  whan  I  see  at  any  throwe, 
Or  els  if  I  maie  it  here, 
That  she  make  any  man  good  chere: 
Though  I  tberof  baue  not  to  doooe» 
My  thought  woli  entermete  bim  soone. 
For  though  I  be  my  seluen  strange, 
Enuie  maketh  myn  bert  cbangę, 
That  I  am  sorowfully  bestadde 
Of  that  1  see  anotber  gladde 
With  hir,  but  of  otber  all 
Of  lone  Hiiat  so  maie  befall, 
Or  that  he  faile,  or  that  he  spede* 
Tberof  take  I  b^t  UteU  hedfi. 
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ttowe  baue  1  wUe  my  fkther  411, 
As  of  this  pointę  id  gpeciall, 
As  feribrthly  u  1  haae  wiite. 
Kowe  axeth  fonłer  what  yoa  liste^ 

My  Bonne,  er  I  aske  any  mohi 
I  Łhinke  loindele  for  thy  lore^   ■ 
Tell  an  ejcample  of  tbis  mattere 
^Tbocbende  enaie,  as  Choo  thalt  hen. 

Write  in  Cinile  this  I  finde^ 
Thoofh  it  be  not  tbe  hoandes  kinde 
To  eate  cbaffe,  yet  woli  be  irerne 
An  o«e,  wbicbe  ccmietb  to  tbe  beroa 
Tbeiof  to  taken  any  foode : 
And  tboi  wbo  tbat  it  viidentode 
It  stant  of  Ipue  in  many  a  place, 
Wbo  tbat  is  oat  of  looes  grace,   - 
And  raaie  bhn  lelfe  not  auaiłei 
He  Yolde  an  otber  sbalde  faile. 
And  łf  be  małe  pat  any  lette, 
Hedoth  al  tbat  he  maie  to  lettc: 
Wberof  I  fiode,  as  tbon  shalt  wttte 
fo  tbii  parpose  a  tale  writte. 

Hic  ponit  confessor  ezemplum  cotetra  istot  saltem, 
^oi  in  amoris  caosa  aliorum  gaudiis  ittuideiites 
neqoaqaam  per  boc  sibi  ipsis  proflciunt.  Et  nar- 
nt  qualiter  qni(iam  iuuenis  miies  nomine  Acis, 
qaem  GalaŁhea  Nimpba  pulcberrima  toto  corde 
perunauit,  cuih  ipsi  sub  qaadam  rupe  iaxtAlitus 
maris  coiloqaiam  adimticem  habnerunt,  Poly^" 
pbemos  gigas  concussa  rbpe  magnam  inde  par- 
tem super  captat  A  cis  ab  alto  projlciens,  ipsum 
^r  innidiam  itfterfecit.  Et  cam  ipse  saper  boc 
dictam  Oalatbeam  rapere  yolnisset,  Neptanos 
gigantem  obsistens,  ipsam  iouiolatam  salua 
coitodia  preseruaoit  Sed  et  dii  miserti  corpus 
Acb  defuDcti  in  fontem  aqae  diilcissime  subito 
tiansmatarunt. 

TmsB  ben  of  sucbe  mo  than  twelue, 

Tiiat  be  not  able  as  of  tbem  selue 

Tb  gei  łone,  and  for  enoie 

Upon  all  otber  thei  aspie: 

And  tor  thera  lacketb,  tbat  tbei  woldc, 

Thei  kepe  that  nonę  otber  sbtilde 

Toncbend  of  looe  bis  cause  spcdet 

Wberof  a  great  eosample  I  redę, 

Wbicbe  Tnto  tbis  matter  accordetb. 

As  Ooid  in  bis  boke  fecordetb 

Bov  Polypbemiis,  wbilom  Wrooght 

Wben  clńt  be  Galatbe  besoaght 

Of  bapy  to-faicbe  be  maie  not  latcbe, 

That  oikde  bira  for  to  wute  and  watch* 

fty  all  veyes  bow  it  ferde, 

Till  at  tbe  laste  be  kneite  and  berde, 

Howe  tbat  an  otber  bad  leue 

To  looe  tbere,  as  he  mote  leae. 

As  for  to  speake  of  any  spede 

^  tfaał  he  knewe  nonę  otber  redę. 

Bat  for  to  waiłen  tpon  kil, 

TiU  be  maie  aee  tbe  cbance  folf, 

thai  be  bir  loae  migbt  greae, 

Whwbe  be  bim  selfe  maie  not  acbeue. 

This  Galathe,  saith  tbe  poetę, 
Abooe  all  otber  was  vnmete. 
Of  heaotea,  tbat  men  tban  knewe, 
And  bad  a  lusty  loae  and  trewć, 
A  baefayler  in  bU  degree, 
Kight  sBcbe  an  otber  as  was  sbee, 
On  vbom  she  hath  bir  bert  set, 
fc  thtt  jt  migbt  Booght  be  let 


Por  yeft  ne  for  no  bybeit^, 
Tbat  she  oe  was  all  at  bis  best* 
Tbis  yonge  knigbt  Acis  was  bote^ 
Wbicbe  hir  ageiowarde  aiso  hote 
All  onły  loaetb,  and  no  mo. 
Herof  wAs  Polyphemus  wo> 
Throagb  pure  enoie,  and  euer  aspidfi 
And  waiteth  vpon  euery  side, 
Wben  be  to  geder  might  see 
Tbis  yonge  Acis  with  Galathee 

So  longe  be  waiteth  to  and  frO| 
Till  at  tbe  laste  he  founde  hem  twct 
Id  prine  place,  where  thei  stode 

.  To  speke  and  baoe  hir*wQrdes  goodt 
Tbe  place,  where  as  he  tbem  sighe^ 
ft  was  vnder  a  bankę,  nigbe 
The  great  see,  and  he  aboue 
Stode  and  behelde  tbe  lasty  louci    ' 
Whiehe  eche  of  tbem  till  otber  madef 
With  goodly  ćbere  and  wordes  glade* 
That  all  his  bert  hath  sette  a  firs 
Of  pure  eiiuie,  and  as  a  vire, 
Whiehe  llieth  outof  a  mighty  bowef 
Awey  he  fledde  for  a  Łhrowe  i 
As  he  that  was  for  loue  woode, 
Whan  that  be  sawe  howe  U  stoodey 

This  Polypheme  d  geant  was^ 
And  whan  he  sawe  tbe  sootb  caS| 
Howe  Oalathe  him  hath  forsake^ 
And  Acis  to  hir  loue  take. 
His  herte  maie  it  not  forbeare, 
That  he  ne  roreth  as  a  beare, 
And  as  it  were  a  wiłde  beast» 
In  whom  no  reason  migbt  arest^« 
He  ranne  Bthna  tbe  hiiie  aboot, 
Where  neuer  yet  tbe  flre  was  oot, 
Tulfilled  of  sorow  aiid  great  disease, 
That  be  sawe  Acis  well  at  ease: 
Till  at  tbe  last  he  htm  bethought 
As  he,  wbicbe  all  enaie  sooght. 
And  toameth  to  tbe  bankę  ageioe, 
Where  he  with  Oalathe  hath  seine 
That  Acis,  whom  he  thou^rht  greae 
Though  he  htm  selfe  maie  not  releuew 

This  geaant  with  his  rude  migbt. 
Part  of  tbe  bankę  be  sbofe  dowoe  right, 
The  whiehe  eaen  vpon  Acis  filie : 
Sotbat  with  follytig  of  ibis  bille, 
This  Pblyphemns  Acis  slough, 
Wberof  she  madę  sorowe  eoougb. 
And  as  she  fledde  from  tbe  londe 
Neptunns  toke  hir  by  tbe  bonde. 
And  kepte  hir  in  so  faste  a  place. 
Pro  Polypheme,  and  his  manace, 
That  he  with  folse  his  enuie 
Ne  might  atteine  hir  companie. 
This  Galatbe,  of  whom  I  speke, 
Tbat  of  hir  selfe  maie  not  be  wreke, 
Witboot  any  semblant  feigned 
She  hath  ber  loues  deatb  compleined. 
And  with  hit  sorowe,  and  with  bir  wo 
She  hath  tbe  gods  moaed  so, 
Tbat  thei  of  pitce  and  of  grace 
Hane  Acis  in  ihe  same  place 
There  he  laie  dead,  in  to  a  well 
Transformed,  as  tbe  bokes  tell, 
With  fressbe  stremes,  and  with  clerei 
As  he  whilom  with  lustie  chere 
Was  fressbe,  his  loae  forto  quemcs 
And  with  this  riide  Polypheme, 
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For  his  enuie,  and  for  hit  bate 
Tbei  were  wrotb.    And  thns  algate 

My  sonne,  thou  mtght  TndentaBde, 
Tbat  if  thou  woltę  ia  gn^ce  stande 
With  loae»  tbou  mast  lene  enme, 
And  as  thou  wilte  for  thy  partie, 
Towarde  thy  loiie  Btande  free: 
So  mtist  tbou  suffer  a.notber  bee, 
What  BO.byfiaUe  vpon  thy  cfaaoce. 
For  it  is  a  ynwise  vengeaiioe, 
Wbiche  to  oone  other  man  if  tefe» 
And  is  vnto  bim  selfe  grefe. 

AHAMS.' 

My  iader,  this  ensample  is  good. 
Bat  howe  so  euer  tbat  it  stoode 
-  With  Polyphemus  lode  as  tho, 
It  sball  not  stande  #ith  me  so. 
To  worcben  any  felonie 
In  loue,  for  no  snche  enuie. 
For  thy  if  tbere  oagbt  elles  bee, 
Kowe  asketh  foortb,  in  what  degree 
It  isy  and  1  me  shail  confesse 
ITith  sbrifte  ynto  your  bolynesse. 

Tita  sibi  solito  mentalia  gaudia  liuor 

Dum  Tidet  altenus  damna  doioris  agiC. 
Inuidus  obridct  bodie  fletas  aliomm, 

Fletus  cui  propńoa  erastina  fata  parent. 
Sic  in  amore  pari  stat  sorte  iooosns  amantetf^ 

Cum  vidit  illusos  inuidus  ille  quast. 
Sic  licet  in  vacuum  speret  tamen  ipse  leyamen 

Alterius  casu  lapsus  et  ipse  simuL 

Hic  1oqułlur  confiessor^le  sectinda  specie  inuidie, 
que  gaudium  alterius  doioris  dicitur,  et  primo 
eiusdem  vłcii  materiam  tractans  amantis  eon- 
scientiam  super  eodem  Ylteńus  inuestigat. 

Mt  good  sonne  yet  tbere  is 
A  Tice  reuers  vnto  tbis, 
Wbiche  enuious  taketh  his  gladnes 
Of  tbat  be  seeth  the  heuinesse 
Of  other  men.    For  his  wdfare 
Isy  wban  he  wote  anotber  care. 
Of  tbat  an  other  batfa  a  falle 
,\     He  thynketh  bim  selfe  arist  with  alU  - 
\  Suche  is  the  gladshippe  uf  enuie 
'    In  worldes  thing,  and  in  partie 
^  Fuli  ofte  tymes  ekealso 
In  loues  cause  it  stant  rigbt  so. 
If  tbou  my  sonne  hastę  ioye  bad, 
Wban  thou  an  other  sawe  vnglad 
Shriue  the  therof.    My  fader  yis, 
I  am  hylcnowen  ynto  you  this, 
Of  these  louers  tbat  louen  streite, 
And  ibr  tbat  point,  whiche  tbei  coueite 
Ben  pursuantes  from  yere  to  yere 
In  loues  court,  wben  I  maie  here, 
How  tbat  tbei  cłymbe  vpon  the  whełe. 
And  wban  tbei  wenę  all  sball  be  wele, 
Thei  ben  downe  throwe  at  laste 
Tban  am  I  fed  of  tbat  faste. 
And  laugb,  of  tbat  i  see  them  loure. 
And  thusof  tbat  thei  brewe  soure 
I  drinke  swete,  and  aro  well  eased 
Of  tbat  I  wote  thei. ben  discased. 

But  this,  wbiche  I  you  tell  here  t. 
Is  onely  for  my  ladie  derę, 
Tbat  for  nonę  other,  tbat  I  knowe 
Me  recbeth  not  wbo  ouertbrowe. 
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Ne  wbo  tbat  stande  in  looe  rprifbt* 
But  be  he  sguier,  be  he  kiiight 
Wbiche  to  my  ladye  warde  fwnaeih, 
The  morę  he  leseth  of  that  he  sewetb, 
The  morę  me  tbinkctfa  tbat  I  wynhe^ 
And  am  the  morę  glad  withiA, 
Of  tbat  I  wote  bim  sorowe  endursi 
For  euer  Tpon  aiidie  auenture 
It  is  a  comforte  as  men  seine 
To  bim,  the  whiche  is  wo  beseifte. 
To  sene  an  otber  in  liis  peiae: 
So  tbat  thei  bothe  maie  complaiae, 
Wbere  I  my  selfe  maie  not  aoaile. 
To  sene  an  other  mana  tranaile, 
I  am  light  glad  if  be  be  lette. 
And  thougb  I  farę  not  the  bet. 
His  sorowe  is  to  myn  bertę  a  game» 
Whan  tbat  I  knowe  it  is  the  samet 
Whiche  to  my  ladie  staat  inclinad. 
And.  hath  his  loue  not  tertnined^ 
I  am  rigbt  ioyfidl  in  my  tbougbt: 
If  suche  enuie  greueth  oogfat, 
As  I  beknowe  me  culpable, 
Yc  that  be  wise  and  resonabte 
My  fader  telletb  your  aduise. 

My  sonne,  enoic  in  to  no  prise 
Of  suche  a  fonne  I  ynderstonde 
Ne  migbt  by  no  reason  stonde. 
For  tbis  enuie  hath  suche  a  kinde, 
Tbat  be  woli  set  bim  selfe  bebinde. 
To  binder  with  a  nother  wight, 
And  gladly  lese  bis  owne  rigbt. 
To  make  anotber  lese  his. 
And  for  to  knowe  howe  it  so  is 
A  tale  liche  to  his  roatere 
1  thinke  telle,  if  tbou  wilte  here. 
To  shewe  properly  the  Tice 
Of  this  enuie,  and  the  malice. 


Hic  ponit  Confessor  eiemplnm  contra  illam,  qiil 
sponte  sui  ipsius  detrimentum  in  alterius  penam 
maiorem  patitur,  Et  narrat,  qood  cum  Jupiter 
angelum  suum  in  forma  hominis,  rt  hominum 
condłćionea  exploraret  ab  excelso  in  terram  mi- 
sit,  contigity  quod  ipse  angelus  duos  borni nes, 
quorum  tuus  cupidus  et  alter  inuidus  erat,  iti- 
nerando  spacio  quasi  rnius  diei  commitabatur. 
Et  cum  sero  factum  esset  Angelus  eonim  noticie 
se  ipsum  tunc  manifestant  dixit,  quod  quidquid 
alter  eorum  ab  ipso  donari  sibi  pecieret,  iltud 
statim  obtinebit,  quod  et  socio  suo  secum  comi- 
tanti  atfirmat  dupl  icandum.  Su  per  quo  cupidus 
impeditus  auaricia,  sperans  sibi  diuicias  carpere 
duplicatas  primo  petere  recusauit.  śłuod  cum 
inuidus  animi  aduerteret  natnram  sui  yicii  eon- 
cemens  ita  ut  socius  suus  Ttroque  Inmine  pri- 
uaretur,  se  ipsun^  monoculum  fieri  constanter 

•  primiis  ab  Angelo  postulabat.  Et  sic  yołus  ia- 
uidia  alterius  auariciam  maculauit. 

Of  Jupiter  thus  I  fynde  ywritc, 
How  whilom  that  he  wolde  wite 
Upon  the  pleintes,  wbiche  he  herde 
Amonge  tbe  men,  howe  tbat  it  ferde, 
As  of  ber  wronge  condicion 
To  do  iustificacion. 
And  for  tbat  canse  downe  he  sent 
An  Auogell,  wbiche  aboute  went, 
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Th»t  be  Uie  sootii  knowe  m»e. 

80  it  belell  vpon  a  daie, 
This  angelly  whicbe  him  thald  enlbniie. 
Was  dothed  in  •  mans  forme^ 
And  ouertoke,  1  vnd0ntoade, 
Two  men»  that  wenten  ooer  londa :    . 
Tbroagh  whiche  he  thoagbt  to  aspie 
His  cause,  and  g;oth  in  companie. 

This  Auogell  with  his  wordes  wite, 
Opposeth  hem  in  soodry  wiie, 
Nowe  lowde  wordes  and  now  softe, 
That  madę  hem  to  despoten  ofte : ' 
And  eche.of  hem  bis  reason  badde. 
And  tfaos  with  tales  he  hem  ladde 
'With  good  examittacion, 
Tyli  be  knewe  tbe  condicion, 
Wbat  men  thei  were  btithe  twd : 
And  sawe  well  at  laste  tho, 
That  one  of  hem  was  conetoas. 
And  his  felowe  was  enuicos. 
And  tbna,  whaa  be  hath  knowlacfayng 
Anone  be  feigned  departynge, 
And  saide  he  mote  algate  wende. 
Bat  berken  now  what  fell  at  ende. 
For  tban  be  madę  hem  ▼ndentonde, 
That  he  was  there  of  gods  sondę. 
And  sayd  them  for  the  kynddhip, 
That  thei  haue  dope  him  fełowsfaip,   ' 
He  wolde  do  some  grace  agańie. 
And  bad  that  one  of  hem  shnłd  saine, 
Whatthynge  is  him  leuestto  cmne. 
And  be  it  shall  of  yefte  haue. 
And  oaer  that  eke  foortb  with  aU 
He  saitb,  that  other  haue  shall 
The  doabłe  of  that  his  felowe  aneth. 
And  thus  to  them  his  grace  be  taxetb. 

The  couetoas  was  wonder  glacMe, 
And  to  that  other  man  be  badde. 
And  seitb,  that  he  firste  axe  shtilde. 
For  he  sapposetb,  that  he  wolde 
Make  his  aTing  of  worldes  good. 
For  tban  he  knewe  well,  howe  it  stood, 
If  that  bym  selfe  by  double  weight 
Sball  after  take,  aud  fhns  by  kłeight, 
fiecause  that  he  wolde  wynne, 
He  badde  his  felowe  firste  begyttM. 

This  ennious,  though  it  be  late,  ' 
Whan  tfaat  he  sawe  he  mote  algate 
Make  his  axiDge  firste,  he  thooght 
If  he  worship  or  profite  soughte 
It  shall  he  double  to  his  fere, 
That  Izoldę  he  chese  in  no  manere. 
Bot  than  he  sheweth  what  he  was 
Towarde  enuie,  and  in  this  cas 
Unto  tbis  angell  thus  he  saide, 
And  for  bis  yefte  this  he  praide. 
To  make  bym  blyiide  on  his  one  eie, 
So  that  his  felowe  no  tbynge  sie. 

Tbis  worde  was  not  so  soonc  spoke, 
That  bis  one  eie  anone  was  loke: 
And  his  felowe  foorth  with  aiso 
Was  bljrnde  on  both  bis  eies  two. 
Tbo  was  that  other  glad  enoogh. 
Tbat  one  wepte,  and  that  other  loagh. 
He  set  his  one  efe  at  no  cost, 
Wherof  tbat  other  two  bdth  lost, 
Of  thilke  ensample,  whicbe  fell  tbo 
Men  tell  nowe  fuli  ofle  00: 
The  worlde  empeyreth  G<fmmonly, 
Aod  yet  wote  nonę  tbe  ca«te  wbłe. 


For  it  accordeth  nought  to  kytide     ' 
Myn  owne  harme  to  seche  and  fynde. 
,Of  that  I  shall  my  brother  greue 
1  might  neoer  well  acheue. 

Wbat  seist  thou  sonne  of  this  folie? 
My  fatber,  but  I  shulde  iie 
Upon  tbe  point,  whicbe  ye  haue  saide^ 
Yet  was  myn  bert  neuer  laide : 
But  in  this  wyse,  as  I  you  tbide. 
But  euermore  if  that  ye  wolde 
Ought  els  to  my  shrift  saie 
Touchand  enuie,  I  wolde  praie^ 

My  sonne  that  shall  weU  be  do^ 
Now  harken  and  lay  thyn  eare  to. 

Inuidie  pars  est  detractio  pessima,  pestem 

Snae  magisMnfeooem  flatibus  oris  agit. 
Lingua  yenenato  serraone  repercutit  nuris. 

Sic  vt  in  alterius  scandala  fama  voiat. 
Morsibus  a  tergo,  quos  inficit  ipsa  fidelesy 

Yulneris  ignoti  ssepe  salute  cAreaŁ 
Sed  generosus  amor  iinguam  oonseruat,  vt  eius 

Verbum,  quod  loqaitHr  nulla  sinistra  gerat. 

Hic  tractat  Confessor  de  tercia  specie  inuidie,  qiie 
detractio  dicitor,  cuius  raorsus  ripereos  fesa 
sepe  &ma  depiangit, 

ToucREND  as  of  ennions  brood 

I  wote  not  one  of  all  good. 

Bul  netheles  suche  ^  thei  bee, 

Yet  there  is  one,  and  tbat  is  hee* 

Whiche  cleped  is  Detraetion, 

And  to  eon  firmę  his  actioa, 

He  bath  withholde  Malehouche, 

W  bose  tonge  ootber  pili  ne  crouche 

Maie  hire,  so  that  he  pronounce 

A  pleine  good  worde  without  froance : 

Where  behyode  a  mans  backe 

For  though  he  preise,  he  fint  some  lacke^ 

Whiche  of  hia  tale  is  ay  the  laste, 

That  all  the  price  shaH  ouercaste. 

And  though  there  be  no  canse  why, 

Yet  woU  he  iangle,  not  for  thy 

As  he  whiche  hath  the  herauldie 

Of  hem,  that  Tsen  for  to  He. 

For  as  the  nettle,  whicbe  wp  reanetb, 
The  fresshe  red  rosę  brenneth, 
And  maketh  him  fade,  and  pale  of  hewe: 
Right  so  this  fals  emttous  hewe 
In  euery  place,  where  he  dwelleth^ 
With  fals  wonles,  whiehe  be  telleth, 
He  tourneth  pleasyng  into  Uame, 
And  worship  into  worldes  shame. 
Of  suche  lesynge,  as  he  compassetb, 
Is  nonę  so  good,  that  he  ne  passeth, 
Betwene  his  tetbe:  and  is  backbited. 
And  through  his  his  tonge  endited. 

Ijke  to  the  Sharnebndes  kynde, 
Of  whose  naturę  this  I  fynde: 
That  in  the  hottest  of  the  daie, 
Whan  comen  is  the  ra^ry  Maie 
He  spret  his  winge,  and  vp  he  fleeth. 
And  Toder  all  aboute  he  seeth 
The  fayre  lustie  floures  spryn|^: 
But  therof  hath  he  no  lykynge, 
Where  he  seeth  of  any  t>ea8te 
The  filthe,  there  he  maketh  his  feaste* 
And  there  rpon  he  woli  aligbte, 
There  lyketh  him  nonę  other  sighte. 
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Right  80  this  iangler  enuiotti, 
Tliough  he  a  man  se  yertuous 
And  fuU  of  food  conclicion, 
Tberof  ńaaketh  be  no  mencioii: 
"put  els  be  it  not  so  lite 
Wberof  tbat  he  maie  8ctte  a  wite, 
Tbere  renneth  hć  witb  open  mouth 
Bebyode  a  man,  and  maketb  it  coutb* 
But  ali  tbe  vertue,  whicbe  he  can, 
Tbat  woU  he  hide  of  euery  mant 
And  openty  tbe  vice  telle, 
As  be,  whicbe  of  tbe  schole  of  belle 
\i  taughty  and  fbstred  vp  witb  enaie. 
Of  housebolde  and  ofcompanie 
Wbere  tbat  he  hath  bis  propre  office 
To  sette  on  euery  man  a  vjce, 
Howe  8o  his  moutbe  be  comely 
^j8  woicde  sitte  euermore  a  wrie, 
A.nd  saitb  tbe  worste  tbat  be  maie. 

And  io  tbis  wise  nowe  a  daie 
In  loues  court  a  man  maie  berę 
Fuli  ofte  pleine  of  this  matere : 
Tbat  many  enuious  tale  is  stered, 
Where  tbat  it  maie  not  be  answered. 
But  yet  fuli  ofte  it  is  beleued. 
And  mauy  a  worthy  loue  is  grened 
Tbrough  backbityng  of  fals  enuie. 

If  thou  haue  madę  suche  ianglarie 
In  lones  courte  my  sonne  er  this, 
Sbriue  the  tberof.    My  iatber  yis. 
But  wite  ye  howe:  not  openly, 
But  otherwbiłe  priudy 
Whan  I  my  derę  lady. metę, 
And  thinke  howe  tbat  I  am  not  metę 
Unto  bir  bighe  wortbinesse 
And  eke  1  sce  the  besinesse 
Of  all  tbis  yonge  lustie  route, 
Whicbe  all  daie  preasen  bir  aboute. 
And  eche  of  tbem  his  tyme  awaitetb. 
And  eche  of  tbem  bis  tale  a0aiteth 
AU  to  deceiue  an  inuooent, 
Whicbe  woli  not  be  of  ber  assent. 

And  for  men  saine  ynknowe  rnkiste, 
Hir  tbome  she  holt  in  hir  fiste, 
So  dose  within  hirowne  hondę, 
Tbat  tbere  wynneth  no  man  londe: 
She  leuetb  not  all  tbat  she  hereth: 
And  thus  ful  ofte  ber  selfe  she  skiereth. 
And  is  all  ware  of  iiad  i  vvf it. 
But  for  all  that  myn  bert  ariste, 
Wban  I  these  common  loners  see, 
Tbat  wolde  not  bolde  bem  to  thres 
But  well  nye  louen  ooer  all. 
Myn  bert  is  enuious  with  all, ' 
And  euer  I  am  adradde  of  gile, 
In  aunter  if  witb  any  wile 
Tbei  migfat  bir  innocence  enchaunte. 
For  thy  my  wordes  ofte  I  bannte 
Behynden  hem,  so  as  I  dare, 
Wberof  my  ladie  maie  beware. 
I  say  what  euer  cometh  to  moutb, 
Aod  wers  1  wolde,  if  that  I  coutb. 
For  wban  I  come  voto  bir  specbe, 
All  that  I  maie  enquere  and  secbe 
Of  suche  deceite,  I  telle  it  all  : 
And  ay  tbe  worst  jn  speciall. 
So  faine  I  wolde  that  sbewist, 
Howe  litell  tbei  ben  for  to  trist. 
And  what  tbei  wold,  and  wbat  tbei  fflept, 
$0  as  tbei  be  of  double  entent. 


Thus  toward  hem,  that  wicke  menr. 
My  wicked  worde  was  euer  grene. 

And  netbeles  the  sooth  to  telle, 
In  certaine  i^  it  so  befelle, 
Tbat  alder  trewest  man  ybore. 
To  chese  amonge  a  tbosand  soore, 
Whicbe  were  all  fnlly  forto  trist. 
My  lady  loued,  and  I  it  wist, 
Yet  ratber  Uma  be  shulde  spede, 
I  wolde  suche  tales  sprede 
To  my  ladie,  if  tbat  I  might, 
That  I  shuld  all  bis  loue  vnright. 
And  tberto  wolde  I  do  my  peine. 
For  certes  tbougb  I  shulde  feine. 
And  telle,  tbat  was  nener  thought. 
For  all  tbis  worlde  I  might  nought 
To  suffre  an  otber  fułly  wynne, 
Tbere  as  1  am  yet  to  begynne. 
For  be  tbei  good,  oi;  be  tbei  bad| 
I  wolde  nonę  my  lady  had. 
And  that  me  maketb  fuli  ofte  aspie. 
And  Tsen  wordes  of  enuie. 
And  for  to  make  tbem  beare  a  blame: 
And  tbat  is  but  of  thiłke  same, 
Tbe  whicbe  vptó  my  ladie  drawe. 
For  euer  on  tbem  I  rounge  and  gnawe. 
And  bynder  bem  all  that  euer  I  maie. 
And  tbat  is  sothly  for  to  saie. 
But  onely  to  my  lady  selue, 
l  telle  it  nought  to.  x.  ne  twelne. 
Tberof  1  woli  me  well  auise. 
To  speke  or  iaugle  in  any  wise, 
That  toucheth  to  my  ladie  name, 
Tbe  whicbe  in  ernest  and  in  gamę 
I  wolde  sauen  to  my  death. 
For  me  bad  leuer  to  lacke  breatb, 
Tban  speke  of  bir  name  amis. 

Nowe  haue  ye  herd  touchend  of  thia 
My  iather  in  Confession, 
And  therfore  of  detraction 
In  loue,  that  I  haue  mispoke. 
Telle  howe  ye  will  it  sball  be  wroke, 
I  am  all  redy  for  to  beare 
My  peine,  and  also  to  fbrbeare 
What  thing  that  ye  woli  allowe. 
For  wbo  is  bounden,  he  must  bowe, 
So  wolle  I  bowe  ynto  your  hest. 
For  1  dare  make  tbis  bebest, 
Tbat  I  to  you  baue  nothing  bid. 
But  tolde  right  as  it  is  betide. 
And  otherwise  of  no  mispeche 
My  cooscience  for  to  secbe 
I  can  not  of  enuie  finde, 
That  I  mispoke  haue,  ooght  bebynde, 
Wberof  loue  ought  be  mispaide. 
Nowe  baue  ye  herde,  and  I  baue  saide* 
What  woli  ye  hóer,  tbat  1  do? 

My  sonne  do  no  morę  so. 
But  euer  kepe  thy  tonge  still, 
Thou  might  the  morę  haue  thy  will. 
For  as  thou  seyst  thy  seluen  hera, 
Thy  lady  is  of  SKiohe  manere 
So  wise,  80  ware  iu  all  thyng, 
It  nedeth  of  no  bakbityng 
That  thou  thy  lady  mis  enforme. 
For  wban  she  knowctb  all  tbe  fonne 
How  that  thy  selfe  art  enuious, 
Thou  sbalt  not  be  so  gracious 
As  thou  parauenture  sbuldest  hh  elles: 
Tbere  wol  no  man  drinke  of  tbo  welles. 
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WhJcbe  (as  he  wote)  is  poyson  ynne, 
And  ofte  suche  as  mea  begynne 
Towardes  other,  stiche  thei  finde, 
Tbat  set  hem  ofte  fer  bebjrnde, 
W^en  that  thei  wenen  be  befbre. 

My  good  sonne  and  tbou  tberfore 
Beware,  and  lene  thy  wicke  specbe, 
Wherof  hath  fellen  ofte  wreche 
To  many  a  man  before  this  time. 
For  irbo  so  will  his  handes  limę, 
Tbd  mnste  be  the  morę  vnclene. 
For  many  a  mote  shall  be  sene, 
That  woli  not  deue  elles  thert, 
And  that  shulde  enery  wise  man  fere.      / 
For  who  so  will  another  blame,  [,^ 

He  seheth  ofte  his  owne  thame, 
Whidie  els  might  be  rigbt  stiU. 
For  thy  if  that  it  be  thy  will  \ 

To  stande  Tpon  amendement,  '^ 

A  tale  of  great  enteodement 
I  thinke  telle  for  thy  sake, 
Wherof  thoa  might  ensample  take. 

łlic  loqoitur  confessor  contra  istos  in  amoris  causa 
detrabentes,  qui  suis  obloqaiis  aliena  solacia 
pertoffaant,  et  narrat  exemplam  de  Constantia 
Tlberii  Romę  Imperatoris  61ia  omnium  Tirtatum 
fiimoftistiioa,  ob  eius  amorem  Soldanus  tnnc 
P^fraie,  yt  eam  in  vzorem  ducere  posset,  christi- 
aomn  se  fieri  promisit,  cuius  accepta  caucione 
eoncilio  Pelagii  tnnc  papę  dicta  filia  Tna  cum 
doobos  Cafdioałibus,  aliisqne  Romę  proceribus 
in  Persiam  maritagii  causa  nauigio  honorifice 
destinata  foit,  ąam  tamen  obloąnentium  postea 
detiBCtiooibiis  variis  modis  absąue  sui  culpa  do- 
k>fosa  Ibta  multipUcitcr  pas»a  est.^ 
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A  WOBTHT  knight  in  Christes  lawe 
Of  great  Romę,  as  is  the  sa^^e, 
The  sceptre  bad  for  to  rigbt, 
Tlbery  Constantin  he  hight^ 
Whioe  wife  was  cleped  Italie: 
Bat  thei  to  geder  of  progenię 
Mo  ehłldre  bad  but  a  maide^ 
Ąnd  ehe  the  god  so  well  apayde, 
That  al  the  wide  worldes  famę 
Spake  urorship  of  hir  gdod  name; 
Cobstance,  as  the  Cipnike  saithy 
^  higbt:  and  was  so  fuU  of  fiiith, 
That  ^  greatest  of  Barbarie 
Ofbent,  whichev8emarchandie 
^  hatŁ  copnerted.  ag  thei  come  | 
ł'o  tur  Tpon  a  tyane  in  Rome» 
To  shewen  cącfa  thii^,  as  thei  bronghe, 
Whiche  worthdy  of  heo»  sbe  boaght. 
Aad  oner  that  in  suche  a  wise 
She  hath  hem  with  hir  wordes  wise 
Of  Christes  feith  so  foli  enfomied, 
That  thei  therto  ben  all  couformed^ 
So  that  baptlsme  thei  receinen: 
And  all  hir  fols  goddes  weyuen. 

Whan  thei  ben  of  the  feith  certaine 
Thei  gooe  to  Barbarie  ayene. 
And  there  the  Sondan  for  hem  sent. 
And  asketh  hem  to  what  entent 
Thei  baae ber drfltfoithJ2D»^' 

And  thefrwlIfCfieSa^^odertake 
The  rifbt  fejtb  to  kepe  and  holde, 
Tbe  Mfter  of  ber  t»1e  tolde, 
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With  all  the  hole  circnmstance. 

And  when  the  Soudan  of  Constaoce 
(Upon  the  point  that  thei  answerde) 
The  beautee  and  the  grace  herde, 
As  he,  whiche  tban  was  to  wedde^ 
In  ali  hast  his  cause  spedde 
To  sende  for  the  mariage : 
And  ferthermore  with  good  courage 
He  saith,  be  so  be  maie  hir  haoe, 
That  Christ,  tbat  came  this  worlde  to  saae, 
He  nroH  beleuc,  and  thus  recorded 
Thei  ben  on  either  side  accorSed: 
And  tbere  vpon  to  make  an  ende 
The  Soudan  his  hostage  sende 
To  Romę,  of  princes  sonnes  twelue* 
Wherof  the  fader  in  him  sełue 
Was  gladde,  and  with  the  Pope  auised 
Two  Cardinalles  he  hath  assised, 
With  other  lordes  many  mo, 
That  with  his  doughter  thei  shuld  go. 
To  see  the  soudan  he  conueited. 

Soaliteradueniente  Constantia  in  Barbariammater 
soldani  huiusmodi  nuptias  pertoibare  voIens, 
filium  suum  vna  cum  dicta  Constantia,  cardi- 
nalibu8que  et  aliis  Romanis  prima  die  ad  eon- 
uiuium  inuitauit,  Et  contiescentibus  illis  in 
mensa,  ipsum  soldanum  omnes  que  ibidem  pre- 
tor Constantiam  Romanos  ab  insidiis  latitań- 
tibus  subdole  detractiooe  interfeci  procurauit, 
ip8amque  Constantiam  in  qnadam  naoi  absqoe 
gubemaculo  positam  per  altum  marę  yentonim 
flatibus  agitandam  in  exilium  dirigi  solum.  con- 
stitttit* 

Bd.t  that,  whiche  neuer  was  we!  hcrted, 

Enoie  tho  begaiine  to  trauaile, 

In  disturbance  of  this  sposaile, 

So  priuely,  that  nonę  was  ware. 

The  motber  whiche  the.souldan  bare. 

Was  tban  ajioe,  and  thought  this 

Unto  hir  seUe:  If  it  so  is 

My  sonne  bym  wedde  in  this  manere,  ^J\,  • 

Than  haue  I  lost  my  joyes  here.   T   j  ♦^  '-'*"    ' 

For  myn  estate  shail  so  be  lassed.  J 

Thinkend  thus  she  hath  compassed 
By  sleighty  howe  that  she  maie  begyle 
Hir  sonne,  and  filie  within  a  while, 
Betwene  hem  two  whan  tbat  thei  were, 
She  feigned  wordes  in  his  eare. 
And  in  this  wise  gan  to  saie : 

My  sonne,  I  am  by  double  waie 
With  all  myn  bertę  gladde  and  blithe, 
For  that  my  selfe  haue  ofte  sithe 
Desyred,  tbou  woltę  (as  men  sayth^ 
Receiue  and  take  a  newe  feith, 
Whiche  shall  be  forthrynge  of  thy  life, 
And  eke  so  worshipfoll  a  wife, 
Tbe  doughter  of  an  emperour 
To  weddc,  it  shall  be  great  honour. 
For  thy  my  sonne  I  you  beseche, 
Tbat  I  suche  grace  might  areche, 
Whan  that  my  doughter  come  shall, 
That  I  maie  than  in  speciall, 
So  as  me  thynketh  honeste. 
By  thilke,  whiche  tbe  firste  foste 
Sball  make  Tnto  hir  welcommynge, 

The  Souldan  grąunteth  hiraskynge. 
And  sbe  therof  was  glad  enough. 
For  vnder  that  ąpone  she  drough. 
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With  &lae  wordes  that  she  spake, 
Couin  of  deathe  behynde  his  backe> 
And  therrpon  hir  ordinance 
She  madę  so,  that  whan  Constance 
tVas  coineo  forth  with  the  Roinaincs, 
Of  derkes  and  of  citezeine, 
A  riche  feaste  she  hem  madę: 
And  moste  whan  Łbei  weren  glade,. 
With  faise  conyn,  whiche  she  had 
Hir  close  enuie  tUo  she  sprad: 
And  al  1  tiio,  that  hadden  bee    * 
Or  in  apperte  or  in  priuee 
Of  counseile  to  the  mariage, 
She  slough  them  in  a  sodeine  raga 
Eiidelonge  the  borde  aa  tbei  ben  set, 
So  that  it  myght  not  be  leite. 
Hir  owne^sonne  was  not  quite. 
But  died  Tpon  the  same  plite. 

Bot  what  the  high  god  woli  spare, 
It  maie  not  for  the  perill  misfare. 
Thig  wortbie  roaiden,  whiche  was  there 
Stode  than,  as  who  saith,  dead  for  fere, 
To  see  the  feasfe,  bow  that  it  stode, 
Whiche  all  was  toumed  into  blond.  ^ 
The  disshe  forth  with  the  cuppe  and  all 
Bebled  thei  weren  ouer  all. 
She  sawe  hem  die  on  euery  side. 
No  wonder  though  she  wepte  and  cride, 
Makyng  many  a  wofuU  monę 
Whan  all  was  slaine  but  she  alone. 

Tbis  olde  fende,  this  Sarazyn, 
Let  take  anone  tbis  Constantyn, 
With  all  the  good  she  theder  brougbt^ 
And  hath  ordeined  as  she  thought 
A  naked  ship  withont  stere, 
In  whiche  the  good,  and  hir  in  fere, 
Yitaled  fulł  for  yeres  fiua, 
W  berę  that  the  wynde  it  wolde  driue, 
She  put  Tpon  the  waues  wilde. 


Qnaliter  nauis  cum  Constantia  in  paVtes  Anglie, 
qtł!e  tunc  pagana  fiiit  prope  Humber  sub  quo- 
dam  Castello  regis,  qui  tunc  AUee  vocabatur 
post  triennium  applicuit,  quam  quidam  miles 
nomioe  Elda  dicti  castelli  tunc  custos  et  nani 
lete  suscipiens,  vxori  sue  Hermyngylde  in  cus* 
'  todiam  bonorifice  commendauit. 

But  be,  which  all  thinges  maie  shilde 
Thre  yere,  til  that  she  cometh  to  londe 
Hir  shippe  to  stare  hath  t»ke  on  hondę: 
And  in  Northumberlonde  arriueth. 
And  happeth  than,  that  she  dryueth 
Under  a  castell  with  the  floodc, 
Whiche  Tpon  Humber  bankę  stoodc. 
And  was  the  kynges  owne  also, 
The  whiche  AUee  was  cleped  tho^ 
A  Saxon,  and  a  worthy  knigbt» 
But  he  beleueth  not  aright. 

Of  tbis  castell  was  castellayne, 
Elda  the  kynges  chamberlaine, 
A  knightly  man  after  his  lawę. 
And  whan  he  sawe  vpon  the  wawe 
The  ship  drinend  alone  so, 
He  bad  anone  men  sbulden  go 
To  see,  what  it  be  token  maie, 
Tbis  was  vpon  a  sommer  daie» 
Th*  shippe  was  loked,  and  she  founde. 

Slda  withia  a  litteU  stuunde 


It  wist,  and  with  his  wife  wo&ńe 
Towarde  this  yonge  lady  gone, 
Where  that  thei  fonde  greate  ricbesse^ 
But  she  hir  wolde  not  oonfesse, 
Whan  thei  hir  asken,  what  sba  was. 
And  netheles  vpon  the  cas 
Out  of  the  ship  with  great  worship 
Thei  toke  hir  in  to  felowship, 
As  thei  that  weren  of  hir  glade. 
But  she  no  maner  of  ioie  madę : 
But  soroweth  sore>.of  tltat  she  fonde 
No  christendome  in  thiłke  londe: 
But  els  she  hath  all  hir  wiU  > 
And  thus  with  them  she  dwelleth  still. 
Damę  Hermegyld,  whiche  was  the  wife 
Of  Elda,  liche  hir  owne  lifie- 
Constance  loueth,  aiid  it  fell  so> 
Spekende  all  daie  betwene  hem  two 
Through  grace  of  gods  purueiancd 
This  maiden  taugbt  the  creance 
Unto  this  wife  so  perfectly^ 
Upon  a  daie  that  faste  by, 
In  presence  of  hir  husbonde, 
Where  thei  go  wałkende  on  the  stronde, 
A  blynde  man,  whiche  came  ther  ladde, 
Unto  this  wife  criende  hc  badde 
With  both  his  hondes  Tp,  and  praide 
To  hir,  and  in  thie  wise  he  saide : 

O  HermejErylde,  whiche  Christes  feitk 
Enformed,  as  Constance  seith, 
Receiued  hast:  yene  me  my  sight 

Upon  this  woide  hir  bertę  aflight, 
Thynkende  what  was  best  to  doone. 
But  netheles  she  herde  his  boone, 
And  saide,  in  truste  of  Christes  lawę, 
Whiehe  done  was  on  the  crosse  and  slawe^ 
Thou  blynde  man  beholde  and  see. 

With  that  to  god  vpon  his  knee 
Thankende  he  toke  his  sight  anone» 
Wherof  thei  meruaile  euery  chone„  t 

Bot  Elda  wondreth  most  of  all 
This  open  thynge  whiche  is  beialle,  ' 
Concludeth  bym  by  suche  a  wey, 
That  he  the  feith  moste  nedes  obey. 

Sualiter  quidam  iuuenis  miles  in  amorem  Gon- 
stańcie  eiardescens,  pro  eo  que  ipsa  sibi  eon- 
sentire  noluit,  eam  de  morte  Hermegylde,  quam 
ipse  noctanter  iuteif^eit,  yerbis  detractoriis  ao- 
cusa'uit,  sed  angelus  domini  i  psom  sic  detra« 
hifetem  in  maxilla  subito  percutiens,  non  soluni 
pro  mendaci  comprobaoit,  sed  ictu  mortali  post 
ipsius  confessioaem  penitus  interfecit, 

NowB  listę  what  fell  vpon  this  thynge. 
This  Elda  foorthe  vnto  the  kynge, 
A  morowe  toke  bis  wey  and  rode, 
And  Hermegylde  ą^  home  abode 
Forth  with  Constance  well  afc.ease. 

Elda  whiche  thought  his  kynge  to  plese, 
As  be,  that  than  vnwedded  was, 
Of  Constance  all  the  pleine  cas, 
As  goodly  as  he  cooth,  tolde. 

The  kyng  was  glad,  and  taid  he  wolde 
Come  tbither  in  suche  a  wise, 
That  he  bym  might  of  hir  auise. 

The  tyme  appointed  ibrth  withall 
This  Elda  truste  in  speciall 
Upon  a  knight,  whom  irom  childhode 
He  had  ypdrawe  into  nanhode 
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To  hym  he  tolde  all  that  be  thought : 
Wherof  that  aRer  him  forthougbt 
And  netheles  at  thilke  tide 
Cnto  hig  vife  he  bad  hym  rtde 
To  make  redy  all  thjmge 
A^nst  thc  comyn^  of  the  kynge. 
And  gaitb,  that  be  hym  wlfe  tofore 
Thinketh  for  to  come,  aod  bod  therfore, 
That  he  him  kepe,  aiid  tolde  him  vhaii« 

This  knigbt  rode  forth  his  wey  than* 
And  soth  was,  that  of  time  passed 
He  had  ia  all  his  witte  compassed, 
Hove  he  Constance  migbt  wyone, 
But  he  sawe  tho  no  spede  tberio, 
Wherof  his  hist  beganne  to  bate. 
And  that  was  loae,  is  tban  bate. 
Of  hir  boooar  he  bad  enuie, 
So  that  TpoD  bis  trecherie, 
A  lesinge  in  his  herte  he  cast, 
Til  he  come  home,  he  highett  fast. 
And  doth  bis  lady  to  ynderstande 
The  message  of  hir  husbaude. 
Aod  therrpoii  the  longe  daie 
Thei  setten  thinges  in  arraie, 
Tbat  all  was  as  it  sbulde  bee 
Of  eoery  thing  in  bis  dęgree. 
Aod  whan  it  came  ioto  the  night, 
This  wife  hir  bath  to  bedde  digbt» 
Where  that  this  maiden  with  hir  laie. 

This  fiilse  knight  vpon  delaie 
Hsth  taried  till  tbei  were  aslepe, 
A»  he  that'  woli  time  kepe 
His  deadly  werkes  to  falfille, 
Aad  to  the  bedde  he  sUlketb  stille, 
Where  that  he  wist  was  the  wife. 
And  in  his  bandę  a  rasoor  kuife 
He  bare,  with  whiche  hir  throte  he  cnt, 
And  priuely  the  knife  be  put 
Undó*  that  diere  beddes  side, 
Where  that  Constance  laie  beside. 

EMa  come  home  th^  same  nigbt : 
And  stille  with  a  preuie  ligfat, 
As  be  that  wolde  not  awake 
His  wifoy  he  bath  bis  weye  take 
In  to  the  chambrs:  and  there  liggende 
He  fonde  his  deade  wife  bledende, 
Where  tbat  Constance  faste  by 
Wu&llc  aslepe:  and  sodeioly 
He  cried  aloode,  and  she  awoke 
And  fioorth  witball  cast  a  Ipke, 
And  sawe  thia  lady  blede  tberc 
Wherof  swouned  deade  for  feare 
She  was :  and  stille  as  any  stone 
She  bue,  and  Elda  therrpon 
In  to  the  Castell  clepetb  oat. 
And  vp  stertę  enery  man  about^ 
la  to  the  chambre  foortb  tiiei  went. 

Bat  he  wbicbe  all  vntrouth  ment, 
This  fiiise  knigbt  amonge  them  all, 
Upoo  the  tbing,  whiobe  is  befaU 
Seith:  that  Constance  hath  do  Łbis  dede, 
And  (o  the  bedde  with  tbat  he  yede 
After  the  fiUsebead  of  his  specbe, 
Aad  madę  him  there  for  to  seche, 
Aad  fonde  the  knife,  where  be  it  laide: 
Aod  than  he  cried,  and  thns  be  saide: 

Ło  see  tbe  knife  all  blody  here, 
What  nedeth  moro  im  tbis  matere 
To  aske  ?  and  thns  bir  {anocence 
Hd  KianadretJi  theze  iA«iidi«ne«. 
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With  false  wordes,  wbicbe  be  feignetb, ' 
But  yet  for  al  that  euer  he  pięinetb, 

Elda  no  fuli  credence  toke, 
And  happed  that  there  lay  a  boke, 
Upon  tbe  whiche  whan  be  it  sighe, 
This  knight  hath  swore:  and  said  on  highe, 
That  all  men  migbt  it  wite: 
Now  by  this  boke,  whiche  is  here  write, 
Constance  is  giltife  well  I  wote. 
With  that.,the  bandę  of  heuen  him  smote,    ^ 
In  token  of  that  he  hath  forswore' 
Tbere  he  bothe  bis  eyen  lore, 
Out  of  his  head  the  same  stounde 
Thei  stert,  and  so  thei  were  founde. 

A  voice  was  herde,  whan  that  thei  fel, 
Wbicbe  saide:  O  damned  man  to  heli, 
Lo  thns  hath  god  tby  sciaunder  wroke, 
That  thou  agei^  Constance  hath  spoke, 
Beknowe  the  sotbe  er  that  thou  die. 
And  he  tolde  out  his  felonie : 
And  starfe  forth  with  his  tale  anone. 
In  to  the  gronnde,  where  ał  gone 
This  dead  lady  was  begraue. 

Elda,  whiche  thought  his  honour  sanę,' 
A]l  that  be  maie,  restreineth  sorowe, 

duali  ter  rex  Allee  ad  fidem  Cbristi  conoersus  bap« 
tismom  recepit:  et  Constantiam  super  hoc  leto 
animo  desposauit  quaB  tamen  qualis  vel  yndo 
fuit  alicui  nullo  modo  fatebatur,  Rt  cum  infra 
breue  postea  a  domino  soo  impregnata  fuisset, 
ipce  ad  debellandum  cum  scotis  iter  arripoit,  et 
ibidem  super  goerras  aliquandiu  peimansit. 


For  the  seconde  datę  at  morowe 

The  kyng  came,  as  tbei.  were  accorded. 

And  whan  it  was  to  him  rccorded, 

What  god  hath  wrought  vpon  this  chance, 

He  toke  it  in  to  remembrance. 

And  thought  more  tban  be  saide.* 

For  all  falś  hole  herte  be  laide 

Upon  Constance:  and  saide  he  sbulde. 

For  lone  of  hir,  if  that  she  wolde, 

Baptisme  take,  and  Christes  faith 

Beleue :  and  ouer  tbat  he  saith, 

He  wolde  hir  wedde:  and  vpon  this 

Assiired  eche  to  otber  is. 

And  for  to  make  shorte  tales, 
There  came  a  bisshop  out  of  wales 
Fro  Bangor:  aod  Łucye  he  bight, 
Which  throughe  the  grace  of  god  almight, 
Tbe  king,  with  many  other  mo, 
He  christined :  and  betwene  hem  two 
He  hath  fulfilled  the  mariage: 
But  for  no  lust,  ne  for  no  ragę        I   v  K 
She  tolde  him  neuer  what  she  was.  |      \ 

And  netheles  vpop  this  cas 
The  kinge  was  glad,  bo  we  so  it  stode. 
For  well  he  wist  and  ynderstode, 
She  was  a  noble  creature. 

The  high  maker  of  nature 
Hir  hath  visiŁed  in  a  throwe 
That  it  was  openlicbe  knowe, 
She  was  with  childe  by  the  kynge, 
Wherof  abouen  all  other  thynge 
He  tbanked  god,  and  was  right  glad. 
And  fell  that  tyme  he  was  bestad 
Upona  werre,  and  must  ride: 
And  wfaile  be  sbuld  there  abidę, 
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He  lefle  at  homa  to  kepe  bis  wife. 
Suche  as  he  knewe  of  (loiy  life. 

Eida  fbrtb  with  the  bisshop  eke. 
And  he  with  power  go  to  seke 
Ayene  the  Scoites  for  to  fonde 
The  werre,  whichc  he  toke  on  bonde. 


Sualiter  regina  Constantia  infantem  masculom 
qaem  in  baptismo  Mauritium  Yocant,  rege  ab- 
f ente  enixa  eitt,  Sed  inuida  mater  legis  Domilda 
super  łsto  facto  condolens,  mendacibus  regi 
certificauity  quod  TKor  sua  demoniaci^et  non  hu- 
mani  generis  quoddaai  monstruosum  fantanna 
loco  geniture  adortam  produzit,  biuu8modique 
detractoribus  aduersos  Constantiam  procurauit, 
quod  i  psa  in  nauem,  qua  pńus  renerat,  iterun^ 
ad  exiUuin'  vno  cum  suo  partu  remissa  deso- 
labatur.  * 


The  tyme  sette  of  kinde  is  come, 
This  lady  hatb  hir  chambre  nom«^ 
And  of  a  sońne  borne  fuU: 
Wherof  that  she  was  ioyfuH. 
Sbę  was  deliuered  saufe  and  soone.     * 

The  bisshopy  as  it  was  to  doone, 
Yafe  him  baptisme,  and  Moris  calleth : 
Aod  therrpon  as  it  befalleth, 
With  letters  writen  of  recorde 
Thei  sent  Tnto  ber  Itege  iorde, 
Tbat  kepers  weren  of  the  queene. 
And  he,  that  shukie  go  betweene, 
ThA  messanger  to  Knaresbourgb, 
Whiche  towne  he  shulde  passe  tfarottgb, 
Rydeode  came  the  fint  daie. 
The.kynges  mother  there  laie, 
W  bose  right  name  was  Domilde, 
Whiche  after  all  the  canse  spilde. 
For  he,  whiche  ihanke  desenie  wolde, 
Unto  this  lady  gothe  and  tolde 
Of  his  message,  howe  it  ferclok 
And  she  with  feigned  ioye  it  herde,    .  j/^ 
And  yafe  him  yeftes  largely.  7  ,-  / 
But  in  the  night  al  priueły       \ 
She  toke  the  letters,  whiche  ha  nad, 
XVo  point  to  point  and  ouer  rad, 
As  she,  that  was  througb  out  Tntrue : 
And  let  do  write  otber  newe 
In  stede  of  hem :  and  thus*  thei  speke. 
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Prima  littera  in  commendationem  Constancie  ab 
episoopo  Regi  mtssa  per  Domildam  in  contra- 
rium  falsata. 

That  thou  with  vb  be  not  wrotb, 

Though  we  suche  thyng,  as  is  the  loth 

Upon  our  tronth  certifie. 

Thy  wife,  whicbe  is  of  tiiirie, 

Of  suche  a  ohilde  deliuered  is, 

Fro  kinde,  whiche  stant  all  amis. 

But  for  it  shulde  not  he  saie. 

We  haue  it  kepte  out  of  the  waie  . . 

For  drede  of  pure  worldes  shame.  y;p    ^ 

(A  poore  cbilde,  and  in  the  name 
Of  thilke,  whiche  is  so  misbore, 
i^ We  toke,  and  therto  we  be  swore,  h 
Tbat  nonę,  bot  onely  thou  and  wee 
Shall  knowe  of  this  priuetee. 
Moris  is  batte,  and  thus  men  wenę 
That  it  was  borna  of  the  queene. 


\ 
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And  of  thyne  owne  bodie  gete. 

But  this  tbyngp  maie  noi  be  foryetet 
That  thou  ne  sende  vs  worde  anone 
What  is  thy  will  thempon. 

This  letter,  as  thou  hastę  berde  deniaa 
Was  connterfete  in  suche  a  wise, 
That  no  man  shulde  it  apperceiue. 
And  she,  whicbe  tbou^ht  to  deceiue. 
U  leitb,  where  she  that  otber  toke. 

This  messanger,  wban  he  awoke. 
And  wist  oothynge  howe  it  was, 
Arose  and  rude  the  great  pas 
And  toke  bis  letters  to  the  kyoge. 
Aod  wban  he  sawe  this  wondie  thyngc, 
He  maketh  the  messanger  no  chere : 
But  netbeles  in  wise  manere 
He  wrote  againe,  a*nd  yafe  bym  charge, 
That  tbei  ne  suffre  not  at  large 
His  wife  to  go,  but  kepe  hir  still, 
Tyl!  thei  haue  lierde  morę  of  his  wUŁ 

This  messanger  was  yefties: 
But  with  bis  letter  netheles 
Or  be  hym  lefe  or  be  bym  lothe 
In  all  baste  ageine^he  gothe 
By  Kiiaresburgh,  and  as  he  went 
Unto  the  mother  bis  entent, 
Of  that  he  fonde  towarde  the  kynge 
He  toldcy  and  she  rpon  this  thyn^e 
Seith,  that  he  shulde  abide  all  night: 
And  make  hym  feaste  and  chere  aright 
Feigned  as  though  she  coude  him  tbonke* 
But  be  with  stronge  wi^e  which  be  dronke, 
Forth  with  the  trauaile  of  the  datę' 
Was  dronke:  asIrpeanH  whjle  be  lale, 
She  hath  his  letters  ouersaie. 
And  fbrmed  in  ao  otber  waie: 
There  was  a  newe  letter  write. 

Secunda  littera  per  regem  episcopo  remissa  a 
Domilda  iterum  falsata. 

Whicmb  he  saith :  I  do  you  for  to  wite, 
That  through  the  counsaile  of  yoo  two 
I  stonde  in  point  to  be  vndo, 
As  be,  whjche  is  a  kynge  deposed. 
For  euary  man  it  hatb  sopposed 
How  that  my  wife  Constance  is  iaie: 
And  if  that  I  feigne  any  dełaie 
To  put  hir  out  of  companie, 
The  worshippe  of  my  regalie 
Is  lorę :  and  ouer  this  tbei  tell, 
Hir  chikie  shall  not  amonge  hem  dweli 
To  daimen  any  herytage: 
So  can  I  see  nonę  aoantage. 
But  all  is  loste,  if  she  abide. 
For  thy  to  loke  on  euery  syd«  ^ 
Towaide  the  mischefe  as  it  is, 
I  chaige  yoo,  and  byd  this, 
That  ye  the  same  shippe  vittaiie: 
In  whicbe  that  she  toke  arriuaiłe, 
Therin  and  putteth  bothe  two, 
Hir  selfe  fbrtb  with  bir  childe  aiso. 
And  so  forth  broo^t  in  to  the  depe 
Retaketh  hir  the  sea  to  kepe. 
Of  foure  daies  tyme  I  sette, 
That  ye  this  thynge  no  lenger  lette, 
So  tbat  your  life  be  not  forfete.    - 
And  thus  this  letter  coonterfete 
The  messanger,  whiche  was  ynware, 
Upon  the  kynges  halne  bera 
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And  wliere  be  ahulde  it  hath  betake. 
fint  wban  tbat  thei  haue  bede  take 

And  rmd,  tbat  writen  \%  within, 

So  great  a  aoronre  thei  beginne, 

As  thei  hir  owne  notfaer  seien 

fircnoe  in  a  flre  before  their  eien. 

ITiere  was  wepjnge,  and  there  was  wo, 

But  finaUy  tbe  thynge  is  do: 

UpoD  tbe  sea  thei  bane  hir  brougfat : 

Bat  ihe  the  caue  wiat  nougfat 

And  thns  Tpon  tbe  floode  thei  wonnej 
^Thit  lady  with  bir  yonge  aonne.  >^ 
TAnd  tban  hir  handes  to  the  heiien 

She  straugfat:  and  with  a  Inildeateiien, 
\  Koeioid  rpon  bir  bare  knee 
I  She  laide:  O  high  maieatee, 

Whicbe  seeat  the  point  of  cuery  tronth: 

Take  of  thy  wofuH  woman  routh : 
I  Andofthisebilde,wbicheIsha11kepe. 

And  vitb  tbat  worde  she  gan  to  wepe 

Swooaed  as  deade,  and  there  she  laie. 

Bot  be,  wbicbe  all  thynges  maie^ 

Comferteth  bir,  and  at  laste  >    t^*" 

She  loketh,  and  hir  eien  caste 

Upon  hir  chiUe,  and  aaide  this:  ^  /*  i 

Of  Bie  no  maDer  charge  it  ia 

What  aorowe  I  snfire,  bnt  of  thce 

Me  thiaketh  it  ia  great  pitee. 

For  if  I  aterae,  tbou  mnat  deie, 

So  raote  I  nedes  by  tbat  weie. 

For  motberheed,  and  for  tendemea, 

^tb  all  my  hole  beaynea, 

Ordeioe  me  for  thilke  office, 

As  die,  wbiche  ahall  be  thy  norice. 

Thuawaa  abe  strengthed  for  to  stonde. 
And  tbo  ahe  ioke  fair  childe  in  bonde 

And  jaf«  it  aouke»  and  euer  amonge 

Słie  vepte,  and  otherwhile  aonge, 

Torocke  with  hir  childe  aalepe 

And  thoa  hir  owne  childe  to  kepe         -^ 

ftt  hath  Tttder  the  goda  cnre.     ^ 

Snaliter  naaia  Conatancie  post  biennium  in  partea 
Hispanie  auperioris  inter  Sarazenoa  iactabatur, 
a  ąoonim  manibus  deua  ipaam  eonaeruana  gra- 
tioaiaBffie  libera uit. 

Ało  80  fell  vpon  aoentnre 
Whan  thilke  yere  hath  madę  his  ende, 
Hir  ahip,  ao  aa  it  moate  wende, 
Bf  strength  of  wyade,  which  god  hath  yeae, 
Kftwtode  waa  into  Spaine  dritle, 
^ht  fiut-Tnder  «  caatell  wali, 
^ere  tbat  an  bethen  admirall 
^tt  lorde:  and  be  a  atewarde  had 
OneThelona,  wbiche  all  waa  bad, 
A  fiUa  knight,  and  a  renegate, 
He  goth  to  Ioke,  in  what  eatate 
Tbe  sbip  waa  comea:  and  there  be  fonde 
Foith  with  a  childe  vpon  hir  bonde 
Tbis  lady  wbere  ahe  waa  a  one. 
He  toke  good  bede  of  tbe  person. 
And  aawe  abe  was  a  worthy  wight 
And  tboogfat  be  woMe  vpon  tbe  tiigh^ 
*teene  bir  at  bis  owne  will : 
Aod  in  tbe  abip  be  k^fte  bir  atiH, 
Tbat  no  man  aawe  bir  thatdaie. 
At  goda  wille  and  thus  abe  laie 
unkoowe,  what  hir  ahall  betide. 
And  fell  so  that  by  nigfatee  tide, 


Thia  knight  without  felauahip 
Hath  take  a  bote,  and  came  to  abip, 
And  thought  of  hir  bie  laate  to  take. 
And  awore,  if  she  bym  daunger  make, 
That  certainly  ahe  ahulde  deie, 
She  aawe  tbere  waa  nonę  other  weie. 
\nd  aaide  he  ahulde  hir  well  comforte^ 
Tbat  be  fyrat  Joke  out  at  porte, 
That  no  man  were  nigh  the  atede, 
Whiche  migbt  knowe  what  thei  dede. 
Aod  tban  hemaie  do  what  be  wolde. 
He  waa  right  glad,  that  ahe  so  tolde. 
And  to  the  porte  anone  he  ferde : 

She  praieth  god,  and  he  hir  herde, 
And  aodeinly  he  waa  out  throwe 
And  dreint,  and  tbo  began  to  blowe 
Wyode  meuable  fro  the  londe 
And  thus  the  mighty  goda  hondę       .^ 
Hir  hath  conueigbed,  and  defeoded:     \^ 
And  wban  thre  yere  ben  fiiU  diapended,  j 


A^ 


Sualtter  Nauicola  Conatancie  quodam  die  qne 
altum  raare  Tagana  iriter  copioaam  nauium  mul- 
titndinem  dilapaa  eat,  ąuarum  Arccnniua  Ro- 
manorom  consul,  duY,  et  capitaneoa  ipaam  ig. 
notam  auacipiena  Taąue  ad  Romam  aecum  per- 
duicit,  vbi  equaleBi,  vxori  sue  Ełene  permanau- 
ram  reuerenter  aaaociauit,  nec  non  et  eiuadem 
filium  Maoricium  in  omni  babnndantia  quasł 
propriom  edocaoit. 


Hir  ahip  was  driue  vpoo  a  daie, 
Wbere  that  a  great  nauie  laie 
Of  shippea,  ali  the  worlde  at  ones: 
And  as  god  wolde  for  the  nones 
Hir  ship  goth  in  amonge  hem  all 
And  stynt  not,  er  it  be  bifall. 
And  hath  that  yessell  rnder  gete, 
Whiche  maiater  was  of  all  the  flcte. 
But  there  it  resteth  and  abode, 
This  great  shyp  on  anker  rode: 
The  lorde  come  forth,  and  when  he  sigh 
That  other  ligge  on  hordę  so  nighe : 
He  wondretb,  what  it  might  bee, 
And  bed  men  to  go  in  and  see. 
T^is  lady  tho  was  crope  a  side, 
As  she  tbat  wolde  hir  seluen  hide. 
For  she  ne  wist,  what  thei  were. 
Thei  sougbt  about,  and  fond  hir  there. 
And  broughten  rp  hir  childe  and  ber, 
And  thenrpon  thia  lorde  to  aper 
Began,  fro  whena  that  abe  came. 
And  what  she  waa :  ftuod  she,  I  am 
A  woman  wofully  beatadde 
1  had  a  lorde,  and  thua  be  bad, 
That  I  forth  with  my  littell  aonne, 
Upon  tbe  wauea  ahulde  wonne. 
Bnt  why  tbe  cause  wole  I  nought 
Bat  he  whiche  all  thynges  wrought, 
Yet  ay  I  thanke  bym  of  his  migbt. 
My  childe  and  me  so  kepte  Tpright, 
That  we  be  sanie  botbe  two.  - 

This  lorde  hir  asketb  eoenno 
Howe  sbebeleuetb,  and  she  seith: 
I  leue  and  trust  in  Christes  feitb» 
Whiche  died  vpon  the  roode  tre. 

What  is  thy  name  tho  quod  he } 
My  name  is  Coust,  she  bym  saide. 
But  furtbermore  for  nong^t  he  praide 
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Of  hir  estate  to  knowe  plaine, 
She  wolde  hym  nothynge  els  salne* 
But  of  hir  name,  whiche  sbe  feigned, 
AU  otber  tbynges  she  restreigned, 
That  o  worde  morę  the  ne  tolde. 

This  lorde  thau  asketh  if  sbe  woUe 
With  hym  abide  id  companie, 
And  saide,  be  came  from  Barbarie 
To  Romę  warde,  and  home  be  went. 

7*bo  sbe  sapposetb  what  it  ment. 
And  saitb,  sbe  wolde  with  bym  woide. 
And  dveU  vnto  hir  liues  ende. 
Be  so  it  be  to  bis  pleasance. 
And  tbus  Tpon  ber  agueintaoce 
Ue  tolde  hir  plainly  as  it  studa, 
Of  Romę  bowe  that  the  gentill  blode 
In  Barbarie  was  betraiedi 
And  tberapon  be  hath  assaied 
By  warre,  and  take  suche  yengeance, 
That  nonę  of  thilke  allyance, 
By  wbom  the  treson  was  compassed^ 
Is  irom  the  swerde  aliue  passed. 

But  of  Constance  bowe  it  was. 
That  couthe  be  knowe  by  no  cas, 
Wbere  she  became,  so  as  be  seide* 

Hir  ere  Tnto  his  worde  she  leide. 
But  forther  madę  sbe  no  chere. 

And  netheles  i n  this  mattere 
It  bapned  that  ilke  tyme  so, 
*  This  lorde,  with  wbome  she  shulde  go, 
Of  Romę  was  tbe  senatour. 
And  of  hir  father  tbe  emperour, 
His  brotber  doughter  hath  to  wife: 
Whiche  hath  hir  father  eke  on  liae, 
And  was  Salustes  cleped  tbo« 
His  wife  Eleine  hight  also :  >     '  '  ' 

To  wbom  Constance  was  cosine. 

Tbus  to  the  seke  a  medianę 
Hath  god  ordeined  of  his  grace, 
That  forthe  in  the  same  place 
This  senatour  I^s  trouth  plight. 
For  euer,  while  be  lyue  migbt. 
To  kepe  hir  in  worship,  aud  in  weltb. 
Be  so  that  god  woli  giue  hir  belth. 

This  lady,  whiche  fortunę  bym  sende^ 
*And  tbus  by  sbippe  fortb  sailende, 
Hir  and  hir  childe  to  Romę  be  brougbty 
And  to  bis  wife  tbo  be  besought, 
To  take  hirin  to  cempanie. 
And  she,  whicbe  couth  of  curtesie 
AU  that  a  good  wife  sbulde  conne. 
Was  iniy  gladdc,  that  be  hath  wonne 
Tbe  felowship  of  so  good  one. 
This  emperours  doughter  Custe, 
Forthwith  the  doughter  of  Saluste 
Was  kept,  but  no  man  redely 
Knewe,  what  she  was:  and  not  for  thy^ 
Tbei  thoughten  well  sbe  bad  bee 
In  hir  estate  of  high  degree. 
And  euery  life  hir  loueUi  wele. 

fiualiter  rex  AUee  i  nita  pace  cum  Scottis  a  guerris 
rediens,  et  non  inuenta  Tsore  suacaosam  exini 
diligencius  perscrutans,  cum  matrem  suam  Do- 
uiildam  inde  culpabilem  sciuisset,  ipsam  in  igne 
proiciens  conburi  fedt. 

KoivB  berke  thilke  vnstab]e  whele, 
Whiche  euer  torneth,  wenie  aboute, 
Tbe  kynge  Alle,  while  he  was  out 


(As  thon  tofore  hatft  herde  the  cas) 

Oeceiued  through  his  modre  was. 

But  whan  tbat  Le  come  home  agaync, 

He  axeth  of  his  chamberlayne, 

And  of  tbe  bissbop  eke  also,  . 

Wbere  thei  tbe  quene  bad  dob 

And  tbei  answerde :  there  he  bad. 

And  haue  bym  thilke  letter  rad, 

Whicbe  be  them  seat  for  warrant* 

And  tolde  bym  playnly  as  it  stante, 

And  saine,  it  tfaougbt  hem  great  pitee. 

To  see  a  worthy  one  as  sbee 

With  suche  a  childe,  as  there  was  bor* 

So  sodeinly  to  be  forloie. 

He  asketh  hem,  what  childe  it  were. 

And  tbei  bim  saide,  tbat  no  wbere 

In  all  tbe  worlde,  though  men  it  sou^bt. 

Was  neuer  woman,  that  forth  brougbt 

A  fairer  childe,  than  it  was  one. 

And  than  be  axeth  hem  anone, 
Why  Uiei  ne  badden  writen  so. 
Thei  tolden,  so  thei  badden  do. 

He  saidc  nay.    Thei  saiden  yis. 
Tbe  letter  shewed,  radde  it  is. 
Whiche  thei  forsoken  eaery  dele: 
Tbo  was  it  Ynderstonde  wele, 
Tbat  there  is  treason  in  the  thynge. 
Tbe  messenger  tofore  the  kynge 
Was  brougbt,  and  sodenly  opposed. 
And  no  thynge  hath  yetsopposed 
But  all  well,  began  to  saie, 
Tbat  he  no  wbere  Tpon  the  waie 
Abod,  bot  onely  in  a  stede. 
And  cause  why,  tbat  be  so  dede 
Was,  as  he  went  to  aud  fro, 
At  Knaresburgb  by  nightef  two 
The  kynges  moder  madę  bym  dwell. 

And  when  tbe  kynge  it  herde  teU, 
Within  his  bertę  he  wiste  aisfaste 
The  treson,  wbiche  his  mother  casie  i 
And  tbougbt  be  wolde  not  abide: 
But  foprth  ryght  in  the  famę  tide 
He  toke  his  hon,  and  rode  anone, 
With  hym  there  ride  many  one 
To  Knaresburgb,  aud  forth  thei  wentę. 
And  lycb  the  fyre,  whiche  tbonder  hente, 
In  suche  a  ragę,  as  seith  tlie  boke» 
His  mother  sodenecbe  he  toke 
And  saide  vnto  hir  in  this  wise: 

O  beast  of  beli  in  what  gise 
Hast  thou  deseru td  forto  deie, 
Tbat  hast  so  fiiUely  pot  aweie 
With  reason  of  thy  backbitrnge, 
The  trewest,  at  my  knowl^hynge 
Of  wiues,  and  the  most  bonest? 

But  I  woli  make  this  behest         .  ^ 
It  sball  be  venged  er  1  go.     v  >  * '    - 
And  lete  ajyre  do  make  lbo.^\.. 
And  bad  men  lor  to  caste  hir  inne. 
But  firste  she  tolde  out  all  the  sinne. 
And  did  hem  all  for  to  wite, 
Howe  she  tbe  letters  bad  write 
Fro  point  to  point,  as  it  was  wrought. 
And  tlio  sbe  was  to  death  brougbt. 
And  brent  tofore  hir  sonnes  eie: 
Wherof  these  otber,  whiche  it  sie. 
And  hcrdcn  howe  tbe  cause  stode 
Seine,  that  the  iudgement  is  good, 
Of  tbat  hir  sonne  bir  hath  so  serucd  2 
For  she  it  bad  wbcie  dcserued. 
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^lirtMigb  treion  of  hir  ialse  tonge, 
'Wbich  throogb  the  l6nde  was  after  songe, 
Constance  and  euery  wigbt  compleiDetb, 
Bat  he,  wbom  all  wo  dystreiaeth, 
Tlkia  sorowfttU  kyoge  was  so  bestadde, 
That  be  sball  ueuer  morę  be  gladde: 
He,  aeitb  eftaones  for  to  wedde, 
TEil  tbat  be  wiste  bow  that  she  spedde, 
Wbicbe  bad  ben  bis  firsle  wife. 
And  Łhus  bis  yonge  vnlu8ty  life 
He  dfioeth  fborth  so  as  be  maie. 

Soalitcr  post  lapsum.  xii.  annorum  rex  AUee  ab- 
solucionis  cansa  Roaiam  proficiens,  vxorem 
snam  Constaociam  Tna  cum  6iiosuodiainapro- 
uidencia  ibidem  letus  inu^nit. 

Tiu.  it  befell  Tpon  a  daie, 

'Wban  be  bis  warres  bad  achened. 

And  tbought  he  wolde  be  releued 

Of  soale  hele  Tpon  tbe  feitb, 

Vrbicbe  be  bath  take,  tbab  be  seiŁb, 

That  be  to  Romę  in  pilgremage 

WoMe  goc,  where  Pope  was  Pelage, 

To  take  his  absolocioii.  - 

And  Tpon  this  condicion 

He  madę  Edwyn  bis  leutenant, 

Whicfae  heire  wa«  apparant, 

That  be  tbe  Jonde  in  bis  absence 

Sball  rewie,  and  tbus  by  prouidenbe 

Of  all  tfaynges.well  begoniie  .     . 

He  toke  bis  leoe  and  forthe  is  gone. 

Elda,  wbicbe  tho  was  with  hem  there, 
Er  thei  fullicbe  at  Romę  were, 
Was  tent  tofore  to  purueie, 
And  be  his  guide  rpon  tbe  weie 
In  belpe  to  ben  bis  herb^eour 
Hatb  axed,  who  was  Senatour, 
Tbat  be  is  name  might  kenne. 

Of  Capadooe,  be  saide,  Areenne 
He  bigbt:  and  was  a  worthie  knight. 

To  him  goth  jElda  tho  forth  right, 
And  tolde  him  of  his  lorde  tjdinge 
And  pra'd,  that  for  bis  coroynge 
He  wolde  assigrie  bim  berbergage. 
And  be  so  did  of  good  coorage. 

Wban  all  is  do,  that  was  to  doone, 
The  kynge  bim  sełfe  came  after  soone. 

Tbis  Senatour  wban  tbat  he  come 
To  Custe,  and  to  his  wife  at  home, 
Hatb  tolde,  howe  suche  a  kyng  AUee 
Of  great  array  to  the  Citee 
Was  oome,  and  Custe  Tpon  his  tale 
Witb  bert  dose,  and  oolour  pale, 
A  swonne  felte,  and  he  meruaileth^ 
So  sodenly  what  thyng  hir  eyleth, 
And  caugbt  hir  Tp,  and  whan  she  woke, 
8be  sigbetb  with  a  pitons  loke 
And  feigneth  sekeoesse  of  the  see. 
Bot  it  was  for  the  kynge  All^e: 
For  ioye,  whiche  was  in  hir  tbought, 
That  god  bim  bath  to  towne  brought. 

Tbts  kinge  bath  spoke  with  the  Popa, 
And  tolde  all  tbat  be  couthe  grope, 
Wbat  greoeth  in  his  conscience. 
And*tliisn  be  tbought  in  reuerence 
Of  his  estate,  er  tbat  be  went. 
To  make  a  feast,  and  tbus  be  sent 
Unto  tbe  Senatour,  to  com6 
UpoD  tbe  morowe*  and  other  somei 


To  sttte  with  bim  at  metę. 

Tbis  tale  hath  Custe  not  foryetfe. 
But  to  Moris,  hir  sonne  tolde, 
That  he  vpon  tbe  morowe  sbulde 
In  all  tbat  euer  he  couth  and  might. 
Be  present  in  tbe  kyuges  sight, 
So  that  the  kynge  him  ofte  sie. 

Moris  tofore  the  kynges  eie 
Upoh  the  morowe,  where  he  sat, 
FuU  ofte  stode,  and  Tpon  that 
The  kynge  his  chere  Tpon  him  caste, 
And  in  his  face  bim  tbought  ais  faste 
He  sawe  his  owne  wife  Constance. 
For  naturę,  as  in  resemblance 
Of  lace,  him  liketh  so  to  clothe, 
That  thei  were  of  a  suitę  both. 

Tbe  kyng  was  moued  in  his  tbought 
Of  that  he  seetb,  and  knoweth  it  nought* 
Tbis  childe  he  loueth  kyndely  : 
And  yet  he  wote  no  cause  why, 
Bot  wel  he  sigh  and  Tnderstode, 
That  he  towaide  Arccnne  stode, 
And  axeth  bim  anone  right  there* 
Yf  that  this  childe  his  sonne  were. 

He  saide  ye,  so  I  him  calle. 
And  wolde  it  were  so  byfisUe. 
But  it  is  all  iu  other  wise. 

And  tho  began  he  to  deuise» 
How  he  the  childes  mother  fonde, 
Upon  tbe  sea  from  euery  londe 
With  i  n  a  ship  was  steries, 
And  how  tbiś  lady  helpeles 
Forth  with  hir  childe  he  hatb  forth  dra  we. 
The  kynge  hath  Tnderstande  his  sawe: 
The  childes  name  and  axeth  tho, 
Ai)d  what  the  mother  bight  aIso» 
That  be  him  wolde  teUe.be  praide. 

Moris  this  childe  is  hote  he  saide, 
His  motber  hat  Custe,  and  tkis 
I  not  what  maner  name  it  is. 

But  AUee  wist  wel  enougb, 
Wherof  sonuTele  smilend  he  longh. 
For  Custe  in  Saxon  is  to  saine 
Constance  Tpon  tbe  worde  Romain. 

But  who  that  couthe  specifie, 
Wbat  tho  fell  in  his  fisntasie. 
And  how  his  witte  aboute  renneth 
Upon  tbe  loue,  in  whiche  he  brenneth, 
It  ware  a  wonder  for  to  here. 
For  he  was  neither  there  ne  here. 
But  clene  out  of  him  selfe  awey, 
That  he  not  what  to  thinke  or  sey, 
So  feine  be  wolde  it  were  shee, 
Wherof  his  hertes  priuitee 
Bygan  tbe  warre  of  ye  and  naye, 
The  whiche  in  suche  balance  laye, 
That  contenance  for  a  throwe 
He  loste,  till  he  might  knowe 
The  soth :  but  in  his  memorie 
Tbe  man,  whiche  lietb  in  purgatorie, 
Desireth  not  the  heuen  morę, 
That  be  ne  longeth  also  sore 
To  witte,  wbat  bim  sball  betide. 

And  when  the  bordes  were  aside, 
And  euery  man  was  rise  aboute 
Tbe  kynge  hath  weioed  all  the  route 
And  with  tbe  Senatour  alone 
He  spake,  and  praid  him  of  a  bonę. 
To  see  tbis  Custe  where  she  dwelletb 
At  hoflM  with  him,  so  as  be  telleth. 
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The  Senatour  was  wel  aj^ide. 

Th  18  thing  no  lenger  was  delaid. 
To  see  this  CusŁe  goth  the  kynge, 
And  she  was  warned  of  the  thynge : 
And  with  Eleine  foorth  she  came 
Ayene  the  kyngc,  and  he  tho  narae 
Good  hede:  and  whan  he  sigh  his  wife, 
Anone  with  all  his  hertes  life 
He  caught  hir  in  his  artnes,  and  kiste 
Was  neuer  wight  that  sighe  n«  wiste 
A  man  that  morę  ioye  madę, 
Wberof  thei  weren  all  gladde, 
Wbicheherd  tell  of  fhis  chance. 

This  kyng  tho  with  his  wife  Constance, 
Whiche  had  a  great  part  of  his  wille, 
In  Romę  for  a  tyme  stille 
Abode,  and  madę  him  well  at  ease. 
But  80  yet  couth  he  neuer  please 
His  wife»  that  she  wolde  him  seine 
Of  litr  estate  thetrouthe  pleińe, 
Of  what  countre  that  she  was  borę,        ^ 
Ne  what  she  was,  and  yet  therfore 
With  all  his  wit  he  hath  done  seke. 

Thus  as  thei  lay  in  bedde,  and  speke, 
She  praith  him,  and  counseileth  botb, 
That  for  the  worship  of  hem  both, 
So  as  hir  thought  it  were  honeste, 
He  wolde  an  honou rabie  feste 
Make  (er  he  went)  in  that  Citee, 
tyhere  the  £mperour  him  selfe  shall  bee. 

He  graunled  all  that  she  him  praide. 
But  as  men  in  that  time  saide, 
Thilke  Einperour  from  that  daie, 
That  iirste  his  doughter  went  a  waie, 
He  was  tban  after  neuer  glad. 
But  wiat  that  any  man  him  bad 
Of  grace,  for  his  doughter  sake, 
That  grace  wdlde  he  nought  forsake.* 
And  thus  ful  great  almesse  he  dcde 
Wherof  he  had  many  a  bede. 


Sualłter  Constantia,  quse  antea  per  totum  tempus 
exi1ii  sui  penes  omnes  incognitam  se  cetauit, 
tunc  demum  patri  suo  imperatcri  se  ip$am  per 
omuia  manifestauit,  qnod  cum  rex  Allee  scU 
ui8.«et,  vna  cum  vuiuersa  Romanorum  muUi- 
tudine  inestimablli  gaudio  admirantes  cunctipo- 
tcntem  laudarunt. 

TbI8  Emperour  out  of  the  towne, 
Witbin  a  ten  mile  enuiroune, 
"Where  as  it  thought  him  for  the  beste, 
Hath  sondry  placcs  for  to  reste. 
And  as  fonune  wolde  tho, 
He  was  dwelicnd  at  one  of  tho, 

The  kynge  Allee  foorth  with  thassent 
Of  Custe  bis  wife,  hath  tbidor  sent 
Moricc  his  sonne,  as  he  was  taught 
To  Themperour,  and  he  goth  straugbt. 
And  in  his  father  balue  he  sought, 
As  he  whiche  his  lordship  sought, 
That  of  his  high  worthines 
He  wolde  do  so  great  mekenes, 
Uts  owne  towne  to  come  and  see, 
And  yeue  a  tyme  in  the  citee, 
So  that  his  fader  mtght  him  gete, 
That  be  wolde  ones  with  him  ete. 

This  loide  hath  graunted  his  reąueste^  ■ 
And  whan  the  daie  was  of  tlie  feaste. 


In  worship  of  the  Emperoar, 
The  kynge,  and  eke  the  Senatour, 
Foorth  with  her  wiues  bothe  two, 
With  many  a  lorde  and  Isidy  mo, 
On  hors  riden  him  ageiue, 
Till  it  befell  ypon  a  plaine 
Thei  sigh,  where  be  was  comend* 

With  that  Constance  anone  preyend 
Spake  to  hir  lorde,  that  he  abide, 
So  that  1  maie  tofore  ride. 
To  ben  vpon  his  hien  venu  . 
Tlie  firate,  wbiche  shall  him  salu. 
And  thus  after  hir  lordes  graant, 
Upon  a  mule  white  amblant 
Foorth  with  a  fewe  rode  this  quene. 
Thei  wondred,  what  she  wolde  meoc, 
And  riden  after  a  softe  pas. 
But  whan  this  lady  comen  was 
To  themperour,  in  his  presence, 
She  saide  aloude  in  audience: 

My  lorde  my  father  wel  you  bee. 
And  of  this  tyme  that  I  see 
Your  honou  r,  and  your  good  hele, 
Whicbe  is  the  belpe  of  my  ąuarele. 
I  thanke  vnto  the  gods  might. 

For  ioye  his  herte  was  aflight 
Of  that  she  tolde  in  temembrance: 
And  whan  he  wiste,  it  was  Constance, 
Was  neuer  father  halfe  so  blithe, 
Wepende  he  kiste  hir  ofte  sithe, 
So  was  his  herte  all  ouercomc. 
For  though  his  mother  were  come 
Fro  death  to  lyfe  out  of  the  grane, 
He  myght  no  morę  wonder  haue 
Tban  he  hath,  whan  that  he  hir  sighe 
With  that  hir  owuc  lorde  com^  nigbe. 
And  is  to  themperour  obeied. 

And  whan  the  fortunę  is  bewreied, 
How  that  Constance  is  come  aboute, 
So  harde  an  herte  was  nonę  oute, 
That  he  for  pitee  tho  ne  wcpte.         « 

Arccnius,  whiche  hir  fonde  and  kepte. 
Was  tban  gladde  of  that  im  fali, 
So  that  with  ioye  aroonge  hem  all 
Thei  riden  in  at  Romę  gate. 

This  Emperour  thought  all  to  late 
Till  that  the  Pope  were  come,  • 

And  of  tho  lordes  sende  some. 
To  praie  him,  tbat  he  woli  hastę. 
And  he  cam  foorth  in  aU  hastę. 
And  whan  that  he  this  tale  herde, 
How  wonderly  this  chaunce  fcrde, 
He  thauked  god  of  his  myracle. 
To  whose  might  maie  be  nonę  obstacle. 

The  kynge  a  noble  feaste  hem  madę: 
And  thus  thei  were  all  gladde. 

A  parlement  er  that  thei  went, 
Thei  setten  vnto  this  entcnt. 
To  put  Romę  in  fuU  espeire, 
That  Moris  was  apparant  heire. 
And  shulde  abide  with  hem  stille. 
For  suche  was  all  the  londes  wille. 

Qna1iter  Mauricius  cum  imperatore,  vt  beres  ia> 
perii  rcmansit,  et  rex  Allee  et  ConsUoŁia  in 
Angliam  regre>si  suut. 

WłłAN  euery  thynge  was  fuUy  spoke, 
Of  sorowc  aud  qucłnt  was  all  the  smoke. 
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Tbo  toke  his  leae  AUee  the  kynge, 
Aod  with  Idłl  masy  a  ricbe  tiyugte, 
Whicbe  theraperoor  hytn  bad  yeue, 
Be  hath  a  glad  life  ibr  to  liue. 
Por  be  CoBstance  bath  id  bit  bondc, 
Whicbe  was  tbe  comforte  of  bis  londe. 
For  whan  that  be  come  borne  ageine, 
There  is  no  tODge  tbat  might  seine, 
Wbat  ioye  was  tbat  ilke  rtoande, 
Of  tbat  be  batb  bu  ąoene  founde: 
Wbicbe  first  was  sent  of  goddes  sondey 
WbaB  she  was  dryaen  ypon  tbe  strondc, 
Bf  whome  tbe  mysbiiene  of  synne 
Was  lefte,  and  Christes  feitb  came  inne 
To  ben,  tbat  whilome  wer^  blyode, 
Bat  be,  wbicbe  byndretb  eoery  kynde, 

Onaliter  iex  Alle  in  Anglia  postbiennlum  hnmane 
carnis  reaolucionem  subiens,  naturę  debitum 
persolnit,  post  cnius  obitura  Constancia  cum 
patrw  soo  Romę  se  transtallt  moraturam. 

And  for  no  golde  maie  be  forbonght, 

Tbe  deatb  comend  er  be  besought 

Toke  witb  tbis  kynge  suche  acqaenitftnce,     « 

Tbat  be  witb  all  his  retenance 

Ke  might  not  defende  his  life. 

And  tfaos  be  partetb  from  his  wife, 

Whicbe  than  inade  sorowe  enoogh. 

And  tberopon  hir  bertę  droughe 

To  leue  Eoglond  for  ener, 

And  go  wbere  she  bad  leuer 

To  Borne,  whens  tbat  she  came. 

And  tbos  of  all  the  londe  she  name 

Bir  leue,  and  goth  to  Romę  ageine. 

Aad  after  tbat  tbe  bokes  seine, 

She  was  not  there  bat  a  throwe 

Whan  death  of  kjmde  hatb  ouertfarowe 

Hir  wortby  fiitber,  wbicbe  men  saide 

Tbat  betwene  bir  armes  deide. 

And  afterwarde  tbe  yere  soende 

The  god  of  bir  hatb  madę  on  ende. 

And  ho  tbis  worldes  iayrie 

Ha^  take  hir  into  companie. 

Moris  bir  sonne  was  coroned, 
Whicbe  so  ferfiMh  was  abaodoned 
To  Christes  feith,  that  men  bym  calle 
Moris  the  christnest  of  all. 

And*  tbus  tbe  whele  meoynge  of  lone 
Was  at  last  set  aboue, 
Aad  80^  as  tboa  hastę  herde  to^re,  ,  ^r^ 
The  fisls  tonges  were  lorę,  ^f*   ' 

Wbicbe  ypon  lone  wolde  lie.     _  \  ■ 

For  thytoochendof  tbis  ennte'  ,"   J^ 

Wbicbe  longetb  Tnto  bakbitynge,  . ". 

Be  ware  thou  make  do  leynge 
la  bindrynge  of  an  otber  wighty  ^' 

Aod  if  Łbou  wolde  be  taoght  aright,  % 

Wfaat  miachiefe  bakbityng  dootb  ^ 

By  otber  weie  a  tale  sooth  .  -;^ 

^'(owe  might  tboa  berę  nexte  sewend, 
Wbicfae  to  tbis  rice  is  acordend. 

Hic  pooit  Coniessor  exeroplum  contra  istos  deirac- 
totes,  qui  in  alterios  Yttuperium  mendacia  eon* 
fiagentes  dif&macionem  iieri  procuranU  £t 
nairat  ąualiter  Perseas,  Pbilippi  regis  Mace- 
donii filius  Demetrio  fratri  suo  ob  eias  probita- 
tcm  inuidensy  composito  detractionis  mendacio 
ipctun  apod  patrem  suum  mortaliter  accusauit, 
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dicens  ipse  non  solum  patremf  sed  et  iotum 
Macedonii  regnum  Romanis  hostibospro  ditorie 
Tendidisset.  quem  saper  hoc  indicium  produ- 
cens,  testibusque  indicibus  auro  subornatis, 
quamvis  falsissime  loorte  condempnatum  euiciti 
quo  deftincŁo  eciam  et  pater  infra  breae  postea 
mortuus  est.  Et  sic  Perseo  successiue  regnante 
deus  buiusmodi  detractionis  inuidiam  abbonrens 
ipsum  cum  Tniuersa  suorum  pugnatonim  mul- 
tltudine  extra  Danobii  fluii|ium  ab  Aemilo.tunc 
Romanorum  Consule,  eueotu  bellioo  interfeci 
fortunauit  Ita  qiąod  ab  iUo  die  Macedonii  po- 
testas  penitus  detructa  Romano  Imperio  subiu- 
gata  deseruiuit,  et  eius  detractio,  quam  contra 
alium  conspiraueiaty  in  sui  ipsius  diffiuna- 
tionem  pro  perpetuo  diuulgata  consistit. 

In  a  cronike,  as  tbou  shalŁ  witte 
A  great  ensample  I  finde  writte, 
Wbicbe  I  sball  tell  ypon  tbis  tbynge. 

Philyp  of  Macedony  the  kynge 
Two  sonnes  bad  by  bis  wife, 
Wboee  famę  yet  iu  Greoe  is  rife: 
Demetrius  tbe  firste  brother 
Was  hote,  aod  Perseus  tbat  otber. 

Demetrius  men  saiden  tbo 
Tbe  better  knigbt  was  of  tbe  two, 
To  whom  tbe  laode  was  attendąnt, 
As  be  whicbe  heire  was  apparant 
To  regne  after  his  fiatthers  d|ue. 

Bot  tbat  tbynge,  whicbe  no  water  maie 
Suenche  in  tbis  worlde,  but  euer  brennetb, 
loto  his  brotbers  bertę  it  renneth, 
Tbe  prood  enuie  of  that  be  sigbe 
His  brother  shulde  cl^me  on  bigbe. 
And  be  to  bym  mote  than  obeie, 
That  maie  he  suffer  by  no  weie. 
Witb  strengtb  durst  be  no  tbynge  fbnde: 
So  toke  be  lesynge  rpon  hondę. 
Whan  he  sygb  tyme,  and  spake  therto. 
For  it  befell  that  ty  me  so. 
His  father  great  warres  bad 
With  Romę,  wbicbe  he  streite  lad 
Through  migbty  hondę  of  his  manhod, 
As  he  whicbe  batb  eoough  knigbthod. 
And  ofte  hem  bad  sore  greued: 
But  er  the  warre  were  acheued, 
As  be  was  vpon  ordinance 
At  borne  in  Grece,  it  fell  par  chance 
Demetrius,*  wbicbe  ofte  aboute 
Rydend  was,  stode  that  tyme  out, 
So  tbat  this  Perse  .in  his  absence, 
Whicbe  bare  the  todg^of  pestilence, 
Witb  fals  wordes,  wbicbe  he  feigoetb^ 
iTpon  his  owne  brother  pleineth 
In  priuitee  behynde  bis  bakę. 
And  to  his  iatber  thus  be  spsike: 

My  derę  father  I  am  holde 
By  wey  of  kynde,  as  reasou  wolde, 
That  I  fro  you  shall  nothynge  bidę, 
Whiche  myght  tome  in  any  side 
Of  your  estate  into  greuance. 
For  tby  minę  hertes  obeisance 
Toward  you  I  tbinke  kepe. 
For  it  is  good  ye  take  kepe 
Upon  a  tbynge,  wbicbe  is  me  tolde. 
My  brother  hath  rs  all  sołde 
To  hem  of  Romę :  and  you  aiso. 
For  than  tiiei  bebote  bym  so, 
Tbat  he  with  them  shall  regne  in  pes : 
Tbus  hath  he  caste  ibr  his  encres, 
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That  your  estatse  sbAll  go  to  oougbt. 
And  Łhus  to  prooe  sball  be  brougbt 
So  ferforth,  tbat  I  Todertake 
It  ftfaall  not  wel  mow  be  forsake. 

The  kynge  Tpon  his  tale  answerde 
And  said:  If  this  thing,  wbicbe  he  berde 
Be  sootb,  and  maie  be  brooght  to  proue: 
It  shall  not  be  to  his  beboue, 
Wbiche  so  hath  sbapen  ts  tbe  werste. 
For  he  bym  sełfeishall  be  the  ferste 
That  abali  be  dede,  if  that  1  maie. 

Tbus  afterwarde  ypon  a  daie, 
W  han  that  Demetnos  was  come, 
Anone  his  fetber  batb  bym  nome 
And^bad  to  his  brother  Pertę, 
Tbat  be  bis  ule  shall  reherse 
Of  tbilke  treason,  wbiche  he  tolde. 

And  be  wbicbe  all  vntrouth  wolde, 
Counseiletb,  that  so  high  a  nede 
Be  treted,  where  as  it  maie  spede, 
In  common  place  ofiudgement. 
The  kynge  tberto  yafe  bis  assent. 

Demetrius  wąs  pot  in  holde, 
Wherof  that  Perseus  was  bolde. 
Tbus  stode  the  trontb  Tnder  tbe  chai^. 
And  the  falsehead  goth  at  large, 
Wbiche  through  bebest  batb  ooercome 
The  greattpst  of  the  lordes  some> 
That  prineliche  of  his  accorde 
Thei  stande,  as  witnesse  of  recorde, 

The  iudge  was  madę  faootirable: 
Thas  was  tbe  lawę  dećeiuable, 
So  ferfbrtb  that  the.trouth  fonde 
Rescous  nonę:  and  thus  thc  londe 
7orth  witb  the  kynge  deceiued  were^ 
The  giltdes  was  dampned  there. 
And  deyde  rpon  aocusement. 
But  suche  a  Źalse  conspirement 
Thoogh  it  be  priae  for  a  throwe, 
God  wolde  not  it  were  vnknowe: 
And  this  was  afterwarde  well  proueci 
In  him,  wbicbe  hath'  the  death  controued 
Of  tbat  his  brother  was  so  slayne. 

Tbis  Perseus  was  wondre  fayne^ 
As  be,  that  was  beire  apparant 
Upon  the  reigne  expectaunt, 
Wherof  be  waxe  so  proude  and  veine, 
Tbat  he  bis  father  in  disdeigne 
Hath  take :  and  sette  at  nonę  accompte, 
As  be,  wbicbe  tbought  him  to  surmount: 
That  where  he  was  fint  debonaire, 
He  was  tho  rebelię  and  contraire. 
And  not  as  heire,  but  as  a  kynge 
He  toke  Tpon  him  in  all  thrage, 
Of  malice  and  of  t3nvnnie 
In  coDtempte  of  Regalie 
Łyuende  his  fiither:  and  so  wrought, 
That  wban  the  father  him  bet^ought. 
And  sigbe  to  whether  side  it  drough, 
Anone  be  wiste  well  enoogb, 
Howe  Perse  after  his  false  tonge 
Hatb  so  thenoious  belles  ronge^ 
Tbat  be  hatb  slayne  bis  owne  brother, 
Wherof  as  tban  be  knewe  nonę  otber. 
But  sodeinly  the  iudge  be  nome, 
Wbicbe  corropte  satte  rpon  tbe  dome 
In  suche  wise,  and  batb  him  pressed 
That  he'  the  sootfa  him  hath  coniessed 
Of  alt  tbat  hath  be  spoke  and  do. 

More  sory,  tban  tbe  kynge  was  tho> 


Was  neuer  roan  rpon  this  molde, 
And  tbougbt  in  certaine,  that  he  wold 
Ycngeance  take  vpon  this  wrooge. 

But  the  otber  partie  was  so  stronge, 
That  for  the  lawę  of  no  statute 
There  maie  no  Hght  be  execute: 
And  Tpon  this  diuision 
The  londe  was  tourned  rp  so  downe: 
Wherof  bis  bertę  is  so  distraught, 
That  he  for  porę  sorowe  hatb  caugfat 
Tbe  maladie,  of  wbiche  naturę 
Is  ąueint  in  euery  creature. 

And  wban  this  kyng  was  passed  thui, 
This  false  tonged  Persfus 
The  regiment  batbTuderfonge. 

Bat  there  maie  nothyng  stande  longe^ 
Whicbe  is  not  vpon  trontb  grounded. 
For  god,  whicbe  al  thyng  hath  bonndedy 
And  signe  tbe  falsehead  of  his  gyle, 
Hath  set  him  but  a  litell  wbile, 
That  he  shall  reigne  vpon  deposc. 
For  sodeinly  right  as  be  rosę, 
So  sodeinly  dowtoe  he  felle. 

In  tbilke  tyme  so  it  befelle. 
Tbis  newe  ksmge,  of  newe  pride 
Włth  strength  shope  him  for  to  ridcs 
And  saide  he  wolde  to  Home  fest, 
Wherof  be  madę  a  besie  hastę, 
And  hath  assembled  him  an  boste 
In  all  that  euer  be  might  rooste, 
What  man  that  might  wepen  beare, 
Of  all  he  wolde  nonę  forbeare: 
So  that  it  might  not  be  nombred 
The  folke,  wbicbe  afler  were  encombred 
Throughe  biro,  that  god  wolde  ooerthiow. 

A  non  it  was  at  Romę  knowe 
Tbe  pompę,  wbiche  that  Perse  lad : 
And  the  Romaines  tbat  t3rme  had 
A  consull,  whicbe  was  cleped  thus 
By  name,  Paulus  Emilios, 
A  noble,  a  worthy  knight  withal. 
And  be,  wbiche  chefe  was  of  hem  all, 
This  werre  on  hondę  hath  Tndertake. 

And  whan  he  sbulde  bis  leaue  take 
Of  a  yonge  donghter,  wbiche  was  his, 
She  wepte:  and  he  what  cause  it  is 
Hir  asketb :  and  she  him  answerde, 
That  Perseus  is  deade:  and  he  it  beida: 
And  wondreth  what  she  meane  wolde. 
And  she  vpon  childehode  him  toMe, 
That  Perse  bir  litell  bounde  is  deade. 

With  tbat  he  pulleth  wp  bis  bead. 
And  madę  right  a  glad  vi8age, 
And  said,  bowe  tbat  was  a  presage 
Toucbende  to  that  other  Perse, 
Of  that  fortunę  him  shulde  aduerw. 

He  saith  for  suche  a  prenostike 
Most  of  an  bounde  was  to  him  like. 
For  as  it  is  an  houndes  kinde. 
To  berke  vpon  a  man  behynde, 
Right  so  bebinde  bis  brotbers  backe 
(With  fialse  wordes,  wbiche  he  spake) 
He  hath  do  slayne,  and  tbat  is  routb. 

But  he,  wbiche  hateth  all  vntrouth, 
Tbe  high  god  it  shall  redresse. 
For  so  my  doughter  prophetesse 
Forth  with  bir  litell  houndes  dethe 
Betokeneth:  and  thus  forth  he  getk 
Comforted  of  this  euidence, 
With  tbe  Romainea  in  his  defence^ 
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Agryue  the  Giekes  tluit  ben  commende. 

This  Peiaetts  aa  nought  seei^de 
Tbis  mischefe,  wbiche  that  bim  abode, 
Witb  all  his  multitude  rode. 
And  prided  bim  rpon  this  thyng, 
Of  tbat  be  was  become  a  kyDg : 
And  howe  be  bad  his  reigne  gete, 
Tbat  be  batb  all  the  right  foiyete, 
Wbiche  łoogeth  ynto  gouernance, 

Wherof  throiigh  goddes  ordtnance 
It  felle  vpon  the  wynter  tide, 
Tbat  witb  his  boste  be  shulde  ride 
Oner  Danubie  thflke  floode, 
Wbiche  all  be  frossen  than  stoode 
So  harde,  that  he  wende  wele 
To  passe,  but  the  blinde  whele, 
Wbiche  tonrneth  ofte,  er  men  be  wmre, 
Thilke  ice,  wbiche  that  the  boTBinen  bare 
To  bnke,  so  tbat  a  gieat  partie 
Was  dreint  of  the  chiualrie, 
The  rerpwarde  it  toke  aweie 
Came  nonę  of  hem  to  londe  drey. 

Paulus  this  worthy  knigbt  Romain, 
By  his  aspye  it  her^e  saine, 
And  basteth  bim  all  tbat  he  matę, 
So  that  TpoQ  that  otber  daie 
He  came,  where  be  this  boste  bebelde. 
And  that  was  in  a  large  iielde, 
Where  the  baners  ben  displaied. 

He  bath  anone  bis  men  arraide* 
Aod  whan  tbat  be  was  enbatailed, 
He  gotb,  and  bath  the  fełde  assailed. 
And  slougb«  and  toke  all  tbat  he  fbnde: 
Wherof  the  Macedonie  londe, 
Wbiche  through  king  Alisander  booored 
Longe  ty  me  stode :  was  tho  denoured. 
To  Perse  and  all  that  infortune 
Thei  wite,  so  that  the  commune 
Of  all  the  londe  his  heire  exile: 
And  he  dispdred  for  the  while, 
IKsgnised  in  a  poore  wede 
To  Ri>me  gotb:  and  there  for  nede 
The  crafte,  wbiche  thilke  tyme  was 
To  worken  in  laton,  and  in  bras, 
He  lerneth  for  his  sustenance 
Sache  was  the  sonnes  purueyance. 
And  of  his  hihet  it  is  saide, 
In  strooge  prison  that  he  was  leide 
In  Albe,  where  tbat  be  was  deade 
For  booger  and  de&ulte  of  breade. 

The  boande  was  token  and  prophecie^ 
Tbat  liche  an  hounde  be  shulde  die, 
Whicbe  liche  was  of  condicioo, 
Whao  be  witb  bis  detraction 
Barkę  on  bis  brother  sb  bebinde. 

COHFBSSOR. 

Ło  what  profite  a  man  maie  finde, 
Wbiche  byndre  woli  an  otber  wight. 
For  thy  witb  all  tbyn  hole  might 
My  sonne,  eschewe  thilke  vioe. 

AMANS. 

My  father  elles  were  f  nioe. 
For  ye  therfore  so  well  haue  spoke, 
That  it  is  in  myn  herte  loke 
And  eoer  sbafl :  bat  of  cmiie, 
If  there  be  morę  in  his  bailie 
Towardes  loue,  saie  me  what. 

My  soone  as  gyłę  voder  the  bat 
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With  sleightes  of  a  Tregetouf 
Is  bid,  enuie  of  suche  coloui' 
Hatb  yet  the  fourtbe  deceiuant, 
The  whicbe  is  cleped  fals  Semblant: 
Wherof  the  mater,  and  tb6  formę 
Nowe  herken,  and  I  the  shall  enforme. 

Nil  bilinguis  aget,  nisi  duplo  concinat  on, 

Dumqae  diem  loquitor  nox  sua  rota  tegit. 
Yultus  habet  lucern,  tenebras  mens,  sermo  salatem 

Actus  sed  morbum  dat  sous  esse  granem. 
Paxtibi  quamtpoudet,magi9  est  proguostica  goenw 

Commoda  si  dederit,  disce  sub  esse  dolum. 
Sood  patet  esse  fides  in  eo  frans  estque  politi 

Principium  pacti  finis  habere  negtft, 
O  quem  condicio  talis  deformat  amantem 

Qui  magis  apparens  est  in  amore  nihil. 

Hic  tractat  Confessor  super  quarta  specie  inuidie^ 
que  Disstmulacio  dicitor,  cuius  yultus  quanto 
maioris  amicicie  apparenćtam  ostendit,  tanto 
subtilioris  doli  fallacias  ad  decipiendum  mens 
maginatur.  . 

Óf  fiils  Semblant  I  sball  tell, 

Aboue  all  otber  it  is  the  well, 

Out  of  the  wbiche  deceite  floweth. 

There  is  no  man  so  wise,  that  knowetb, 

Of  thilke  floode,  whicbe  is  the  tide, 

Ne  howe  he  shulde  bym  seluen  guide 

To  take  saufepassage  there: 

And  yet  the  wynde  to  mans  ere 

Is  softe,  and  as  it  semeth  oute, 

It  maketh  clere  weder  all  aboute. 

But  tbougb  it  seme,  it  is  not  so. 

For  fals  Semblant  hatb  euer  mo 

Of  his  oounsaile  in  companie 

The  derkę  Tntrewe  hypocrisie, 

Whose  worde  disoordeth  to  bis  tbought. 

For  thy  thei  ben  to  gydcr  brought 

Of  one  couine,  of  one  bousholde, 

As  it  shall  after  this  be  tolde. 

Of  fals  semblant  it  nedeth  nought 

To  tell  of  olde  ensamples  ought. 

For  all  daie  in  experience 

A  man  maie  see  thilke  euidence 

Of  fayre  wordes,  wbiche  be  hereth  s 

But  yet  the  barge  enuie  stereth. 

And  halt  It  euer  fro  the  londe,  > 

Wbiche  fals  Semblant  with  ore  in  hondę  ' 

It  roweth,  and  woli  not  arriue 

But  let  it  on  the  waues  driue 

In  great  tempest,  and  great  debatę, 

Wherof  that  loue  and  bis  estate 

Empeireth:  And  thertbre  I  redę 

My  sonne  that  thou  flee  aod  drede 

This  Tice:  and  what  tbat  otber  seyn 

Let  thy  semblant  be  trewe  and  plein. 

For  fals  Semblant  is  thilke  Tice,, 
Whicbe  neuer  was  withont  offioe, 
Where  that  eonie  thinketh  to  gile 
He  sball  be  for  tbat  ilke  while  . 
Of  priue  counsayle  messagere. 
Por  whan  his  semblant  is  moste  clere, 
Than  is  he  moste  derkę  in  bis  thougbt: 
Thougb  men  bim  se  thei  know  bim  nought^ 
But  as  it  sheweth  in  the  glas 
Thynge,  whiche  therin  neuer  was : 
So  sheweth  it  in  his  yisage, 
That  neuer  was  in  hij^fle^ąrage*  -  - 
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Thiu  doth  he  all  bit  thyng  by  sleight 
Now  leie  thy  coniciaice  in  weigfat 
My  good  soooe,  and  Bhrioe  the  here, 
If  tbou  were  euer  costomere 
To  ikls  Semblant  in  any  wise. 

For  ougfat  I  can  me  yet  auise 
My  good  (atber  ceites  no. 
If  I  for  loue  hane  don  fo. 
Nowe  ąsketb,  I  wolde  praie  yowe. 

For  elles  I  wot  neuer  howe 
Of  fals  semblant  tbat  I  baue  gylt. 

My  sonne  and  setbin  tbat  tbon  wilt, 
Tbat  I  sballaske,  gab  noogbt, 
But  tell,  if  euerwas  tby  thougbt 
Wi£h  fids  semblant  and  Conerinre, 
To  witte  of  any  creature, 
Howe  tbat  be  was  with  loue  ladde 
So  were  he  8orie»  were  he  g^adde, 
Whan  tbat  tbou  wistest  bowe  it  were 
Ali  tbat  be  rouneth  in  tbine  ere» 
Tbou  toldest  foortb  in  otber  place 
To  setten  bym  fh>  loues  grace 
Of  wbat  woman  tbat  the  best  listę, 
Tbere  as  no  man  bis  counseyll  wist 
But  tbou,  by  wbome  be  was  deoeiued 
Of  louC)  andfrom  bis  pnrpose  weiued^ 
And  tbougbtest  tbat  bis  disturbance 
Tbsna  owne  cause  ahulde  auance, 
V^s  wbo  saith,  I  am  so  sdee, 
Tbere  may  no  mans  priuetee 
Ben  b<ded  balue  so  well  as  myn. 
Arte  tbou  my  sonne  of  suche  engyn 
Telle  on  ?  My  good  &tber  naie» 
As  for  the  morę  parte  I  saie. 
But  of  some  dele  I  am  beknowe, 
Tbat  I  maie  stonde  in  thilke  rowe 
Amonge  hem,  tbat  saundres  Yse, 
I  woli  not  me  therof  ezcuse» 
Tbat  I  with  suche  colour  ne  ateine, 
Wban  I  my  best  sei^ablant  feine 
To  my  felowCf  tyli  tbat  1  wote 
AU  his  counseile  botbe  colde  and  hote. 
For  by  tbat  cau«e  I  make  bym  cbeie, 
Till  I  bis  loue  knowe  and  berę. 
And  if  so  be  myn  bertę  soucbeth, 
Tbat  ou^ht  ynto  my  lady  touchetk 
Of  loue,  tbat  be  woU  me  teU, 
Anone  I  renne  Toto  the  well, 
And  caste  water  in  the  fyre, 
So  tbat  his  carte  amyd  the  mjre. 
By  tbat  1  baue  his  counsaile  knowe 
¥vl\1  ofte  sitfa  I  ouerthrowe, 
Whan  that  he  weneth  best  to  stonde. 
But  this  1  do  you  Tuderstonde, 
If  tbat  a  man  loue  elles  wbore* 
So  that  my  lady  be  nougbt  therd. 
And  be  me  tell,  I  will  it  bidę, 
Tbere  shall  no  worde  escape  asida. 
For  with  disceite  of  no  semblant 
To  bym  breke  I  no  oouenant. 
Me  lyketh  not  in  otber  place 
To  let  no  man  of  bis  grace 
Ne  for  to  be  inąuisitife 
To  knowe  an  otber  maoa  life, 
Where  that  be  loue,  or  loue  nougbt, 
Tbat  toucbeth  notbing  to  my  thougbt. 
But  all  it  passeth  througb  myn  eare, 
Rigbt  as  a  tbynge  that  neuer  were. 
And  is  foryete,  and  laide  beside. 
But  if  it  toucbe  on  any  side 


GOWBR'S  POEMS. 


My  ladie,  as  I  bane  er  spoken, 
Myn  eares  ben  nougbt  than  loken. 

Por  certes  whan  tbat  betitte. 
My  wyli,  myn  bertę,  and  all  my  witte 
Ben  fuUy  sette  to  herken  and  sper 
Wbat  auy  man  woli  speke  of  ber. 

Thus  baue  I  foigned  companie 
Fuli  ofte,  for  I  wolde  aispie 
What  tbynge  it  is,  tbat  any  man 
Tell  of  my  wortby  lady  can. 
And  for  two  causes  I  do  this : 
Tbe  firste  cause  wherof  is, 
If  tbat  1  migbt  herken  and  seke» 
That  any  man  of  hir  misspeke : 
I  woli  excuse  hir  so  fiilly* 
That  whan  sbe  wist  inderly, 
Myn  hope  shulde  be  tbe  morę 
To  baue  fair  thanke  for  euer  moie. 

That  otber  cause,  I  you  assure, 
Is,  why  that  I  by  couerture 
Haue  feigned  semblant  ofte  tyme 
To  them  tbat  passen  all  dale  byme. 
And  ben  louers  as  weil  as  I. 

For  this  I  wenę  tniely, 
That  tbere  is  of  hem  all  nonę, 
Tbat  tbei  ne  louen  euerychone 
My  ladie.  .  For  sothelicbe  I  leue. 
And  dunt  setten  it  in  preue, 
Is  nonę  so  wise,  tbat  shulde  astcrte. 
But  he  were  lusUes  in  his  heite. 
For  why,  and  he  my  lady  sie, 
Hir  visage,  and  hir  goodly  eie. 
But  be  hir  loued,  er  he  went. 
And  for  that  suche  is  myn  entent 
That  is  tbe  cause  of  myn  aspie, 
Why  tbat  I  feigiie  companie. 
And  make  felowe  ouer  alL 
For  gladly  wolde  I  knowen  all. 
And  boldc  me  oouerte  alwaie» 
Tbat  I  foli  ofte  ye  or  naie 
Ne  lyst  answere  in  any  wise. 
But  feignsHDg  semblant  as  the  wise: 
And  herken  tales  till  I  knowe 
My  ladies  louers.all  arowe. 
And  whan  I  here,  bowe  tbei  wrongbt: 
I  ikrę  as  tbougb  1  herde  nougbt. 
And  as  I  no  worde  rnderstode. 
But  that  is  notbyngefor  ber  good. 
For  leuetb  well,  and  sootb  is  this, 
Tbat  whan  I  knowe  all  bowe  it  is, 
I  woli  but  forthren  hem  alite. 
But  all  the  werste  I  can  endite, 
I  tell  it  mto  my  lady  piat. 
For  fortberyng  of  myn  owne  estate : 
And  hyndre  them  ali  tbat  I  maie. 

But  for  all  tbat  yet  dare  I  saie, 
I  finde  vnto  my  selfe  no  bote, 
All  thou^  mjn  herte  nedcs  mote 
Througb  strength  of  loue  all  that  I  berę 
Discouer  mto  my  ladie  derę. 
For  in  good  feitb  I  haue  no  migbt 
To  hele  fit)  that  sweete  wigbt, 
If  that  it  toucbeth  hir  any  thyng. 
But  this  wote  well  tbe  heuen  kyng, 
That  sithen  first  the  worlde  beg«n 
Unto  nonę  otber  strange  man 
Ne  foigned  1  semblant  ne  chere. 
To  wite  or  aske  of  his  matere, 
Thongfa  tbat  be  loneth.  x.  or  twelue, 
Whan  it  was  nougbt  my  ladies  selue. 
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Bat  if  he  wolde  aske  mny  rede 
AlooUche  of  hU  owne  bede, 
Howe  he  with  other  loaes  ferde; 
Hb  tales  with  myn  eares  I  herde» 
Bat  to  myn  herte  came  it  noajrh^ 
Ne  sanke  no  depper  in  my  tbonght, 
Bot  helde  counsaile,  aa  I  was  b^e, 
Aod  tbide  it  neuer  itt  other  aiede. 
Bat  let  it  pasten,  as  it  come. 

Nowe  father  saie»  what  is  thy  dome. 
And  bowe  tboa  wolt,  that  I  be  peined 
Por  sochę  aemblaot  as  I  haue  lelgned. 
My  sonne,  if  reason  be  wełl  peised« 
There  mnie  no  vertae  be  ▼opreised, 
Ne  Tice  nonę  be  sette  in  prise.    ^ 

For  thy  my  sonne,  if  tbon  be  wise. 
Do  no  Tiser  rpon  tby  face, 
Whiche  as  woli  not  thyo  herte  embrace. 
For  if  thou  do,  within  a  tbrowe 
To  other  men  it  sball  be  knowe. 
So  raight  thou  lighUy  fii)ł  iu  blame. 
And  lese  a  great  parte  of  tby  name. 

And  netheles  in  tbis  degree 
Fuli  ofte  tyme  tboa  migfat  see, 
Of  sochę  men,  as  nowe  a  daie 
Tbis  Tice  setten  in  assaie: 
1  speke  it  for  no  maos  błame, 
Bvt  for  to  warne  the^  the  same. 

Hy  soane  as  I  maie  here  talkff 
lo  eoery  piacs  where  I  walkę, 
I  not,  if  it  be  lo  or  none, 
Bot  it  is  many  daies  gone, 
That  I  first  herde  tMle  this 
Howe  frlse  Semblant  hath  be,  aod  is 
Most  commonly  ftom  yere  to  yere 
With  them  that  dwelle  amonge  ts  here, 
Of  toche  aa  we  Lumbardes  cali. 
For  thei  ben  the  sliest  of  all, 
So  as  men  saine  in  towne  abont. 
To  feigne  and  shewe  thyng  withont, 
Whiche  is  reoen  to  that  withio* 
Wherof  that  thei  fali  ofte  wynne, 
Whan  thei  by  reason  shulde  Ies& 
Tbei  ben  the  last,  and  yet  thei  cbese : 
And  we  the  firste,  and  yet  behynde 
We  gone,  there  as  we  shnlden  6nde 
T\te  profite  of  our  owne  lomle.  - 

Thns  gone  thei  free  withont  bonde. 
To  done  ber  profite  all  at  large; 
Aad  other  men  beare  all  the  charge 
Of  Lombaides  rnto  this  couine 
(Whiche  all  londes  conne  engine) 
Maie  lalse  Semblant  in  speciall 
Be  likened:  for  thei  oner  ftll, 
Where  that  thei  thinke  fot  to  dwelle, 
Amonge  them  selfe,  so  as  thei  telle 
Firtte  ben  enformed  for  to  lere 
A  crafte,  whiche  cleped  is  Facrere. 

For  if  Facrere  come  abont, 
Than  aiterwarde  hem  stant  no  doubt: 
To  Toide  with  a  snbtile  bonde 
The  beat  goodes  of  the  londe, 
And  brynge  chaiTe,  and  take  come, 
Wb^re  as  Facrere  goth  beforne, 
In  all  his  weye  be  liat  no  lette 
That  dftre  can  nonę  Tssher  shette, 
lo  whiche  he  list  to  take  entre. 

And  tbus  the  counsaile  most  secre 
Of  eoery  thyng  Facrere  knoweth, 
Whiclie  in  to  ttraoge  place  be  bloweth 


I 


Where  as  he  wote  it  maie  most  grene. 
.  And  tbus  Facrere  maketh  beleue, 
So  that  foli  ofte  he  hath  deceiued. 
Er  that  be  maie  ben  apperceiued. 
Thus  is  this  Tice  for  to  drede. 
Fur  who  these  olde  bokes  rede 
Of  suche  ensamples  as  we  are, 
Ffim  ou^ht  be  the  morę  ware 
Ofall  tho  that  feignechere, 
Wheruf  thou  ahalte  a  tale  here. 

Hic  ponit  Confessor  exeroplam  contra  istos,  qnl 
sub  dissimuJate  beneuolentie  speculo  alios  in 
amore  defraudant  Et  narrat  ąaaliter  Uerculet 
cum  ipse  quoddam  iluuiom  cuius  yada  non 
noui^,  cum  Deianyra  transmeare  proposuit,  su- 
perueniens  Nessns  gygas  ob  amicitiam  Herculis, 
vt  dixit,  Deianyram  in  vloas  suas  suscipiens, 
tians  riparo  saluo  perduxit.  Et  statim  cum  ad 
litus  perueoisset  quam  cito  correre  potuit,  ip- 
sam  tanąuam  propriam  in  preiudiciam  Herculis 
asportare  fugiens  cooabatur.  Per  quod  non 
solum  ipsi  sed  etiam  H*  rculi  mortis  euentuia 
fortuna  postmodum  causauit. 


Of  fals  semblant,  whiche  is  belened. 
Ful  many  a  worthy  wight  is  g^ned. 
And  was  longe  tjrnte  or  we  wer  bore^ 
To  the  my  sonne  1  will  tberfore 
A  tale  tell,  of  fols  Semblant, 
Whiche  falseth  many  a  couenant. 
And  many  a  fraude  of  fals  counsaile 
There  be  hongend  vpou  his  seile. 
And  that  abou^hten  gitteles 
Both  Deianyre,  and  Hercules, 
The  whiche  in  greate  disease  fell 
Tbrough  fals  Semblant,  as  1  sball  tell. 

Whan  Hercules  within  a  throwe 
Al  onely  hath  his  herte  throwe 
Upon  this  faire  Deianyre, 
It  fell  him  on  a  daie  desire, 
Upon  a  riuer  as  he  stode, 
That  passe  he  wolde  ouer  the  flpode 
Without  bote,  and  with  kim  lede 
His  loue,  but  he  was  in  drede 
For  tendresse  of  that  sweete  wight. 
For  he  knewe  not  the  foorde  aright. 

There  was  a  geąoŁ  than  nigh, 
Whiche  Nessu)  higfat:  and  whan  be  sigh 
Tbis  Hercules  and  Deianyre, 
Witbin  his  herte  he  gan  conspire, 
As  he,  whiche  tbrough  his  trecherie, 
Hath  Hercules  in  great  enuie, 
Whiche  he  bare  in  his  berle  loke: 
And  than  he  tbought  it  sball  be  wroke* 
But  be  ne  dnrste  netheles 
Ayene  this  worthye  Hercules 
Fali  in  debatę,  as  forto  feight. 
Bot  feigned  SembUint  all  by  sleight 
Of  frendship,  and  of  all  good. 
And  cometb,  where  as  tbei  both  stoode. 
And  maketh  hem  all  the  chere  he  can. 
And  saith,  that  as  ber  owne  man, 
He  is  all  redy  for  to  do 
What  thyng  he  maie:  and  it  fel  so, 
That  thei  vpon  his  Semblant  triste, 
Did  asken  him,  if  that  he  wiste 
What  thyng  bero  were  beste  to  doone, 
So  that  thei  mighten  saufe  and  souiie 
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The  water  passe,  he  and  sfaee. 

And  whati  Nessiu  the  prioetee 
Knewe  of  her  herte,  what  it  ment, 
As  he,  that  was  of  double  enteot, 
He  madę  hem  right  a  glad  Tisage. 
And  whan  he  herde  of  the  passage 
Of  him  and  hir,  he  fhoaght  gile. 
And  feigneth  Semblant  for  a  while. 
To  done  hem  pleiance  and  sernise. 
Bat  he  tbought  all  an  dher  wisc* 

This  Nessua  with  his  wordes  slie 
Yafe  siącha  couiueile  tofore  her  ei^, 
Whicbe  semed  ontwarde  profitable, 
And  was  withjn  deceiuable. 
He  bad  hem  of  the  stremes  depe 
That  thei  beware,  and  take  kepe, 
So  as  thei  knowe  not  the  passe. 

Bat  for  to  helpe  in  suche  a  cas 
He  saith  him  selfe,  that  for  her  ease, 
He  wolde,  if  that  it  mighte  hem  please, 
The  passage  of  the  water  take, 
And  for  this  ladie  vndertake. 
To  beare  hir  to  that  other  stronde. 
And  saufe  to  sette  hir  vp  a  londe. 
And  Hercoles  maie  than  also 
The  weye  knowe,  howe  he  shaU  go. 

And  therto  thei  accorden  all. 
Bat  what  as  after  shall  befall, 
Weil  paid  was  Hercules  of  this. 
And  this  Geant  also  gladde  is, 
And  toke  this  ladie  yp  alofte, 
And  set  hir  on  his  shulder  softe: 
And  in  the  floode  began  to  wadę, 
As  he,  whiche  no  grutchynge  madę. 
And  biare  hir  ouer  saufe  and  sounde. 
But  whan  he  sŁode  on  drie  grounde. 
And  Hercules  was  feire  behłnde, 
He  set  bis  trouth  all  out  of  minde. 
Who  80  tberof  be  lefe  or  loth, 
With  Deianyre  forth  he  goth, 
As  he  that  thought  to  dissener 
The  companie  of  hem  for  euejr. 

Whan  Hercules  tberof  toke  hede, 
As  faste  as  euer  he  might  bym  spede, 
He  hieth  after  in  a  throwe : 
And  hapneth  that  he  had  a  bowe, 
The  whiche  in  alt  hast  he  bende, 
As  he  that  wolde  an  arowe  sende, 
Whiche  be  tofore  had  enuenymed* 
He  hath  so  well  his  ahotte  tymed, 
That  he  bym  through  the  body  smette. 
And  thus  the  fiilse  wight  he  lette. 

Bat  listę  nowe,  suche  a  felonie.  - 
When  Nessus  wist  he  shuMe  die, 
Jie  toke  to  Deianyre  his  sherte, 
Whiche  with  the  bloufl  was  of  his  hert 
Through  out  disteined  ouer  all, 
And  tolde  howe  she  it  kepe  shall, 
And  priudy  to  this  entent : 
That  if  hir  loitie  his  herte  went 
To  loue  in  any  other  place, 
This  shert  he  saith  hath  suche  a  grace, 
That  if  she  maie  so  mochel  make, 
That  he  the  sherte  Tpon  hym  take, 
He  shall  all  other  lette  in  vaine 
And  tourne  vnŁo  hir  loue  againe. 

Who  was  tho  glad  but  E^ianyre  ? 
Hir  thought  hir  herte  was  on  a  fire, 
Tili  it  was  in  hir  cofer  loke: 
So  that  no  worde  therof  was  spoke. 


The  daies  gone,  the  yere^  passe, 
The  hertes  waxen  lasse  and  lasse 
Of  hem,  that  be  to  loue  yntrewe^ 
This  Hercules  with  hert  newe, 
His  loue  hath  set  on  Eolen: 
And  therof  speketi  all  men. 

This  Eolen,  this  faire  maide 
Was  (as  men  thilke  tyme  saide) 
The  kynges  dougbter  of  Eurice, 
And  she  madę  Hercoles  so  nice 
Upon  hir  loue,  and  so  assote, 
That  he  hym  clotheth  in  hir  oote  : 
And  jBhe  in  his  was  cladde  fuli  ofte. 
And  thus  feblesse  is  set  alofte. 
And  strengthe  was  put  vnder  foote, 
There  can  no  man  therof  do  boote. 
Whan  Deianyre  hath  herd  this  speche, 
There  was  no  sorowe  for  to  seeheu 
Of  other  helpe  wote  she  nonę. 
But  goth  vnto  her  coufer  anone, 
With  wepend  eye,  and  wofiiU  bertę, 
She  toke"  out  thilke  vnhappie  sherte^ 
As  she  that  wend  wel  to  do. 
'  And  brought  hir  werke  about  so, 
That  Hercules  this  shert  on  dede. 
To  suche  entent,  as  she  was  bede 
Of  I^^IMUS,  so  as  I  saide  er: 
But  therof  was  she  nought  the  ner: 
As  no  fortunę  maie  be  weyued, 
With  ialse  Semblant  she  was  deceiued. 

Than  whan  she  wende  best  haue  wonne, 
She  lost  all  that  she  hath  begonne. 
Por  thilke  sherte  ynto  the  bonę 
His  body  sette  a  fire  anone. 
And  deuetb  so,  it  maie  not  twynne. 
For  the  Tenym>  that  was  tbeńn. 

And  he  than  as  a  wilde  man„ 
Unto  the  high  woodde  he  ranne. 
And  as  the  clerke  Ouide  telletb, 
The  great  trees  to  groande  he  fełleth, 
With  strength  of  bis  owne  might. 
And  madę  an  huge  fire  vpright. 
And  lepte  hym  selfe  therin  at  ones, 
And  brent  him  selfe  both  flesshe  and  bones. 
Whiche  thyng  cam  through  folse  semblant, 
That  fals  Nessus  the  Geant 
Madę  vnto  him,  and  to  his  wife, 
Wherof  that  he  hath  loste  his  life: 
And  she  sory  for  euenno. 

For  thy  my  sonne  er  the  be  wo 
I  redę,  be  wel  ware  therfore. 
For  whan  so  great  a  man  was  lore» 
It  ought  to  yeue  a  great  conoeite 
To  warne  all  other  of  suche  deceite^ 

Graunt  mercy  father,  1  am  ware' 
So  fer,  that  I  no  morę  dare 
Of  ials  Semblant  take  acqueintance. 
But  rather  1  wol  do  penance: 
That  I  haue  fei^ed  chere  er  this. 
Nowe  adketh  forth,  whot  so  there  is, 
Of  that  belongeth  to  my  shńfte. 

My  sonne  yet  there  is  the  fifte, 
Whiche  is  couceiued  of  enuie, 
And  cleped  is  Supplantańe: 
Through  whose  compassement  and  gile 
Ful  many  hath  loste  his  while 
In  loue,  as  wel  as  other  wise, 
Herę  after  as  I  shal>  deuise. 

Inuidus  alterius  est  supplantator  honoris 
Ęt  toa  quo  yertat  cubnina  subtos  arat. 
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IftoposoccnltaBi,  quasi  qaaB  latet  anguis  in  herba, 
dttod  {mcii,  et  sabita  sorte  nocious  ad  st. 

Sic  BabŁir»  aroans  alium  supplantat  amaoŁeni) 
Et  capitocculte,  quod  neqait  ipse  paiam 

8epa<łue  rappłautans  in  plantam  plantat  amoris, 
Ćłuod  patat  io  propriis  aiter  babere  boni^. 

Hic  tractat  Confesaor  de  qułoU  specie  Inuidic, 
quae  suppłantatio  dicitur,  cuius  cnltor  prius- 
qiiani  perci piatur  aliene  dignitatii  et  officii 
multotiens  intnisor  esistens. 

Thk  Tice  of  snppIaDtacion, 
With  maay  a  fals  collacion, 
Whicbe  be  conspiretb  all  rnknowe, 
Fttll  ofte  tyme  bath  ouertbrowe 
Tbe  woTshłp  of  aoother  man ; 
So  wel  no  lifeawaite  can 
Ayene  bis  słeight  for  to  caste, 
Tbat  be  his  parpose  at  tbe  laata 
Ne  batb,  er  that  it  be  withset. 
Bot  i&oste  of  all  his  bert  is  net 
Io  coart,  Tpon  tbese  fcreat  offlces 
Of  dignitees  and  benefices. 
Tbos  gotb  be  with  his  sleighte  about 
To  hyoder,  aod  shoue  another  out, 
Aod  stonden  with  his  slighe  compas, 
In  stede  there  aoother  was. 
Aod  ao  to  set  him  selfe  jrnoe 
He  recketh  not  be  so  he  wyone, 
Of  tłiat  another  man  shall  lese. 
And  thns  fuli  ofte  chalke  for  chese 
He  cbangeth  with  fol)  iitell  coste, 
Wherof  another  bath  th«*  loste, 
Aod  be  tbe  pro6le  sballreceiue. 
For  bis  fortone  is  to  deceiue, 
And  for  to  change  vpon  the  whel« 
His  wo  with  otber  niens  wele^     . 
Of  that  another  man  aqaleth 
His  owne  astate  thns  he  yp  haletb, 
Aod  taketb  the  byrde  to  his  beyete, 
Where  otber  men  the  bnsshes  betę. 
My  sonne  and  in  the  same  wise 
Tbere  be  louers  of  sochę  emprise, 
That  shapen  hem  to  be  reliened, 

Wbere  it  is  wronge,.  to  be  acheoed. 

For  it  is  otber  mans  right, 

Whicbe  be  hath  take  daie  and  nigbt 

To  kepe  ibr  bis  owne  storę, 

Toward  bim  selfe  for  eoermore, 

Aod  is  bis  proper  by  the  tawe, 

Wbiche  th3mg  that  askrth*no  felawe, 

If  looe  bolde  his  cooenaont: 

Bot  tbei  that  worchen  by  snpplant 

Yet  wolden  sncbe  a  man  sopplant, 

Aod  take  a  part  of  thilke  plant, 

Whicbe  he  hath  Ibr  him  selfe  set. 

▲ud  io  fol  ofte  is  all  mknet 

That  some  man  weneth  be  right  fasta. 

For  Sapplant  wttb  his  slye  cast 

Foli  ofte  bapneth  for  to  mowę 

Thyng,  whicbe  another  man  hath  sowa. 

And  maketh  common  of  propretee 

Witb  sieigbt,  and  with  subtiltee, 

As  men  maie  sen  from  yere  to  yere. 

Thus  daimeth  he  the  bote  to  sttfre, 

Of  whicbe  another  maister  is. 
For  tby  my  sonne  if  thon  er  thia 

Hastę  ben  of  socbe  professioa, 

IHKouer  t^y  Confosńon 


Hast  thou  supplanted  any  man? 
For  ougbt  that  1  yoo  telle  can 
Myn  holy  lather  as  of  dede, 
I  am  withouten  any  drede, 
Aod  gilteles:  but  of  my  thought 
My  conscience  excuse  I  noo^bt. 

For  were  it  wronge  or  wer  it  right^  , 

Me  liketh  no  thyng  bat  might 
That  I  ne  wolde  longe  er  this 
Of  otber  maos  loue  I  wis. 
By  wey  of  supplantacion 
Haue  madę  appropriacion. 
And  holde  that  I  neoer  noogbt, 
Thoughe  it  another  man  forthonght. 

And  all  this  speke  I  but  of  oite^ 
For  whom  I  lete  all  oŁher  gone,- 
But  hir  I  maie  not  onerpasse, 
That  I  ne  mote  alwey  eompasse^ 
Me  rooght  not  by  wbat  qaeiatise» 
So  that  I  might  in  any  wise 
Fro  socbe,  that  my  ladie  serae 
Hir  bert  make  for  to  sweroe 
Withoot  any  parte  of  loue. 
For  by  tbe  goddes  all  aboue 
I  wolde  it  might  so  bełalł, 
Tbat  i  alone  shuld  hem  all 
Supplant,  and  welde  hir  at  my  will. 
And  that  thynge  maie  I  nought  folfill, 
But  if  I  sbolde  streiifl:the  make: 
And  that  dare  I  nought  vndertake, 
Though  I  were  as  was  Alisander. 
For  therof  might  rise  a  sklander. 
And  certes  that  shall  I  do  neuer. 
For  in  good  feith  yet  had  1  leoer 
In  my  simplease  fur  to  die, 
Tban  worche  suche  supplantarie. 

Of  other  wise  (  woli  not  sate, 
That  ir  1  fonde  a  siker  waie, 
I  wolde  as  for  conchision 
Worche  aiter  supplantacion, 
So  hyghe  a  loue  for  to  winne. 

Nowe  father,  if  that  this  be  sioney 
I  am  redy  to  redresse 
Tbe  gylt,  of  whiche  1  me  confesse. 

My  good  sonne  as  of  supplant 
The  dare  not  drede  tant  ne  quant,  , 

As  for  no  thynge  that  1  haue  herde. 
But  onely  that  thou  hastę  misferde 

Thinkend:  and  that  me  liketh  nought. 

For  god  beholt  a  mans  thought. 
And  if  thou  rnderstode  in  sooth^ 

In  loues  cause  wbat  it  dootb^ 

A  man  to  ben  a  sopplaotonr, 

Tbou  woldest  for  thyn  owne  hononr 

By  double  waie  take  kepe. 
Fyrsie  for  thyn  owne  estate  to  kepe 

To  be  thy  selfe  so  well  be  thought, 

That  thou  supplanted  wei«  nought. 
And  eke  for  worship  of  thy  name, 

Towardes  okber  do  the  same:  ^ 

And  suffre  euery  man  haue  bis. 

But  netbeles  it  was  and  is, 

That  in  awaite  at  all  assates 

Supplant  of  looe  in  our  waies, 

The  leef  fuli  ofte  for  the  leuer 

Forsaketh,  and  so  it  hath  dooe  euer. 

Easample  I  fynde  therrpon. 

Snaliter  Agamemnoo  de  amore  Bressełde  Acfail- 
lem,  et  Diomedes  de  amore  Criseide  Troiloir 
sapplaniaaiti 
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At  troie  howe  that  Agam^mnon 
Supplanted  the  worthiiB  knight 
Achilles,  for  that  sweete  wight 
Whiche  named  was  Brisseida. 

And  also  of  Cńseiday 
Whome  Troilus  to  loue  cbesf 
Jupplanted  batb  Diomedcs. 


Saaltter  Amphitrram  socium  sunm  Oetaoą  qui 
Alcmenam  peramault,  teipsom  loco  alterius 
cautelosa  supplaatacione  substitiut. 

Of  Geta  and  Amphitrionei 

That  whilom  were  both  as  one 

Of  (rendship  and  of  companidy 

I  redę  howe  that  Supplantarie 

In  loue,  as  U  betid  thO| 

Begyled  bath  ooe  of  bcm  two. 

For  this  Geta,  that  I  of  mene. 

To  whom  the  kisty  &ire  Alcmene 

Assnred  was  by  waie  of  lone, 

Wbao  he  beste  wende  baae  ben  aboue. 

And  sikereste  of  that  he  had, 

Ciipido  so  the  caase  lad, 

That  wbile  he  was  out  of  the  weie, 

AmphitrioD  hir  loue  aweie 

Hath  take,  and  in  this  fonne  be  wrought. 

By  night  vnto  the  cbambrę  he  sougbt. 
Wbere  that  she  lay:  and  with  a  wile 
He  counterfeteth  for  the  while 
The  voice  of  Geet,  in  suche  a  wisoy 
That  madę  bir  of  hir  bedde  arise, 
Wenende  that  it  were  he. 
And  lete  bym  in :  and  wban  thei  be 
To  gyder  a  bedde  in  armes  faste, 
This  Geta  cam  tban  at  laste 
Unto  tb^  dore,  and  saide  vndo. 
And  she  answerd,  and  bad  bym  go. 
And  saide,  howe  that  a  bed  all  wannę 
Hir  liefe  lay  naked  i  o  bir  arme. 
She  wende,  that  it  were  sooth. 

Ło  what  supplant  of  loue  dooth. 
This  Geta  fooith  beiaped  went. 
And  yet  ne  wyst  he,  what  it  ment. 
AmpbitrioD  bym  bath  supplanted 
Wijh  sleigbt  of  loue,  and  hir  enchantad. 
And  tbus  pnt  euery  man  out  other. 
The  ship  of  loue  hath  lost  his  rother, 
So  that  be  can  no  reason  stere. 
And  for  to  speke  of  this  mattere 
Toucbende  loue,  and  his  supplaunt, 
A  tale,  whiche  is  accordant 
Unto  thine  eare  I  thynke  enforme. 
Now^  herken,  for  this  is  the  formę. 

Hic  in  amoHa  cansa  contra  (randem  detractionis 
ponit  Confossor  e^cmplum^  Et  narrat  de  quo- 
dam  Romani  imperatoris  filio,  qui  probitates 
armorum  super  omnia  exeTcere  affectans,  nesci- 
ente  patre  Tltra  marę  in  partes  Persie  ad  de^r- 
niendum  Sddano  sup^  guerras  <^m  solo  milite 
tanquam  socio  suo  ignotus  se  transtulit.  Et  cum 
ipsius  milicie  fama  super  alios  ibidem  celsior 
accreuisset,  contigit,  Tt  in  quodam  bello  contra 
Caliphum  Egypti  inito,  ^Idanus  a  sagitta  mor- 
taliter  yuloeratus  priusquam  moreretur  quen- 
dam  anulom  filie  sue  secretissimum  isto  nobilf 
Romano  tradidit  dicens,  qualiter  filia  sua  sub 
pateme  benedictionis  vinculo  adiurata  est,  quod 
quicumque  dictum  anulum  ei  affenrety  ipsum  in 
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coniugem  pre  omnibus  sufciptret  Defbncta 
tem  Soldano  ferans  ctuitatem,  que  Kayre  dicitar, 
itinerantes,  iste  Roraanus  commilitoni  ano  Im- 
ius  misteril  secretum  reuelauit,  qui  noctanter  a 
bursa  domini  sui  anulum  furto  sitrriiMeDs»  hec 
que  audiuit  ^sui  proprio  fidsissima  rapplana* 
cione  applicuit,  et  sic  seruus  pro  domino  des- 
ponsata  slbi  Soldani  filia,  coronatus.  Penie  reg- 
nauit. 

Of  thilke  citee  ćhiefę  of  all, 

Whiche  men  the  noble  Romę  cali. 

Er  it  was  set  to  Cbristes  faitb, 

Tbere  was,  as  the  cronike  saitb, 

An  emperour,  the  whiche  it  lad 

In  pece,  that  be  no  warres  had. 

There  was  no  tbynge  disobeisant, 

Whiche  was  to  Romę  apertenant. 

But  all  was  toumed  in  to  reste. 

To  some  it  thought  hem  for  the  beste,  . 

To  some  it  thought  notbynge  so. 

And  that  was  onely  vnto  tho, 

Whose  beite  stoode  vpon  knighthode : 

But  most  of  all  his  manbode, 

The  worthie  sonne  of  the  emperour, 

Whiche  wolde  ben  a  warriour,  ^ 

As  he  that  wais  cbiualrous, 

Of  workles  famę  and  desyrous: 

Began  his  fatber  to  beseche, 

That  he  the  warres  might  secbe 

In  strange  marcbes  for  to  ride. 

Hii  fatber  saide  he  shulde  abide. 
And  wolde  graunt  hym  no  leue. 
But  be  whiche  wolde  nought  beleue. 
A  knight  of  his,  to  wbom  he  trist, 
Right  euen  as  be  thought  and  list, 
He  toke  and  tolde  hym  his  oouragei 
That  he  purposeth  a  viage, 
If  that  fortunę  with  hym  stonde. 

He  sayde,  that  he  wolde  fonde 
The  great  sea  to  passe  vnknowe. 
And  there  abide  for  a  throwe 
Upon  the  warres  to  trauaile. 

And  to  this  point  without  foile 
This  knight  wban  he  hath  herde  his  lorde, 
Is  swore,  and  stant  of  his  accorde, 
As  thei  that  bothe  yonge  were: 
So  that  in  preuie  counsaile  there 
Thei  ben  assented  for  to  wende. 
And  thenrpon  to  make  an  ende, 
Treasure  enough  with  hem  tbei  token. 

And  wban  tbe  tyme  is  best  tbei  lokeo, 
That  sodenlicbe  in  a  galeie 
Fro  Romę  londe  tbei  wentę  their  weie. 
And  londed  vpon  that  other  side. 
The  worlde  fell  so  that  ilke  tide, 
Whiche  euer  his  happes  hath  diuerse, 
The  great  Soldan  than  of  Perse 
Ayene  tbe  Caliphe  of  Egypte 
A  warre,  whiche  tbat  hym  beclipte 
Hath  in  a  marche  costeaunt: 
And  he  whiche  was  a  pursiuaut 
Worshippe  of  armes  to  atteyne, 
This  Romaine  anone  let  ordeine, 
That  he  was  redie  euery  dele. 
And  whan  he  was  arraied  weie 
Of  euery  thyng,  whiche  hym  belongeth, 
Straught  fnto  Kayre  bis  Weie  he  Tongjifth : 
Wbere  he  the  Soldan  tban  foude. 
And  asketb,  tbat  witbin  bis  londe 
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He  might  bym  for  the  wanre  aerae, 
As  be  whiche  voll  his  Ółanke  desenie. 

The  Souldan  iras  ńghtglad  withallj 
And  well  tbe  morę  iospectall, 
WhaD  tbmt  be  wist  he  wag  Romaine, 
Bai  wha^  he  was  elles  incertaine, 
That  might  be  wite  by  no  waie. 
Aod  thus  tbe  knight,  of  whome  I  saie, 
Towaide  tbe  Souldan  is  belefte : 
And  in  tbe  marcbes  oonre  and  efte, 
Where  that  tbe  dedely  warres  were, 
He  wrought  sucbe  knightkode  tbeie, 
Tbat  enery  man  s|*ake  of  bim  good. 
And  thilke  tyme  so  it  stoode, 
This  migbtłe  Soldan  by  his  vrife 
A  doughter  hatb,  tbat  in  this  life 
Men  sside  tbere  was  oone  so  feire, 
She  sbalde  ben  hir  fatbers  heire, 
And  was  of  yeres  ripe  enongh. 
Hir  beantee  many  an  bert  drough 
To  bowe  to  that  ilke  lawę, 
Fro  wbiche  no  life  maie  be  withdrawe, 
And  that  is  loue,  wbose  naturę 
Set  life  and  death  in  n  renture 
Of  hem,  thatknigbtbode  vndertake. 

This  lustie  peine  hath  ouertake 
The  bert  of  tbis  Roraain  so  sore, 
Tbat  to  knigbthode  mpre  and  mora 
Prowesse  auanntetb  his  courage: 
Liche  to  the  lion  in  his  ragę, 
Fro  wbom  that  all  bestcs  flee, 
Sncbe  was  this  knight  in  his  degree, 
Where  be  was  armed  in  the  felde, 
Tber  dnst  nonę  abide  bis  shelde. 
Gfeat  pnce  vpon  the  warres  he  ha<I. 
Bat  she,  whiche  all  the  chance  lad 
Fortone  shope  thó  marcbes  so, 
Tbat  by  tfaassent  of  bothe  two 
The  Soldan  and  tbe  Caliphe  eke, 
Batail  rpou  a  daie  thei  seke : 
Wbiche  was  in  suche  a  wi|e  set, 
That  leoger  sbulde  it  not  be  let. 
Thei  maide  hem  stronge  on  euery  side. 
And  whan  it  drough  towaide  tbe  tidc, 
Tbat  the  baUiU  ąhulde  be, 
The  Soldan  in  greatpriuetee 
A  golde  ringe  of  bis  dougfater  toke, 
Aad  raade  hir  swere  vpon  a  boke, 
And  eke  rpon  the  «ods  ałl : 
That  if  fortunę  so  belUI, 
b  the  bataille  that  he  deie, 
That  be  shail  thilke  man  obeie, 
Aad  take  bim  to  hir  bousbonde, 
Wbiche  thilke  same  ńnge  to  hondę 
Hir  shnlde  bryng  after  his  detb. 

Iliis  hath  sbe  swore,  and  forth  he  geth, 
With  all  tbe  power  of  his  londe 
t7ąto  the  marebe,  where  he  fonde ' 
His  eanemie  fiill  enbatailed. 

The^oldao  haUithe  fełde  assailed, 
Thei  that  ben  hardie  soone  assembleu, 
Wherof  the  drediall  hertes  tremblenl 
That  one  sleeth,  and  that  other  steruetb, 
^  abooen  all  bis  price  deserneth 
Tbis  knigbtly  Romain,  where  he  rode 
His  dedely  swerde  no  man  abode, 
Ayene  tbe  wbiche  was  no  defenoe. 
Kgypte  fledde  in  bis  presence, 
Aad  thei  of  Perse  Tpon  the  chace 
^"niien,  bot  I  ^ot  what  frace 
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Befell,  an  arowe  out  of  a  bowe 
All  scŃdenly  withiti  a  throwe 
The  Soldan  smote,  aud  there  he  laie. 
The  chas  is  left  for  thilke  daie. 
And  he  was  borę  in  to  a  tent, 

Tbe  Soldan  sighe  bow  tbat  it  went, 
And  that  he  sbulde  algates  die: 
And  to  this  knight  of  Romanie 
I  As  vnto  him  wbom  he  most  triste. 
His  dooghters  ringe,  that  nonę  it  wistc, 
He  toke,  and  toide  him  ałl  the  cas, 
Upon  hir  othe  what  token  it  was, 
Of  that  she  sbulde  ben  his  wife. 

Wban  this  was  saide,  the  hertes  life  ' 
Of  this  Soldan  departeth  soone: 
And  therrpen,  as  wss  to  doone^ 
The  dede  body  well  aod  fiiire 
Thei  carie  till  thei  come  at  Kaire : 
There  he  was  wortheKche  begrane. 

The  lordesy  whiche  as  wolden  saue 
The  reigne,  whiche  was  desolate. 
To  bryng  it  in  to  good  astate, 
A*  parlement  thei  set  anone. 

Nowe  berken  whatfcU  thenrpon. 
This  yonge  łonie  this  worthie  knight 
Of  Romę,  vpon  tbe  same  night, 
That  thei  a  morowe  trete  sholde, 
Unto  his  bachiler  be  tjlde 
His  couDseill,  and  the  ringe  with  all 
He  sheweth,  throogh  wbiche  he  shall 
He  seitb,  the  kynges  doughter  wedde*. 
For  so  the  ringe  was  ieide  to  wedde 
He  toldcj  in  to  hir  fathers  hondę, 
Tbat  with  what  man  that  sbe  it  fonde,    ' 
She  sbulde  him  take  vnto  hir  lorde. 
And  thus,  be  seitb,  stant  of  recorde. 
Bot  no  man  wote  wbo  hath  tbis  ringe. 

Tbis  bachelere  vpon  this  tliynge 
His  ere  and  his  entent  laide. 
And  thought  morę,  tban  he  saide. 
And  feigiieth  with  a  fals  Yisage, 
That  he  was  glad  :  but  bi»  courage 
Was  all  set  in  a  nother  wise. 

These  olde  pbilosopbers  wise 
Thei  wrilen  vpoii  thilke  while, 
That  he  maie  best  a  man  begile, 
In  wbom  the  man  liatb  most  credence. 

And  this  bcfełl  in  euidence 
Toward  this  yonge  lord  of  Romę. 
His  bachiler*  whiche  had  tome, 
Whan  that  bis  lorrle  by  night  slepte, 
This  ringe,  the  whiche  his  maister  kepte, 
Out  of  his  purs  aweie  be  dede. 
And  put  another  in  tbe  stede. 

A  morów  whan  the  court  is  set, 
The  yonge  ladie  was  forth  fet,     \ 
To  whome  the  lordes  done  homage. 
And  after  that  of  mariage 
Thei  treaten,  and  asken  of  hir  wille. 
Rut  she  whiche  thought  to  fulfille 
Hir  feders  best  in  this  mattere, 
Saide  openly,  that  men  maie  here 
The  charge,  wbiche  hir  feder  bad. 

Tho  was  this  lorde  of  Romę  glad. 
And  drough  toward  his  purs  an.ne, 
^  ^  But  all  for  nougbt,  it  was  a  gone. 
His  bachiler  it  hath  forth  drawe. 
And  asketh  thervpon  tbe  lawę : 
Tbat  sbe  him  hohle  couenant. 
Tbe  token  was  so  sufflsant, 
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Tbat  it  ne  niigbt  be  forsako. 

And  netheles  bis  lorde  hath  take 
fiuarelle  ayene  bis  owne  roan. 
fiut  for  Dotbyog  tbat  ener  becan, 
He  migbt  as  tban  noiigbt  be  betde; 
8<Ktbat  his  cląiine  is  vnao8wefdę» 
And  be  batb  of  bis  purpos  fiiiledL 

Tbis  bacbłler  was  tbo  oounsailed 
And  wedded,  and  of  thilke  empira 
He  was  croiąned  lord  aad  sire, 
And  all  tbe  lond  him  hath  reoeiaed : 
Wberof  bis  lorde,  wbiche  was  deoeiued 
A  seknes,  er  tbe  thiid  mofowe, 
Couceiued  batb  of  dedly  soeowey 
And  as  be  lay  vpon  bis  deatb, 
Tbere  wbile  bim  laątetb  speebe  ąnd  bretb, 
H6  send  for  tbe  worthiest 
Of  all  tbe  londe,  and  eke  tbe  beat. 
And  tolde  bem  all  tbe  sootb  tbd 
Tbat  be  was  Mnneand  heire  also 
Of  tbemperour  of  great  Romę: 
And  bowe  tbat  thei  to  gyder  come 

Sbis  knigbty  and  be,  right  as  it  was 
e  tolde  bem  all  tbe  plaine  cai. 

And  for  tbat  be  bis  counsetl  tolde, 
Tbat  otherbatb  all  tbat  bewokley 
And  be  batb  faile^  of  bis  mede. 
As  for  tbe  good  be  taketb  noue  bedCi 
He  saitb,  but  onely  of  tbe  loue, 
Of  wbiche  be  wend  baue  be  abóue. 
And  tbenrpon  by  letter  write 
He  dotb  bis  iader  for  to  wite, 
Of^l  tbe  matter  bowe  it  stoode. 
And  tban  with  aa  bertely  modę 
Unto  tbe  lordes  be  besougbt. 
To  telle  bis  lady  bowe  be  bonght 
Hir  loue,  of  wbiche  anotber  ghiddetb. 
And  with  tbat  worde  bis  hewe  fadetb. 
And  saide,  a  dieu  my  ladye  sweete, 
Tbe  life  batb  loste  his  kindely  hete. 
And  be  laye  still  as  any  stone, 
Wberof  was  sory  many  one : 
But  nonę  of  all  so  as  die. 

Tbis  fals  knigbt  in  his  degree 
Arested  was,  and  put  in  bolde. 
Tor  openly  wban  it  was  tolde 
Of  tbe  treason,  wbiche  is  be&ll, 
Tbrougbout  tbe  londe  tbei  saideu  aH, 
If  it  be  sootb,  tbat  men  snppose, 
His  owne  ▼ntrontb  him  shaILdepose. 
And  for  to  sechc  an  eujdence 
With  honour,  and  great  reuerence, 
Wberof  thci  mighten  knowe  an  endc. 
To  tbemperour  aoon  tbei  sende 
Tbe  letter,  whichę  bis  sonne  wrote. 

And  wban  tbat  be  tbe  sootb  wote. 
To  tell  bis  sorowe  ia  endeles. 
But  yet  in  baste  netheles 
Upon  tbe  tale,  wbiche  be  herde 
His  steward  in  to  Perse  ferdc, 
With  many  a  wortby  Romaine  eke. 
His  liege  traitor  for  to  seke. 

And  whan  tbei  thyder  come  were, 
Tbis  knigbt  bim  hath  confessid  theń^ 
Howe  falsely  tbat  be  batb  bym  borę : 
Wberof  bis  wortbie  iorde  was  lQre* 

Tbo  saidcn  some,  be  sbulde  deie : 
But  yet  thei  fonnden  suche  a  weie, 
Tbat  be  sball  not  be  dede  in  Berse. 
And  thus  tbe  skillei  beq  diuessay 


Be  cause  tbat  hę  was  coroaed, 
O  f  tbat  the  Ipnde  was  habaiidoned 
To  bym,  all  tbougb  it  were  mfigbt, 
Tbere  is  no  peinc  for  him  digfat. 
Bat  to  tliis  poiut  and  to  thia  eodfe 
Tbei  grannten  wel,  tbat  be  sball  wendc 
With  tbe  Romayn»to  Romę  ageine. 
And  thus  aco,rdcd  fuli  and  pleiae, 
Tbe  ąuicke  body  with  tbe  dede 
With  leue  Uke,  forth  tboi  lede, 
Wbere  tbat  Supplaat  batb  his  Juise, 
Wberof  tbat  tbou  the  migbt  aui^ 
Upon  tbis  informacion, 
Toucbend  of  sopplantacioa, 
Tbat  tbou  my  sonne  do  not  so. 

And  for  to  take  bede  also 
Wbat  supplant  dootb  in  other  balue, 
Tbere  is  no  man  cąn  finde  a  salue 
Pleiuły  to  belen  suche  a  sore. 
U  hath  and  sball  ben  euermore, 
Whan  pride  is  with  enuie  Joyiit, 
He  suffretb  no  man  in  good  poynt, 
Wbere  tbat  be  maie  bis  honoor  let 
And  tbenrpon  if  I  sball  set 
Ensample  in  boly  chuicbe  I  fyade, 
How  tbat  supplant  is  not  behjrndey 
God  wote  i  f  tbat  it  nowe  be  so. 

For  in  Cronike  of  tyne  a  go 
I  fynde  a  tale  concordable 
Of  Supplauntj  wbiche  is  no  fisble 
In  tbe  maner  as  I  sball  telle, 
So  as  wbylom  tbe  tbynges  felle. 

Hic.ponit  Confessor.  exemplum  contra  istos  in 
causa  dignitatis  adquirende  supplantatoi^s.  Et 
nanrat  qualiter  papa  Bonifacius  predeccasorem 
suum  Celestinum  a  papatu  cootractata  circum- 
uencione  fraudulenter  supplantauit,  Sed  qui 
potentes  a  sede  deponit  buiusmodi  supplanta* 
cionis  frandem  non  siistinens,  ipsum  sic  in  sub- 
lime  exaltatum  postea  in  profundi  carccris  mi- 
senanD  proiici,  famę  qne  siti  cniciari,  nec  non  et 
ab  buius  vite  gaudiis  dolorosa  morte  supplanta- 
ri  permisit. 

At  Romę  as  it  batb  ofte  fisU, 
The  viker  generall  of  all, 
Of  bem  tbat  leuęn  Cbristes  feitb. 
His  laste  daie,  wbiche  nonę  witb  seitb, 
Hath  shette,  as  to  tbe  wocides  eie : 
Whos  name,  if  I  sball  Speclfie, 
He  bight  Popc  Nicolas. 
And  thus  whan  tbat  be  paued  was, 
Tbe  Cardinals,  tbat  woldcn  saue 
Tbe  formę  of  lawę  in  tbe  conclaue, 
Gon  for  to  chese  a  newe  Pope. 
And  after  tbat  thei  coathe  grope 
Hath  eche  of  bem  saide  bis  entent, 
Till  at  laste  thei  aasent 
Upon  an  boly  clerke  reclnse, 
Wbiche  fuli  was  of  gostly  Tertnae. 

His  pacie^ce,  and  his  simplesse 
Hath  set  bym  in  to  bighe  noUesse. 
Thus  was  be  Pope  canoniaed 
With  great  honour,  and  intronised. 
And  ypon  chamce,  aa  it  is  falle, 
His  name  Celestin  men  caJle. 
Wbiche  notified  was  by  buli 
To  boly  churpbc  :  and  to  the  fuli 
In  all  londes  magnified. 

But  euery  wonbip  ia  enuied; 
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Aod  tbat  was  thUke  tyme  lene. 

For  whan  this  Pope,  of  wbome  I  ntoe, 

Waj  choae,  and  other  set  be  side^ 

A  caidinall  was  thilke  tide, 
¥niiche  tbe  papate  halli  longe  desyred, 
And  thervpoa  grelly  conspirad. 
Bat  whan  be  sighe  fortunę  is  &iled. 
Pór  wbiche  louge  time  be  hath  traoailed: 
Tbat  ilke  tyre*  wbicb  Btbna  breoDetb, 
Througfa  oat  bis  woAill  bertę  rennetb : ' 
Wbicbe  is  reaembled  to  enoie, 
Wberof  Supplaat  aad  trecberie 
Eageadred  is.    And  oetbeles 
He  feigneth  loae,  be  feignetb  pes, 
Oatwarde  be  dootb  tbe  reueteoce : 
Bat  all  witbin  his  coodcienee, 
Through  fels  ymaginaciOD, 
He  tbongbt  Supplantacion. 
And  tberrpon  a  wonder  wiie 
He  wroogbt.    For  at  thilke  while 
It  fcU  80,  tbat  of  hb  lifiage 
He  bad  a  Clergon  yonge  of  age, 
Wbom  be  batb  in  bis  chanber  affiuted. 
This  CaidinaU  bis  tiinebath  waited^ 
And  with  bis  wafdes  sUe  and  ąuerat, 
Tbe  wbicbe  be  couth  wissły  peint, 
He  shope  this  clerke  of  wbicbe  I  tell, 
Towarde  tbe  pope  for  to  dwell : 
So  tbat  witbin  bis  cbanber  a  nrgbt 
He  laie :  and  was  a  pridie  wight 
Towarde  tbe  pope  on  nigfatos  tide, 
May  no  nan  dee,  tbat  sbałł  be  tide. 

Tbis  CardinaUi  wbicbe  tbongbt  gH^ 
Upon  a  daie,  wban  be  batb  wbile, 
Tb»  ybnge  clerke  Tnto  bim  toke. 
And  Blade  bym  swere  vpon  a  beJBe, 
And  talde  bim  wbat  bis  will  was: 
And  foorth  with  all  a  Trompe  of  bras 
He  batb  bym  take,  ąad  bad  bim  tbis. 
Tbott  riialt,  be  saide,  wban  time  is 

Awaite,  and  take  rigbC  good  kepe, 
Wban  tbat  tbe  Pope  is  fost  a  slepe. 

And  tbat  nonę  otker  man  be  nie: 

Aad  than  tbat  tboa  be  so  slie 

Throngb  oat  tbe  Tffonpe  ia  to  bis  ere, 

Pro  henen  as  tboogb  a  ¥0106  it  weie. 

To  sciwne  of  rache  prolacton, 

Tbat  be  bis  meditacion 

Iberof  oMue  make,  and  ynderstonde, 

As  tbongb  it  were  of  gods  sondę. 
And  in  tbis  wiae  tbon  sbalt  seie, 

Tbat  be  do  thilbe  astate  aweie 

Of  Pope,  of  wbicbe  he  stant  bonoured, 

Ss  tball  bis  sonie  be  socoored 

Of  thilke  worsbippe  at  tbe  last 
I      la  henen,  wbicbe  sball  eneKlast. 

Tbis  clerfce,  wbat»  be  batb  taerd  tbe  formę; 

How  be  tbe  Pope  sbnld  enforme: 

Toke  of  tbe  Cardinnil  bis  lene, 

Aad  goth  bym  borne,  till  it  was  eue, 

Aad  prioely  tbe  trompe  be  bndde 

Tf  n  tbat  tbe  Pope  was  a  bedds. 

Aad  at  tbe  midnigbt,  whan  be  knewe 

Tbe  Pope  slepte,  tban  be  blewe 

Within  bis  Trompe  tbiough  tbe  waH, 

Aad  tolde,  in  wbat  maner  be  shaM 

His  papacie  lene^  and  tsdce 

Bis  fote  astate.    Andtbnsawabe 

Th»  boly  Pope  Ile  msria  tiarias : 

Wberof  dioen  fiMtasiaa 


Upon  his  great  holinesse^ 
Within  his  bertę  be  gań  impresse. 
The  Pope  fuli  of  Innocene^ 
Cooceiueth  in  his  oonScience, 
Tbat  it  is  gods  witl,  be  cese. 
But  in  wbat  wise  h^  tbftle  relese 
His  hie  astate,  tbat  wote  he  nought. 

And  thus  within  bim  sćlfe  he  thoagbt, 
He  bare  it  still  in  his  mi^morie, 
Ti  11  be  cam  to  tbe  consistorie, 
And  there  in  presence  of  hete  all 
He  asketh :  if  it  so  befbU, 
Tbat  any  Pope  cesse  woMe, 
Howe  tbat  tbe  lawę  it  untkr  sholdei* 

Thei  setten  all  still,  aad  herde. 
Was  nonę,  wbicbe  to  tbe  pointę  answetdc. 
For  to  wbat  purpos  tbat  it  ment, 
There  was  no  man  knewe  his  entent. 
But  onely  he,  wbiche  shop  tbe  gile. 

This  Cardinall  the  same  while 
All  opeoly  with  wordes  pleine 
Seith :  if  the  Pope  Woli  ordeioe, 
Tbat  there  be  suche  a  lawę  wronght : 
Than  migbt  l|^e  cesse,  and  dies  nougbt. 

And  as  he  saide,  doone  it  waS. 
Tbe  Pope  aaone  fpon  the  cas 
Of  his  papall  aactoritee 
Hath  madę  and  yooe  (he  de6ree. 
And  whan  tbe  lawę  was  confetmed 
In  due  formę,  and  idl  ttSertited, 
This  Innocent,  wbicbe  was  deceftfed. 
His  papacie  anone  batb  #eiueil, 
Renounced  and  restgned  eke. 
That  other  was  nOthynge  to  seke^ 
Bat  vndemeth  suche  a  iape 
He  batb  so  for  bym  selfe  shtfpe, 
That  howe  as  euer  it  bym  beseme, 
The  miter,  with  the  diadem^ 
He  hath  throngb  supplantacion : 
And  in  his  couflnhacion, 
Upon  the  fortunę  of  his  gracie. 
His  name  Was  cleped  BonrHkcOb 

Under  the  viser  of  enuie 
Lo  thus  was  bid  the  trecherr^, 
Wbicbe  hath  begiłed  many  one. 
Bnt  suche  counsaill  there  maie  be  nond, 
Whiche  treason,  whan  it  iS  conspited, 
That  it  nis  like  the  sparke  ńred 
Up  i  u  thy  roofe,  whiche  for  a  thfowe 
Lieth  hid,  til  whan  the  windes  blotrtf 
It  blasetb  out  on  encry  sidć. 

This  Bonifoce,  Whiche  can  Aoogbt  bidę 
The  trecherie  of  his  supplant, 
Hath  openly  madę  his  auant, 
Howe  he  tbe  papacie  hath  Wóhne. 
But  tbing  wbicb  is  with  wrong  begonnć^ 
Maie  nener  stonde  wel  at  ebde. 
Where  pride  sball  tbe  bowe  bende 
He  sheteth  fol  ouC  of  tbe  weye. 
And  thus  the  pope,  of  wboin  1  seye: 
Whan  tbat  be  stoode  on  hig^e  the  whelcf 
He  can  not  Bufkt  bym  selfe  be  wele. 
Enuie,  whiche  is  loueles. 
And  pride,  wbicbe  is  laweles, 
With  suche  tempestes  madę  hym  ćrre, 

I  That  cbaritee  goth  out  of  herre: 
So  that  ypon  misgonemaince, 
Ageynst  Lewis  the  kynge  of  trśnce 
He  toke  ąuardl  of  his  oultrage. 
And  saidci  he  sbul^  done  komśfft 
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Unto  the  churche  bodily. 

But  he  that  wist  no  tbyng  wby 
He  shnlde  do  so  great  seruice^ 
After  the  worlde  in  suche  a  wise, 
Withstood  the  wronge  of  tbat  demaund. 
for  nought  the  pope  maie  commaund        * 
The  kynge  woU  not  tbe  pope  obeye. 
^  This  pope  tho  by  all  weye, 
That  be  maie  worche  of  ▼ioleocei 
Hath  sent  the  bulle  of  his  seutence, 
With  curainge,  and  enterdite. 

The  kynge  rpon  this  wrongfuU  pUte, 
To  kepe  his  reigne  from  seruage, 
Counsailed  was  of  his  baronage> 
That  might  with  might  sbal  be  witb  stonde. 
Thus  was  tbe  cause  take  on  hondę. 
And  saiden,  tbat  the  papacie 
Thei  wolde  bonoure  and  magnifie 
tn  all  that  euer  is  spirituall. 
But  the  ilke  pride  temporall 
Of  Boniface  in  his  personę, 
Ayęne  tbat  ilke  wronge  alone 
Thei  wolden  stonde  in  debatę. 
And  thus  the  man,  and  nought  tbe^^ta 
The  frencbe  shopen  by  ber  might 
To  greeue :  And  fel  tbere  was  a  knighti 
Sire  GułUam  de  Langaret, 
Whicbe  was  ^pon  this  cause  set : 
And  thervpon  he  toke  a  route 
Of  men  of  armes,  and  rode  oote, 
So  longe,  and  in  a  waite  he  laie, 
Tbat  he  aspied  Tpon  a  daie 
Tbe  pope  was  at  'Auignon, 
And  sbulde  ride  out  bf  the  towne, 
Unto  Poursorge,  tbe  whicbe  is 
A  castell  in  Prouince  of  his. 

Upon  tbe  weye  and  as  he  rode, 
This  knight,  wbiche  boued  and  abode 
Embuisbed  vpon  borsbake, 
All  sodenliebe  rpon  bym  brake. 
And  hath  hyfti  by  tbe  biidell  sesed, 
And  said :  O  thoo,  whicbe  hast  di:>esad 
The  court  of  France  by  tby  wronge, 
Thou  śbalt  singe  a  newe  songe. 
Thyn  enterdite,  and  tby  sentence 
Ayen  thyn  owne  conscience 
Herę  after  thou  shalt  fele,  and  grope. 

Vfe  plaine  nought  ągeyne  the  pope 
For  tbilke  name  is  honourabte. 
But  thou,  whiche  hastę  be  deeeiuable, 
And  trecherous  in  all  tby  werke, 
Thou  Boniface,  thou  proude  clerke, 
Misleder  of  tbe  papacie, 
Tby  fals  bodie  shall  abie 
And  suffer,  tbat  it  hath  deserued. 

Lo  thus  this  supplantor  was  serued. 
For  thei  him  ladde  in  to  France^ 
And  setten  hym  to  his  penance, 
Withiu  a  tbure  m  harde  bondes, 
Whece  he  for  bonger  both  his  bondes 
Eate  of:  And  died,  god  wote  howe: 
Of  whom  the  writym:  is  yet  nowe 
Regestred  as  a  man  maie  here, 
Whiche  speketh  and  saith  tn  this  manere. 

Tby  entree  like  a  fox  wąs  sligh^ 
Tby  reigne  also  witb  pride  on  high 
Waa  lich^  tbe  lioh  in  bis  ragę : 
But  at  tbe  laste  of  tby  passage 
Tby  death  was  to  tbe  boundes  like. 

Siicbe  łs  tttf  Zetter  of  his  Cronike 


Proclaimed  in  tbe  court  of  Roin^ : 
Wherof  the  wise  ęnsample  nome. 
And  yet  as  ferforth  as  I  dare^ 
I  redc  all  other  men  beware, 
And  that  thei  loke  well  algate, 
That  nonę  his  uwne  eitate  translate 
Of  holy  churche  iu  no  degree 
'By  fraude  ne  subtilitee. 

For  tbilke  honour,  wbiche  Aaron  toke, 
Shall  nonę  receiue,  as  seith  the  boke, 
But  be  becleped,  as  be  was. 

What  shall  I  tbinken  in  this  cas. 
Of  that  I  here  nowe  a  daie  ? 
1  not :  but  be  whicbe  can  and  maie 
By  reason  both  and  by  naturę 
The  belpe  of  euery  mans  cure, 
He  kepe  Symon  fro  tbe  folde. 

Nota  de  prophecia  Joachim  abbatis; 

For  Joachim, tbilke  abbot  tolde, 
Howe  suche  daies  shulden  fali, 
Tbat  comonłicbe  in  piaces  all 
Tbe  chapmen  of  suche  roercerte 
With  fraude,  and  with  supplantarie 
So  many  shulden  by  and  selle, 
Tbat  he  ne  maie  for  shame  telle 
So  fbule  a  sinue  in  mans  ere : 
But  god  forbede,  that  it  were 
In  our  daies,  that  be  seith. 

For  if  the  clerke  beware  bis  feitb 
In  bapmanhode  at  suche  a  feire 
The  remenant  mote  nedes  empeire 
Of  all  that  to  the  worlde  bełongetb. 
For  whan  tbat  holy  churche  wrongeth 
I  not  what  otber  tbyng  sbałl  right. 

Ańd  netbeles  at  mana  sight 
Enuie  for  to  be  preferred 
Hath  conscience  so  difierred, 
Tbat  00  man  loketh  to  tbe  vioe, 
Whiche  is  the  moder  of  malice, 
And  tbat  is  tbilke  his  enuie : 
Which  causeth  many  a  trechene. 
For  wbere  he  maie  anotber  see, 
That  is  morę  gracious  than  bee : 
It  shall  not  stonden  in  his  might. 
But  ifhe  binder  suche  a  wight : 
And  that  is  well  nigbe  ouer  all, 
This  \'łce  is  uowe  so  generall. 

GLualitcr  Joab  princeps  militie  Dauid  inoidie  caa- 
sa  Abner  subdole  interfscit.  Et  qualiter  etiam 
Achitofell  ob  boc,  quod  Cusi  in  Consilio  Abst)- 
lon  prefeiebatur,  accensus  inoidia laqvieo  se  sus- 
pendit. 

Enuie  tbilke  tu  bap  in  drougb, 
Whan  Joab  by  decdpt  slough 
Abner,  for  drede  he  sbulde  bee 
With  kynge  Dauid  sucbe  as  was  hee. 

And  tbrough  enuie  also  it  feUe 
Of  tbilke  fals  Achitofelle. 
For  his  counseil  was  not  acbeued 
But  that  he  sawe  Cusy  beieued 
With  Absolon^  aud  hym  forsake, 
He  hynge  hym  selfe  rpon  a  stalń, 

Seuecke  witnesseth  openly 
Howe  that  enuie  properly 
Is  of  the  court  the  comon  wencb9. 
And  balt  tauerne  for  to  schence 
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Hiat  drinke,  włiich  maketb  the  bert  brenne, 

And  doth  the  witabont  renne 

By  enery  nrey  to  oompasse, 

Hove  Łhat  be  mi^bt  all  other  passe, 

As  he  whiche  throagh  Ynkyodship 

Eaaietb  enery  frlausbip. 

So  tbat  thoa  inight  wełl  knowe  and  see, 

Tbere  is  no  rice  suche  as  bee. 

Fintę  towarde  god  abbominable, 
And  to  mankynde  ynprofitoble. 

And  that  by  wordes  but  a  f»we 
Iifaall  by  reason  proae  atid  shewe. 

loDidłs  itimalns  sine  causa  ledit  abortus, 
Nain sioe  tentante  criminecrimen  babet. 

Nonest  hoius  opu^  tentare  Cupidinis  arcbuoo, 
Damąue  facies  Yener.s  Etbnica  4)aimDa  Torat, 

AbHjiie  rubore  genas  pallor  quas  fnscns  obumbrat. 
Frifida  uatune  esterą  menibra  docent. 

Hic  dMcribit.Confessor  naturain  iouidie  tam  in 
amoreąuam  aliter  secundum  proprtetatem  vłUi. 

Elicie  if  tbat  I  shall  descHue, 
He  is  not  shapely  for  to  \t  iue 
Id  erth  amoDge  the  women  here. 
For  theie  is  in  bym  no  inattere, 
Wberof  be  michtdo  plesauce. 

Fintę  for  his  heuy  contenaiire, 
Of  that  be  semeth  eoer  ynglad, 
He  ii  not  able  tol>e  had. 
Aad  eke  be  brenneth  so  witbin, 
That  kjnde  maie  no  profite  winne, 
Wberof  he  sbulile  his  loue  please. 
For  thilke  blood,  whiche  shnld  haue  ease. 
To  regiie  amonge  the  motste  reines 
bdńeof  thilke  vnkinde1y  peines, 
Throufh  whiche  cnuie  is  fired  aie. 

Aod  tbis  by  reason  proue  I  maie, 
That  towarde  loue  Eouie  Is  noogbt, 
Aid  otherwise  if  it  be  sougbt 
Upon  what  syde  as  ener  it  fali 
ft»  the  werst  vice  ofall: 
Whiche  of  biro  selfe  bath  most  malice. 
Pof  Toderstonde  tbat  euery  vice 
Sooe  canae  batb,  wherof  it  gruweth : 
^of  enuie  no  man  knoweth 
Fro  Yheni  be  cam,  bot  out  of  heli. 

For  thos  the  wise  clerkes  tell, 
Tlat  DO  ipirite  but  of  malice 
By  wey  of  kynde  vpon  a  vice 
btfln|ited,  aod  by  sacbe  a  waie: 
Me  bath  kynde  put  a  waie. 
And  of  malice  bath  bis  sturryng, 
^hciof  be  maketh  his  bakbityng, 
Aad  łs  bim  selfe  therof  diseased. 
^nai€  tbere  be  no  kynde  pleased. 
|^«7  the  morę  that  he  enuietb, 
The  Dore  ayene  him  selfe  he  plieth* 
ThotitaDt  Eonie  in  good  espeire 
To  ben  bim  selfe  the  diuels  heire, 
Al  hc  whiche  is  the  nexte  liche, 
^  forthest  from  the  heuen  riche. 
Forthere  maie  he  neuer  wojine. 

Fortby  my  good -derę  sonne, 
Ifthott  wolt  fynde  a  ilker  wełe 
To  loue:  pot  ennie  aweie. 
,^frn  holy  fader  rea8oq  woldc, 
Tbat  I  tbis  vice  escbc^e  sbolde : 

Bit  yet  to  strengtb  my  courage, 
*  tt«t  je  wolde  io  aaabtagc 


Tberof  set  a  recouere^ 

It  were  to  me  a  great  dcsire, 

Tbat  I  tbis  vice  might  ilee. 

Nowe  vnderstonde  my  sonne,  and  see. 
Tbere  is  phisike  for  the  sekc. 
And  Yertues  fur  the  Tices  eke. 
Who  that  the  vices  t^olde  eschewe, 
He  mot  by  reason  than  sewe 
The  vertucs.    For  by  thilke  weie 
He  maie  the  rices  done  aweie. 
For  thei  to  geder  maie  not  dwell. 
For  as  the  water  of  the  welL 
Of  fire  abateth  the  malice : 
Right  so  vertn  fordootb  the  vice. 

Ayene  Enuie  is  Cbaritise, 
Whiche  is  the  moder  of  pitee, 
Tbat  maketh  a  mans  herte  tender^ 
That  it  maie  no  malice  engender, 
In  bym,  that  is  inclioed  tberto. 
For  his  courage  js  tempred  80| 
Tbat  though  he  might  htm  selfe  releua, 
Yet  wolde  he  not  anotber  g^ue  t 
But  ratber  fur  to  do  plesaoce, 
He  bereth  him  selfe  the  greuanc^ 
So  faine  he  wolde  an  other  ease. 
Wherof  my  sonne  for  thyń  ease 
Nowe  berken  a  tale,  whiche  I  redę. 
And  vnderstonde'it  welł  I  redę. 

Hic  ponit  Confessor  eitemplum  de  virtnte  Cha^ 
ntatis  contra  Innidłam,  Et  narrtt  de  Constan-r 
tino  Elene  filio,  qui  cum  Imperii  Romani  digni- 
tatem  obtinuerat,  a  morbo  lepre  infeetos  miedi- 
ci  pro  sanita^e  reciiperanda,  ipsum  In  sangotne 
pueronim  masculorum  balneare  proposuerant, 
sed  cum  kiuumera  multitudo  matrum  cum  filiis 
hoiusmodł  medicina  causa  in  circnitu  pałacii  af- 
fuisset,  Imperatorąne  eorum  gemitus  et  elamo- 
res  percepisset,  cbaritate  motus  ingemissens  sic 
ait.  O  vere  est-  ipse  dominus,  qui  se  facit 
sernnm  pietatis.  Et  his  dictis  statnm  snam 
cuntipoŁentis  niedele  committens^  sui  ipsius 
morbum  potius  quam  infantiom  mortembeni- 
guius  elegit,  vndc  ipse  qtti  antea  paganns  et  le- 
prosus  extiterat,  ex  vnda  baptismatM  nanatus, 
vtriusque  materie  tam  corporis  qiiam  antmo 
diuino  miraculo  consccutus  estsalatem. 

Amonge  the  bokes  of  Łatine    . 
I  fynde  it  writc  of  Constantine 
The  wortliy  emperour  of  Romę, 
Suche  infbrtuncs  to  bim  come, 

Whan  he  was  in  his  lustie  agę 
The  tepre  caught  in  bis  vi8age. 
And  so  forth  ouer  all  obonte, 
Tbat  be  ne  might  riden  out, 
So  left  be  botb  shelde  and  spara, 
As  he  tbat  might  bym  not  bestere, 
And  helde  bym  in  his  cbiimber  closo. 
Throngh  all  the  worlde  the  famę  aroaet 

The  grrafc  clerkes  were  assent. 
And  come  at  bis  commaundement 
To  trete  vpon  this  lordes  hele. 
So  longe  thei  to  geder  dele^ 
That  tbei  vpon  this  medicine. 
Appointen  hem,  and  detennine, 
That  in  tlie  maner  as  it  stoode, 
They  wolde  bym  bath  in  childes  blood 
Within  seuen  winter  age. 
For  as  thei  ńuen,  tbat  shulde  asmago 
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The  Iq>rey  and  all  Łbe  Tiolence, 
Whiche  that  thei  knowe  of  accidence. 
And  not  by  wej  of  kynde  is  iall, 
Ąnd  therto  tbei  aconlen  all 
Af  for  fyoall  con^ltfsion^ 
And  tolden  ber  opinion 
To  tbemperour:  Andbeaflontf 
His  counsaile  toke,  and  thenrpon 
With  letters,  and  wiih  seales  oot 
Tbei  send  in  eaery  londe  abont 
The  yonge  children  for  to  secfae: 
Whoae  bloode,  tbei  saki,  shuMe  be  lecbe 
Por  themp^rours  maladie. 

There  was  enougb  to  vepe  and  crie 
Amonge  the  oioders,  whan  thei  herde 
Howe  wofallly  tbis  cause  ferde. 
Bat  netbeles  thei  met  bowe. 
Aod  tbus  women  there  come  enowe 
With  children  loukeiid  on  the  tete. 
Ther  were  many  tereg  lete. 

Bat  were  hem  liefe,  or  were  hem  loth 
The.  women  and  the  children  both 
In  to  the  palaig  forth  be  hroagbt, 
With  many  a  sorie  hertes  thooght 
Of  hem  whiche  of  her  body  borę 
The  children  had:  and  ao  forlore 
Within  a  while  ihutdesee. 
The  moden  wepe  in  her  degree. 
And  many  of  hem  a  swoune  fali. 

The  yonge  babie*  crieden  all. 
This  noise  araee^  this  lorde  it  heide, 
And  loked  ont,  and  how  it  ferde 
He  lawe :  and  ap  who  aaide  abratde. 
Out  of  bis  ślepe,  and  thus  he  saide. 

O  thou  diniiie  ftaraeance, 
Vhiche  eu«ry  man  in  the  balance 
Qf  hyąde  bęst  formed  to  be  liche. 
The  póre  is  boi^  «s  is  tlie  liehe. 
And  dieth  m  the  same  wise. 

Upon  the  foo.le  vpffi  the  wise 
Sekeaes  and  hele  enter  commune, 
3Aaie  nonę  eąDhewe  that  fortunę, 
'Whiche  kynde  hath  in  hir  lawe  sette 
Hir  streiigtbe  and  beau^e  ben  besette 
To  eneiy  man  a  Kehe  |inpe» 
That  she  preferreUi  no  degree, 
As  in  the  dlfposicion 
Of  bodily  complpction. 

And  cdce  of  sonie  reascmabley 
The  poore  childe  is  bose  as  abW 
To  vertue,  as  tbę  kyngęi  sonne. 
7or  enery  man  his  owne  wcHUBe» 
After  the  lustep  of  his  assaie, 
The  vice  or  vertae  chese  maif . 
Tbus  stande  all  men  fp^ieUied 
But  in  estate  tbei  ben  denised. 
To  some  worship  and  riotose» 
To  some  pouertae  and  distresse. 
One  lordeth,  aa  other  senieth. 
But  yet  as  eiiery  maAdesemeth 
The  worlde  yeuetb  not  bis  yeftes  here. 

But  certes  he  hatli  greal  mątere 
To  be  of  good  condipion, 
Whiche  hath  in  his  subiection 
The  men,  that  ben  of  his  sembUMPce. 

And  eke  he  toke  his  remembranoę, 
Howe  be  that  madę  lawe  of  kynde» 
'  Wolde  euery  man  to  lawe  bynde, 
And  bad  a  man,  suche  as  he  wolde 
Toward  hiip  aełfe,  right  such  he  sholde 


Towarde  an  other  doone  aIso. 

And  thus  this  worthie  lorda  aa  tho 
Set  in  balance  his  owne  astate» 
And  with  bim  selfe  stode  in  debate» 
And  thought  how  it  was  not  gOod 
To  9ee  so  mochell  mans  Uood 
Be  spłlte,  by  cause  of  bim  alone. 

He  sawe  aiso  the  great  monę, 
Of  that  the  motbers  were  VDf  ladde 
And  «f  the  wo  the  children  madę: 
Wherof  that  his  herte  tendreth, 
And  such  pitee  within  engendretli, 
That  bim  was  leuer  for  to  chese 
His  owne  bodie  for  to  lese, 
That  see  so  great  a  mourdre  wrooght 
Upon  the  bloud,  whiche  gilteth  nougbt. 

This  for  the  pitee,  whiche  he  toke, 
All  other  leches  be  forsoke, 
And  put  bim  out  of  auenture 
Alonly  to  gods  cure, 
And  saitb,  who  that  woli  maister  bee, 
He  mote  be  seruant  to  pitee. 
^  ferforth  be  was  ouercome 
With  oharitee,  that  be  hath  nome 
His  counsaile,  and  his  officers. 
And  bad  vuto  his  treasourers, 
Tbat  thei  his  treasour  all  about 
Departe  amonge  the  poore  route 
Of  women,  aiid  of  children  botb, 
Wherof  thei  might  hem  fede  and^dotb* 
And  saufely  tournen  borne  ageyne, 
Without  losse  of  any  greine. 

Through  charitee  thus  he  dispendei|a 
His  good,  wherof  he  amendeth 
The  poore  people,  aod  coontreuaileth 
The  barme,  that  he  hem  so  trauaileth. 

And  thus  the  wofull  nightes  sorowe 
To  ioye  is  torned  on  the  morowe, 

All  was  thankynge,  all  was  blissyng, 
Whiche  erst  was  wepyng  and  cursyng. 

These  women  gone  borne  glad  enough^ 
Echone  for  ioie  on  other  lougb. 
And  praide  for  tbis  lordes  hele, 
Whiche  bath  released  the  quarele, 
Aod  hath  his  owne  wili  forsake 
In  charitee  for  gods  sake. 

But  nowe  hereafter  thou  shalt  here 
What  god  bath  wrought  in  this  matere» 
As  he  that  doothe  all  eąuitee 
To  bim  that  wrought  charitee, 
He  was  ayenewardę  cbarttous, 
And  to  pitee  he  was  pitous. 
For  it  was  neuer  knowe  yet, 
That  charitee  goth  Tnaąuit. 

The  uight  whan  he  was  laide  to  ślepe 
The  high  god,  whiche  wold  him  kepe, 
Saint  Petre  and  saint  Poule  him  sende* 
By  whom  he  wolde  bis  lepre  amende, 
Thei  two  to  him  slepende  appcre 
Fro  god,  and  said  in  this  manere: 

O  Coostantin,  for  thou  hast  serued 
Pitee,  thou  hast  pitee  deseitied. 
For  thy  tliou  shalte  suche  pitee  hąue, 
That  god  through  pitee  woli  the  saue. 
Thou  shalte  soidouble  hele  fynde. 
Fyrste  for  thy  bodily  che  kynde. 
And  for  thy  wofull  soule  also» 
Thou  shalt  be  hole  of  both  two. 
And  for  thou  shalt  not  the  despeire. 
Thy  leprc  shąll  no  raore  ero{»eire. 
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Till  tboa  wilte  sende  therrlion 

Uoto  the  oMraiit  of  GdioD, 

Wbere  Syluesler  an4  bis  cleifrie 

To  gyder  dwellen  in  compahie 

For  drede  of  tiie^  whiche  many  a  daie 

Hast  ben  a  ib  to  Ghristes  iaie. 

And  hact  destroied^  to  mocheh  sbame 

The  prechouTS  of  his  holy  name. 

Bat  DOW  thou  hast  soatidele  appeased 

Tby^god,  and  with  good  dede  pleased, 

Tnatthott  tby  pitee  hast  bewared 

Upon  the  blood,  wbiche  thon  hast  spared. 

For  tby  to  thy  salnacion 

Thoo  sbali  haiie  Informaoion 

Soch  as  Silnester  sball  the  teche, 

The  nedeth  of  nonę  oŁher  iechc- 

Tbis  Eropenmr  wbicbe  ałl  this  berde,    * 
Grannt  mercy  lofde  be  answerde : 
1  wolł  do  9o  as  y e  me  saie. 
Bat  of  one  tbynge  I  wold  praie^ 
Wbat  sball  I  tell  vnto  Sykiester 
Of  youT  name^or  of  your  ester } 

And  thei  bim  tolde  wbat  thei  htgbt. 
And  foitb  with  all  oat  of  his  sigbt 
Tbei  passen  rp  in  to  the  heucn. 
And  he  awoke  out  of  bis  sweuen, 
Aod  clepetb,  and  Dite  come  anone, 
And  tolde  his  drenie:  and  thefvpon 
la  sochę  a  wise  as  he  hem  teHeth^ 
Tbe  mouut,  wbere  Syloester  dwelietb 
Tbei  baue  in  all  hastę  soogłii. 
Aad  Ibanden  he  was,  and  with  ber  brOogbt 
To  tberoperoar,  wbilcbe  to  bym  tolde 
His  swenen,  and  eHes  wbat  be  wolde^ 

And  whan  Silnester  bath  berde  tbe  kinj^y 
He  was  right  ioyfiiU  of  tbis  tbyng. 
And  bym  began  with  all  bis  witte 
To  teclien  Tponiboly  writte* 

Fint  bow  mankynde  was  foriore, 
Aad  bowe  tbe  high  god  tberfbre 
Hi#  senne  sende  hom  aboue^ 
Wbicbe  borne  was  for  mans  łoae. 

Aod  afier  of  his  owne  cboys 
He  toke  his  deatb  Ypow  tbe  croys. 

And  howe  in  grane  be  was  bekike^ 
And  bow  tbat  be  bath  belie  broker 
And  toke  hem  out,  that  were  bym  lene. 
And  for  to  make  ys  fuli  bełene* 
Tbat  be  was  yery  geds  soone, 
Aycne  the  kynde  of  mans  wonnej 
Fro  deatb  he  rosę  tbe  thiide  daie. 
And  wban  he  wolde,  as  be  well  maie 
He  sti^be  Tp  to  his  fetheir  eoen, 
With  flenbe  airicl  blond  into  tbe  besueii. 

And  right  so  in  tbe  saane  formę, 
In  llenhe  and  blond  be  sball  reformę, 
Wban  time  cometb,  tba  qnicke  aad  dede, 
At  tbilke  wofnll  daie  of  dtede, 
Wbere  enery  man  sball  take  bis  domę, 
As  well  the  maister  as  the  gronie. 

The  mighty  kynges  retenue 
Tbat  daie  maie  stande  of  no  ralue 
With  woiidly  streogtbe  to  defende. 
For  euery  mote  maie  Hian  entende 
To  stande  ypon  his  owne  ded^, 
Aad  lene  all  otber  mebs  nedies. 

Tbat  dale  maie  no  coonastle  aonile, 
The  pledonr  snd  tbe  plee  sball  fiiile, 
Tbe  sentence  of  tbat  yłke  daie 
li«ie  Bone  sppeW  sette  in  ddaie. 


There  maie  no  goMe  thfe  iodge  plie, 
That  he  ne  shall  tbe  sootb  trie« 
And  setten  euery  man  vprigbt, 
As  węil  tbe  plotte  dian  as  the  knigbt. 

The  lewde  man,  tbe  greatcierke 
Shall  stonde  Tpon  his  owne  werke,  * 
And  suche  as  he  is  fonnde  ibo. 
Sochę  shall  he  bee  for  euermo: 
There  maie  no  peine  be  released, 
There  maie  uo  ioye  ben  encreasedy 
But  endeles  as  thei  l^aoe  do^ 
He  sball  receiue  one  of  two. 

Thus  Syluestie  with  his  sawe 
The  grounde  of  all  the  newe  Ławę, 
With  great  deuocion  he  preachetb, 
Fro  point  to  point  and  plalnly  teacbeth 
Unto  this  heathen  eniperoar. 
And  saith :  the  high  creatonr 
Hath  vnderfoDgc  his  obaritee, 
Of  that  he  wronght  suche  pitee, 
Whan  he  tbe  chiłdren  bad  on  hondę. 

Thns  whan  ^is  lotde  bath  yoderśtonda 
Of  all  this  tbyKge,  howe  tbat  it  forde: 
Uoto  Syluestre  he  than  answeide 
With  all  his  hoUe  bertę,  and  seith : 
That  he  is  redy  to  the  feitb. 
And  so  the  ves8ell,  whiche  for  bloodfc 
Was  madę,  Syluestre^  tbeie  it  stoode 
With  cleane  watcr  of  the  wfeHe 
In  all  hastę  he  let  do  felle^ 
And  set  Constaotine  therinne 
All  naked  yp  to  the  cbfnne: 
And  in  the  while  it  waS  begdRne 
A  light,  as  though  it  were  a  sonae 
Fro  heauen  into  the  plaoe  codw 
Wbere  that  he  toke  bis  ohristendome: 
And  euer  amonge  the  holy  tal6s» 
Like  as  thei  weren  fissbes  soaks 
Thei  fellen  from  bym  nowe  and  eACf 
Tyli  that  there  was  notbynge  beleft« 
Of  all  this  great  maladie. 
For  he  that  Wolde  bym  pttrifie, 
The  high  god  hath. madę  bym  denOy 
So  that  there  lefte  nothyng  sćne. 

He  hath  bym  clensed  both  two, 
The  body  and  the  soule  aiao, 

Tho  kncwe  this  emperonr  in  dede, 
That  Christes  feith  was  for  to  drede; 
And  sende  anone  his  letters  out. 
And  let  do  crien  all  aboute 
Upon  peine  of  deatb,  that  no  mSan  weyiie 
That  he  baptisme  ne  receyue. 

After  his  mother  qaeene  lUćyne 
He  sende,  and  so  betwene  hćm  twe3rtie 
Tbey  treaten  that  the  citee  all 
Was  christned,  and  she  fóorth  with  all. 

This  emperour,  which  bele  hath  fotti&d, 
.Within  Romę  anone  let  founde 
Two  charches,  wbicbe  he  did  make 
For  Peter  and  for  Póułes  sake, 
Of  wborae  he  bad  a  yision, 
Attd  yafo  therto  possesston 
Of  lordeshippe,  and  of  worldes  good. 
But  howe  so  that  his  wille  was  good 
Towarde  tbe  Pope  and  bito  firaticMfle, 
Yet  hath  it  proued  otherwise 
To  see  the  worchyng  of  the  de&ti.    . 
For  in  cronike  thus  I  redę, 
Anone  as  be  htfth  madę  the  yefte 
A  yoice  was  b«rde  on  bigbe  t3ie  Me, 
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Of  whiche  all  I^me  was  adndde. 
And  saidi  this  daie  veiiim  is  shadde 
In  boly  churcheof  temporall, 
Whiche  medUsth  with  Łbe  spirituall: 
And  howe  it  stanŁ  of  .tbat  degree, 
Yet  maie  a  man  jŁbe  sootbe  aee.        O^if"^ 
Ood  maiff  ampnde  it  wbąn.h*Jii]Ue,  ^    A 
I  can  tberto  nonę  other  skille.  ^^ 

But  for  to  go  there  1  began, 
Howe  cbaritee  icaie  helpe  a  man 
To  bothe  worldes  I  baue  aaide^ 
Aud  if  tbou  haue  an  eare  laide 
My  sonne,  tbou  niight  ^ndentond^ 
If  cbaritee  be  take  en  bonde, 
l^here  foloweth  after  mocbel  grace. 
For  thy  if  tbat  tboa  wilt  purchace, 
Howe  tbat  t)iou  migbt  enaie  flee, 
Acąueint  tbe  witb  cbaritee^ 
Whiche  is  tbe  Vertae  soueraine. 

My  iather  I  shall  do  my  paine. 
For  this  ensample  wbiche  ye  tolde 
Witb  all  myn  herte  I  baue  wilbolde^ 
So  tbat  I  sbail  for  enermore  * 

Escbewe  enaie  well  the  morę. 

And  tbat  I  baue  er  this  misdo, 
Yeue  me  my  penauoe  er  I  go. 
And  ouer  that  to  raiy  matere 
Of  sbrifte,  while  ye  sitten  here 
In  priuetee  betwene  tb  tweye 
Kowe  aske,  what  tbere  is  1  prey* 

C0NFES80R. 

My  good  sonne,  and  for  thy  lorę 
I  wolle  tbe  telle,  wbat  is  morę: 
So  tbat  thou  shalte  tb«  vices  knowe. 
For  whan  tbei  bee  to  tbe  fuli  knowe, 
Thou  might  hem  wel  tbe  better  esehue. 
And  for  tbis  cause  I  tbinke  sewe 
The  formę  bbtbe  and  tbe  matere, 
As  nowe  sewende  tbou  shalte  here, 
Whiche  vice  stant  nexte  after  tbis. 

And  wban  thou  wost,  howe  tbat  it  is, 
As  tbou  shalt  here  my  deuise 
Thou  might  tby  selfe  better  ańise. 

Esplicit  I^ber  ^ecundus. 


:i 
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A  vice  forreine  fro  the  lawę, 

Wherof  that  many  a  good  f^awe 

Hatb  be  distraugbt  by  sodeine  cbanće: 

And  yet  to  kyode  no  pleasance 

It  dootbe:  but  ^here  he  mostacheueth     ^ 

His  purpose,  moete  to  kinde  he  gre«ethV  ^ 

As  be^  whiche  out  of  conscienoe 

Is  enmy  vntu  pacience. 

And  is  by  name  one  of  the  seuen,   ^ 

Whic)iirofte  hath  set  tbe  worlde  yneuea, 

Wh<Me  herte  is  eoennore  on  tire. 
To  spelB9  aflMMe^mnd  te  do  bothe. 
For  Mb  semautes  ben  ener 

i*iy~ijB'oc['TałoCł.  %etra  flue"  to  w, 
.   )CihskX  tiiynge  is  ire?  Sonne  it  is,  ]^ 
/Tr^hat  in  our  englissbe  wrath  is  hote, 
Whiche  hath  His  wordes  ay  so  hote 
Tbat  all  a  mans  pacience 
>sJ^r^  fired  of  tbe  violenoe. 

For  )fm  witb  bym  hath  euer  fiue 
/ 8wuatrt<<n:hani^>pwi  hyui  tD  lifhie 
I     Tbe  first  of  heUfcmilMiJgfy 
Is  cleped,  whicbe  in  company 
An  bouderde  tymes  in  an  boore 
Woli  as  an  angxxJ»e^ŁJoure,     ^  ti 
And  no  man  wote  tbe  cause  why;  / 

My  sonne  sbryue  tbe  nowe  for  t|ły, 

colien?   . " 

My  fathtbr  ye  by  sainct  julien; 
But  I  yntrewe  wonles  yse, 
I  małe  m^fl^  therof  exci»e* 
An^  aH  moketh  iooe  well  1  wote, 
Of  whicbe  myn  herte  is  euer  We, 
fio  that  I  brdnne  aa  dotb  a  gMe     tjS. 
For  wrath,  tbat  I  maie  noisped^^  H^ 
And  Ibus  łult  ofte  a  daie  for  nouf^bt 
(^Sau/e  otiMch&JOflBjFff  owne  thoi%{it) 
I  amk  so  Mótb  my  seluen  wroth,    ■ 
Tbat  howe  so  that  tbe  gamę  goth|  i 
With  other  men  I  am  not  glad. 
But  I  am  well  the.  morę  Tnglad. 
For.  tbat  is  other  mens.  game^    « 
It  tourneth  me  to  pure  grane* 
Thus  am  I  witb  my  sęłfo  oppnsssed 
Of  thougbU  whicbe  I  baue  iaapresaed 


\ 


wi 


Ira  suis  paribus  est  parfuriis  Acherontifc, 
Suo  furor  ad  tempus  nil  pietatis  habet, 

Jra  melancolicos  animos  perturbat,  vt  equp 
lore  sui  pondus  nulla  statera  teiiet. 

Omnibus  in  causis  grauat  irą  inter  amaptes 
Ilia  magis  facili  sorte  grauamen  agit. 

/£st  vbi  virdtscors  leuiterque  repugnat  amon, 
.      SsBpe  loco  ludi  fletus  ad  ora  veni(. 


^Th^t«łrw 
TKatlala 


metę, 

fi      And  pray  hir  of  some  good  answere. 
I  J  But  for  she  wolde  not  gładly  swere,  jj^ 
5he  saitb  me  naye  witboiiten  otbc.    /\r^ 
And  thus  waxe  I  within  wroth,  j 

Ihat  OttlWMde  1  «m  all  affhiied,       *^ 
And  so  distcrmpred,  and  so  csmaycd:*'"'^^ 
A  thousande  tymes  on  a  daie 
^.  rhere  sowneth  in  myn  earea  nayę,(|^ 


.\ 


The  whicbe  she  saide  me  tofore, 
V.  KTbus  be  my  wittes  alt  forlore, 

^  •,.    .    X     .    ,.1.      X         .  \ '  And  namely  yrhan  I  begynne 

:  Hic  m  tertio  libro  tractat  super  quioque  speciebna^^To  reken  with  my  selfo  withinne, 
ire,  ąuarum  prima  melancolia  dicitur,    cuie^  ^  Howe  many  yeres  ben  agone 
Titium  Confessor  primo  describens  amanti,  supe^  Rjth  I  haue  truely  ioued  one, 


^^ 


r 

i 


eodem  consęquenter  oppouit. 
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If  thou  the  vices  listę  to  know 
My  sonne,  it  hath  not  ben  voknow 
Fro  first  that  men  their  swerdes  groundt, 
That  there  nis  opnę  vpon  this  gromidę 


I  ||  rind  neuer  toke  of  hir  other  bede, 
Vr   And  euer  a  liche  for  to  spede     ^ 
y^\Ą[)  I  am,  tbe  morę  I  with  hir  dealo?7{^ 
So  tbat  Diy  bap,  and  all  my  beale  «  *     \ 
Me  thinketh  is  ay  tbe  lenger  the  fone^     N 
That  bringeth  ciy  gładsbip  out  of  heyre:  > 
Wherof  my  wittes  ben  cmpeired. 
And  I^  as  who  faitb,  aU  dlspein^ 


-O^u^'^'-^' 
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HiP  ponit  Conftwmr  «u 


n  via<liet 


it  realiter  eipeiti  con- 
icoliCR    Kusritate    ad 

>mine  Młchareum,  et 
fUikOi  Dooiine-CftnAccni  b&buiti  qui  com  ub  in- 
fantia  nqut:  puberUteni  inuiiwii  fiwnnt.edu- 
Mli.  CD|)ida  tandem  cum  i^tto  iaeulo  ambo- 
rum  Comiii  daMeria  ■iDorcne  penetramt,  ita 
f  f  que  nalara  Canaclt  coopennte  ■  fratra  (uo 
^      mpregnaU  pntorit,  tnper  quD  patet  intollera- 


And  I  therof  good  hcde  tukę: 

AaoDe  into  my  Gnte  ettcte 

1  louiue,  and  am  «ilh  that  alłO  mat  . 

TtBt  ener  tt-  ii  a  liche  wickci 

And  thai  m;n  hoode  tjtae  ttia-pricke 

1  bortę,  and,baiiedoiie  man;  a 

And  go  n>  fbrtb  u  I  go  niais 

FuU  ofte  (Mtyofe  od  my  Uppe, 

^BdmaŁe  mlom;  wlfa  a  irbippe:  1  Z- 

Witbwhkbe  JnmMiy  acbeleai^baattt 

Hy  mfaM  herte  i*  »  to  beata, 

Thit  all  my  witlea  ben  rrHofte, 

And  1  am  wrothe,  I 


.,fe 


w' 


^bilen 


enlutii 


ancolia 


Thirk  was  a  kynge,  whieh*  EoIds 
Wu  bote:  and  it  beMI  hTm  tboł, 
That  he  two  children  had  byre 
The  •onnecleped  waa  Machairre, 
The  doughter  eke  Canice  hight, 
Bf  daie  boChe  and  eke  by  aight. 

■  -i  Iw  yongr  of  eommoa  wonne 
Ulei  tu  jether  wonne,    /^O 
tbei  łfauldi^  pl«id  hem  ofta 
Till  tbei  be  groiien  vp  alofte 
'    the  yangthe  of  lustie  age, 
Whan  kyndf  auailplh  the  caarai^ 
Wilh  loue,  and  dolh  him  for  to  bowb 


While  (h 


Tluthe 
Buttat 


itOA  Ihe  lawianf  natiiFf.   ' 


rur  *bom  that  looc  hath  vDdcT  cok, 
A<  be  ii  blynde  kym  lelfe,  rijht  lo 
He  DiakRtb  hi*  dieiit  Ufnde  ■' 
In  (uche  maner,  ii  I  yoa  tdl: 
Al  thei  alLAiie  to  gethflr  dwell, 
Thii  brother  mi^ht  it  not  aiterte, 
That  he  witb  all  hia  hi^  herle 
Hia  Inoe  »pon  hia  aiiter  cant, 

That  thia  Machayre  wilti  Canace, 
Whan  they  Wera  ia  a  preiiy  place, 
Cupide  bad  hem  drłle  to  ki 
Aod  after  ahe,       '  ' 


"MIII  lu  lo  lorę, -^^ 

ht  hem  lo,  that  oosatnon!^ .  .  _  \ 
hem  in  anche  a  wiae  daaktrf,  '  y 
were  ai  who  aaith,  fnehaunTtJ,.       ^ 

eblyn' '     ' 

(^  .  ,  .     i    ""-  ^."  'hei  bl 

.    _, ._     ..  —/^     liy' ^  IRight  w  thei  hi 

Bot  fttber,  inwe  ye  litten  berę  I  yJ  _  v'^.  (^  'Bot  aa  a birde^; 


.  iliould  be  di 
'Dto  hir  (athen  eare. 
Wfaerof  the  loone  bad  al™  feare, 
Aiid  feigneth  cauie  for  to  rirte. 
Por  lurtgs  d^rat  he  not  ahide. 


That  be  bii  aiitcr  batłi  brieioe: 
For  ^et  ihe  b*d  itnot  bakooire,  „ 

WhuK  wuthechildeitthilkcttarowa.    70^ 
MBchayrc  goth,  Caaaca  abit. 
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But  now  thił  thrns  ■■>■« 


?  i^f  n-i>0'le  aiid  uroili" 
...  «hitdoug1iters  chamlite  he  p>tJ;c, 
Aiid  iIt~Uie.f|lilde_WM'łaTe  bure, 
j       Wberof  i)e  lialh  hi»  othł  ««ore.  _  ■T.Z'- 
I       ThBltheif^liallf..n.,.r.-8l.iP.     "^ 
I  .And  ihe  MgMse  m«r<7  lo  crte 
^    ,    ITpon  hir  b>re  kneei,  ■ml  pnide, 
1^    .     And  to  hir  fcthcr  thiu  ihc  uide  : 
li  Haac  mercy  fathcr.  ttaynki  I  an 

'        Thy  chitde,  and  of  thy  bloud  I  cam. 
Tbat  I  miidede,  youtb  iC  nudę, 

tAnd  ID  tbe  flouddei  bad  nc  «adc. 
Wbere  thnt  I  »e«  no  peiiU 
But  nonę  itih^befallH 
Matcymyft 


Bnt  hii  borrible  cmellce, 
Tbat  Diight  altemptr  bo  pitaCi 
Chit  of  hir  chambre  fortb  he  wanta 
Ali  rall  of  wralh  la  hii  rntenlf , 
And  toke  tbe  counsailc  in  bń  hntp, 
Tbat  łbe  iball  not  tb«  daatb  aMert 


,^0 


Wberof  be 

And  m  thił  wjlde  woode 
^^ban  all  bn 

Ą.fcnithtbeclei  

And  toke  hym.  ai  by  way  of  toóde 
A  nakcd  nrerde,  to  biiarc  m  hondę. 
And  laide  bym,  tbat  ba  (bulde  go. 
And  tell  rnto  bi>  dooghtet  ao,         S'' 
In  the  miDer  ■>  be  bym  bade, 
Ho*e  ihe  tbat  ihnpe  łwerdei  bbde 
lUceiue  shalde,  and  da  •ithall, 
&>  tbat  iłie  «ot*  whMe  U  ihe  ibaU. 

Fortb  m  BKiMage  goth  thił  knigEF 
Unto  thii  woflill  yoDge  wight 
Huł  shariw  iwarde  to  bir  he  toke, 
yibent  tbat  all  hir  bodic  quoke. 
For  Weil  ihe  *itt  wbat  it  ment, 
Aod  tbat  it  woi  to  thilke  enlent, 
Tbat  ibe  bir  Kluen  ^balde  ilea, 
And  to  the  knigbt  ube  Hide  yea, 
Nowe  tbat  I  wote  my  faCben  wil 
Tbat  I  ihall  in  thit  wUe  (pili : 
1  «ill  obeie  me  therto. 
Aod  M  be  wdl,  it  ahall  be  do, 


^ 


fHO 


i- 


lU  my  hele,  aod  myiiakenaa,  Z%i^'''^\ 
u  my  wantaape,  and  my  tnirta,  ' 

41  my  diiene,  and  all  m 
tboa  my  ireile,  O  tbon  my  wo, 
thoa  my  frende,  O  tboo  my  foi 
O  thou  my  lonCf  O  thoa  my  b^l«, 
^  the  mote  I  be  deade  al]^, 
Thilke  ende  mai*  1  tkA  ałWrte, 


bonde  my  . 
^fte  my  merda  kepe, 
irme.  tbere  lieth  to  wepe 
Thy  chylde  and  rayn,  whirłia  Mbfaeth  fa«t. 
Noire  am  I  copie  toIo  ny  latt. 
F*Te  n'eU :  for  I  ihall  aoone  die, 
And  thinke  bowe  I  Ifay  loae  abie.  ——, 

Thepomell  of  tbesimde  tafiawiA       ». 
She  I 


5"' 


'91'K 


1 


Ttarough  out  hir  b«Mc  anwe  iha 

And  forth  with  all  pale  md  fad* 

Sbe  fell  domie  dead  fro  tber  ihe 

Tbe  cbilde  laie  bałbeade  in  bir  h 

Out  rolled  fr«M  *■  motfeer  bani 

And  for  the  bloud  ■••  bole  and  i 

He  baaketh  bym  aboat  Iberin 

Tber  «■■  no  boota  Ibi  to  wynMt 

For  whicfae  he  caa  no  pitea  knnwe. 

The  kynge  cam  m  tbe  ««•  thruwe.  I 

\    And  lawe  bowe  tbat  Ma  dmghtar  diod.        ^ff 
i   And  bowe  tbii  baby  alt  htodie  cri«d:      ^**f 
»    But  all  tbat  tnubt  bym  net  (attae 
H  That  he  ne  bad  to  dt>  luiee 

X7pon  the  cbilde,  and  beare  hym  out, 

And  Kcbe  in  tbe  fomt  aboule 


Sfl  Itiril  iiiiiir+r— tr~~" 


For  tliy  my  mnne,  liDwo  tółt^tonde, 

Shiit  ■teiii«,"»n'<  Utm  ht  «o  tbaur^fyf       ^ 
Tlot  thag-mithf  PmJe  it  at  thy  ^iOeJ]  ■  ,. 
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Tbe  mliluar  ought  t 

To  hym  that  Diale  b 

Whan  he  inotc  tu  natura  t^ye-  > 

For  it  b  uide  Ihiu  oDerall, 

That  ned«  mote,  tbU  nedn  tholL 

Or  that  ■  Uie  doth  aftar  kiortr, 

Tber  Biaie  no  mau  migbt  withclriH 
And  "bo  lh«t  worcheth  there  syCii 
fuli  ofte  tyine  it  hath  be  seync^- 
Thgre  hłUi  befall  great  yengcaiio^ 
WbenjTI  DUM  U  Ri 


i^' 


dniM  łcrpentn  inucnit  pu-iter  commlibenleł, 
qD<N  cum  >irg>  percuuit,  Iroti  dii  ob  hoe,  ąuod 
iMtDram  impediuit,  ipsum  contra  oatunin  a 
fotma  virili  in  mnliebrem  tranUDUtarunt. 

OciDB  after  the  tyme  tbo 

ToUe  »D  CDiun|)le,  and  laide  n: 

Bdwc  that  vhilaiii  Tireiiai, 

Al  be  iralkeiul  gotb  par  cas 

Upon  aa  higb  nioiiatatBe,  ba  ii  Rb 

Two  (erpcDlei  im  hii  weye  oigha: 

Aad  tbei  co,  »  Datim  barn  tao{tht 

Anemblcd  wcre,  and  b«  tk«  aoogbt 

k  TCide,  whicbe  b«  bani  □■  bonde.    j. 

lad  tboDght,  that  be  ooMa  tboda  X/^ 

To  lette  beiD,  aod  mote  Itea  bolb^ 

Wbemf  tbe  pidł  «eren  wrotba. 

And  for  be  hath  dcttourted  Unde, 

And  wai  *a  to  natura  *»kiiHie, 

linkindelkhe  be  mi  trearf^oed, 

Id  to 
That 
Bot* 

Hii  Bi^cT  angeilkbe  Iw  bonghl. 

coHFiMon. 
La  tbui  my  lon  Oaida  bath  wiHuijffj 
WhtTOftboD  might  1^  leuon  wiU,  /   l 

Se  ■ifjbt  it  BfliiT  bf"^' 

JTmaB  to  wT«tben  bym  to  aora,     \  J^ 

onh«r»iióIEer  im  ""  t»'«~      Akl^^ 


lat  be,  whiebc  «nt  a  msd  aai  format 
to  a  woman  ni  forabape:  7 

■at  wai  ta  bym  an  aogry  >>l>c-  / 

It  fi>r  that  ba  witfa  anger  *rmł(bt,  ■' 


r??/ 


Tet  after    " 

To  loae,  wberc  b«  >oU  o 

Thioke  Ihoa  my  łonae  tbei 

And  do  melancolifl  anye. 

forlonebath  eaer  hii  luta  to  plaja 

Al  be  whicbe  wuld  bu  lifi  gr— .        , 

AMJUlł. 


^ 


iguiE  frena  rejoluens, 
nt  vblHUeviiu. 
Rliaruin  nulrix  qua9  educat  iila  loqiiace«, 
Ho»  Venus  a  liiltic  liiiquit  haberc  v»i!Oi. 
Sed  palitntrr  ngcris  iiciturno  i)ui  Cflptore, 
Yincit  et  optati  coipit  amorii  iter. 


aliler,  in  quem  pkiribui  lepiisime  eiorta  e 
Or  wrath  tbe  wcood  ii  cheit, 
Whicbe  hath  tbe  wynd^  of  terapatt 
To  kepe,  and  mauy  «  łodainc  (riatt 
He  bloHcth,  wfaerof  ben  agaat        <->3^ 
Thel,  tbatdeiiren  pet  and  nate:   ■r'^ 
He  i)  that  ilke  yn^oodlycat*, 
Wbicbe  many  a  luitia  louc  hath  tiryimc^ 
Fot  be  beareth  euer  hii  moatfa  mpinitad: 
So  that  bil  lippoa  bea  nnlok^ 
And  hii  counge  ii  all  to  btoke, 
That  euery  tby^,  wbicbe  be  ctntell, 
It  ipringeth  Tp  ai  doth  ■  «elle, 
Wbicbe  maie  no  man  of  bił  itKnei  faid^ 
But  reueth  o«t  on  euery  alda: 
So  boylen  Tp  tbe  fbale  am^ 
That  cheate  wota  of  bli  Mawsi, 
For  ai  a  liuckepeth  Ale, 
Right  lO  can  cheita  hqae  a  tale. 
Ali  that  be  Tota,  be  iiro||  diiclaae, 
And  ipeke  er  an;  mon  oppoie. 

Ar  a  citee  witbout  oalte, 
Where  men  maie  gon  out  oaenUe, 
WitfaauleD  uiy  miatence: 
So  Kith  bil  crokod  dDquenea 
He  apekelh  all,  tbat  be  wote  with  yane, 
Wharofnien  Icamopothan  iryiHic, 
For  ofien  tynie  of  bii  chidynge, 
He  bringeth  to  bom  lucbc  tidyiit{V, 
1'hat  oiaketh  warre  at  beddea  bewle: 
He  is  tbe  leuein  ot  Ibe  bnmde, 
Whicbe  ioureth  all  tbe  pa it  nbool: 
Men  jought  arU  neb  one  ta  doutc 
For  euer  hl»  bom-e  U  rudy  beat. 
And  wbom  be  bit,  I  tell  bym  ibeal. 
Ifbe  maie  perce  hyni  witta  kia  t«nge, 

Tbat  of  tbe  noyae,  and  of  tbe  lOUD* 
Men  fearen  bym  in  all  tbe  towaa 
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Weil  morę  tban  thei  dooe  of  thonder. 

For  tbat  is  cause  of  morę  wotider. 

For  with  tbe  windes,  whicbe  be  blowetb. 

Fuli  ofte  sitb  be  onertbibweth 

Tbe  Citees,  and  tbe  poKcie. 

Tbat  I  haae  berde  the  pcople  crie 

And  ccbooe  saide  in  bis  d<«gree: 

Ha  wicke  longc  wo  thuu  bee. 
For  men  sarn,  tbat  tbe  harde  boite, 
Ali  thougb  bym  selfe  bsue  nonę, 
A  ton^  breaketb  it  ałl  to  pieces, 
He  batb  so  many  sondry  spices 
Of  vice,  tbat  I  matę  not  wele 
Descrioe  hem  by  a  thoiwand  dele. 

But  whan  tbat  be  to  clwste  falletb. 
Fuli  many  a  wondertbynp  befałłetb. 
For  be  ne  can  no  tbynge  forbere. 

Nowe  tell  my  eonne  thyn  angwere, 
Tf  it  haue  euer  so  betide, 
Tbat  tboo  at  any  tyme  haat  rbidde 
Toward  tby  loue?     Fader  ntiie, 
Socbe  ebeste  yet  Tn(o  tbis  daie 
Ne  madę  I  neuer,  ^od  forbede. 
For  er  I  nmge  suche  a  crede 
I  bad  łeuer  to  be  lewed. 
For  tbaa  were  I  alt  beshrewerf, 
And  wortby  to  be  put  a  backe, 
Witb  ałl  tbe  sorowe  vpon  my  backe,. 
Tbat  any  man  ordeioe  couthe. 
But  r  spake  neuer  yet  by  mouthe 
Tbat  vnto  chest  might  toucbe, 
And  tbat  tdurst  right  wcl  ▼ouche 
Upon  bir  selfe,  as  for  witnes. 
For  I  wote  of  hir  gentilnes, 
Tbat  sbe  me  wold  weU  excute, 
Tbat  I  no  sucbe  tbynget  V8«. 
And  if  it  sbulde  so-betyde, 
Tbat  I  algates  must  cbjrde, 
Ht  migbt  aotbe  to  my  looe. 
For  80  yet  neuer  was  I  abone. 
For  ałl  tbis  wydc  worłde  to  wynne, 
Tbat  I  durst  any  worde  beeynnc^: 
By  wbiche  sbe  migbt  baiie  be  amoued> 
And  I  of  ebeste  also  reproiied. 
But  rather  if  it  migbt  hir  like, 
Tbe  beste  wordes  wołde  I  pikę, 
Whicbe  I  coutbe  in  myn  bert  chese. 
And  serue  bem  foKh  in  stede  of  cliese. 
Fbr  tbat  is  belpelicbe  to  defie: 
And  I  wolde  so  my  wordes  plie, 
Tbat  migbten  wr»tb  and  ebeste  auaJe, 
With  tellyng  of  my  solte  tale^ 
ThiM  dare  I  make  a  fonrard, 
Tbat  neuer  vnto  my  lady  ward 
Yet  spake  I  worde  in  sucha  a  wise, 
Wberof  tbat  cbest  sbntde  arise. 
Tbus  saie  i  not,  tbat  I  fuli  ofte      - 
Ne  baue,  wbaa  I  spake  moste  softe, 
Farcas  saied  morę  tban  enoagb. 
Bot  so  well  halt  no  ma^n  the  plough^ 
Tbat  be  ne  baiketb  otber  while, 
Ne  so  well  can  no  man  alBle 
His  tonge,  tbat  somtyme  in  iape 
Hym  maie  some  light  worde  onerscapa. 
And  yet  ne  meneth  be  no  ebeste. 

But  tbat  I  haue  ayene  hir  best 
Ftdl  ofte  spoke,  I  am  bcknowe. 
And  bowe,  my  wille  is  tbat  you  knowe. 
For  whan  my  time  cometb  about, 
Tbat  I  dare  speke,  and  saie  ałl  out 


My  longe  loae,  of  whietae  sbe  wot, 

Tbat  euer  in  one  aliche  hot 

Me  greueth:  tban  all  my  disease 

[  tell:  andtbougb  it  hir  displease 

I  speke  it  fortb,  and  nought  ne  leue: 

And  thougb  it  be  beside  bir  leue, 

I  bope  and  trowe  netheles, 

Tbat  I  do  not  ayene  tbe  pen. 

For  thougb  !  tell  hir  all  my  thongbt, 

Sbe  wot  well)  tbat  I  chide  nougb4. 

Men  maie  the  higbe  god  be»eche. 
And  be  woli  horę  a  mana  ftpeche, 
And  be  not  wrotb  of  tbat  he  seitb: 
So  yeueth  it  me  tbe  morę  feitb, 
And  maketb  me  hardie  sotb  to  seie,! 
That  I  dare  well  tbe  better  preie 
My  łady,  wbiche  a  woman  is. 
For  tbough  I  tell  bir  tbat  er  is 
Of  loue,  whicbe  i6e  greueth  sore, 
Hir  ought  not  to  be  wrotb  the  morę. 
For  I  without  noise  or  crie 
My  plaint  make  all  boxomly. 
To  putteo  all  wrath  awaie. 
Tbus  dar  I  say  vntothis  daie 
Of  ebeste,  in  ernest  or  in  gamę 
My  lady  shall  me  nothynge  blame. 
Bot  ofte  tyme  it  batb  betid, 
That  with  my  seluen  I  haue  chid, 
Hiat  no  man  couth  better  chide 
And  that  batb  ben  at  euery  tide, 
Wban  I  cam  to  my  sełue  alone. 
For  tban  I  madę  a  preuy  monę. 
And  euery  tale  by  and  by, 
Whicbe  as  I  spake  to  ny  lady,    • 
I  thinice  and  pelse  in  my  bnlance. 
And  drawe  in  to  my  remembrancew 
And  than,  if  that  I  fynde  a  laeke 
Of  any  worde,  that  I  mispake, 
Whicbe  was  to  muchę  la  any  wiser 
A  nonę  my  wittes  I  despise^ 
And  make  a  cbidyng  in  myn  bertę, 
That  any  worde  lie  sfauld  asterte, 
Whicbe  as  1  sbuld  haue  hotden  ynne. 
And  so  fortb  after  I  begynn^. 
And  loke  if  tbere  was  elles  oagbt 
To  speke,  alid  ł  ne  spake  it  nought 
And  than  if  I  maie  secbeand  fynde, 
Tbat  any  wurde  be  lefte  behyndc, 
Whicbe  as  I  sbulde  morę  haue  s|iok«> 
I  wolde  vpon  my  selfe  be  wroke,  . 
And  chide  with  my  selfen  so> 
That  all  my  wit  is  oiicrgo. 

For  no  man.  maie  bis  time  lorę 
Recouer:  and  tbus  I  am  therfore 
So  ouer  wrotb  in  all  my  thougbt, 
That  I  my  selfe  chide  aH  to  nought, 
Tbat  for  to  mucbc,  or  for  to  ly  te 
Fuli  ofte  1  am  my  selfe  to  wyte. 
Bot  all  that  maie  me  not  auaile, 
With  ebeste  thougb  I  me  trauaile. 
But  oule  on  stoke,  and  stoke  on  oule, 
Tbe.more  that  a  man  defoule, 
Men  wote  well  wbiehe  batb  the  werse. 
And  so  to  me  nis  wortlt  a  kerse, 
But  tometh  vnto  myn  owne  lieade, 
Tbough  I  tell,  tbat  I  were  deade, 
Woldie  euer  chide  in  sucb  a  wise 
Of  loue,  as  I  to  you  deuise. 
•  But  father  nowe  ye  haue  all  berde, 
Id  tbis  maner  bowe  1  haue  ferdę 
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Of  cheste,  aod  of  dissendon^ 
Yeoe  me  your  absolocion. 

conrEUoH. 

My  soDoe  if  tbat  thon  wistest  alt, 
-'What  cheste  doth  in  speciall 
To  looe,  and  to  hn  welwillyDg, 
Tboa  woldćst  fleen  his  knowlegeyng. 
For  who  that  moste  can  speke  foyre, 
Aod  lerne  to  be  debónayre, 
Is  most  accordende  Tnto  loue, 
Payre  speche  hatb  ofte  broaght  aboua 
Fali  maay  a  man,  as  it  is  knowe, 
Wbiche  elles  shald  hane  ben  right  Iowę. 
And  feil«d  mochell  of  his  mWe, 
Por  tby  hoide  thy  tonge  still. 
And  lete  tby  witte  tby  wille  reste, 
So  that  tboa  fali  not  in  cheste, 
Wbicbe  is  the  soars  of  great  distancc^ 
And  take  into  remembrance, 
If  tbon  migbt  gete  Pacience, 
Wbicbe  is  Łbe  ieche  of  all  offence, 
As  tellen  vs  the  olde  wise. 

Pacientia  est  vindicta  ómnium  iniuriaram. 

For  wban  nought  elles  maie  sufficci 
By  strengtbe,  ae  by  mans  wit, 
Thaa  Pacience  it  óaer  sit, 
.And  ooer  coraeth  at  laste. 

But  be  maie  neuer  longe  laste, 
Wbicbe  woU  not  bowe  er  tbat  be  breake. 
Take  bede  aonne  of  tbat  I  speke. 

AMAHfl. 

My  fiider  of  your  goodly  speche. 
And  of  the  witte,  wbicbe  ye  me  teche, 
I  tiMuike  you  witb  all  myn  herte. 
Pot  that  wordc  shall  me  neuer  asterte, 
Tbat  I  ne  sball  your  wordes  bolde 
Of  Pacience^  as  ye  me  tolde. 
Ais  ferforth  as  myn  bertc  thinkcth. 
And  of  my  wrath  it^me  foithinketh. 

Bnt  father  if  ye  foith  with  all 
Some  good  ensample^  in  speciall 
Me  woldeo  teche  of  some  Cronike: 
It  shulde  well  myn  hert  like 
Of  Pacience  for  to  here: 
So  that  I  migbt  in  my  matere 
The  roore  vnto  my  loue  obeif>. 
And  putten  my  disease  aweie. 

Hic  ponit  Gonfessor  £xenplum  de  pacientia  in 
amore  contra  lites  habenda,  Et  nąrrat  qualiter 
Vxor  Socratis,  ipsnm  quodam  die  multis  fcr- 
monibns  liti^iuit,  Sed  cum  ipse  absque  vlla  re- 
sponsione  omnia  probra  pacienter  sustulit,  in- 
dignata  Vxor  qoandam  ydriam  plenam  aque, 
qttain  in  manu  tenebat,  saper  caput  Tiri  sni  su- 
bitoelfadit,  dicens:  Euigila  et  loqnere,  qai  re- 
q>onden8  tunc  ait:  O  vere  iam  scio,  et  espertus 
snm,  quod  post  yentonim  rablem  seqttuntur 
imbres.  £t  isto  modo  litis  contumeliam  sua 
pacientia  deotdt. 

CONFE890R. 

Mt  sonne  a  man  to  bie  bym  pes 
BehomAb  safier,  as  Socratis 


Ensample  left,  wbicbe  is  wrltte^ 

And  for  thou  sbalt  the  sootb  witttf. 

Of  this  ensample,  what  I  mene, 

All  tboagb  it  be  nowe  littell  sena 

Amonge  the  men  thilke  euidence: 

Yet  be  was  vpon  pacience 

So  set,  tbat  be  hym  selfe  aasaie 

In  thynge,  which  migbt  bim  most  mispale 

Desyreth,  and  a  wicked  wife 

He  wcddetb,  whiche  In  sorow  and  strilb 

Ageinst  bis  ease  was  contrayre: 

Bat  he  spake  euer  softe  and  fayre, 

Till  it  befell,  as  it  is  tolde. 

In  wynter>  wban  the  daie  is  colde, 

This  wife  was  frotbe  wełl  come, 

Where  tbat  a  pot  witb  water  nome 

She  hatb,  and  broaght  it  in  to  house, 

And  sawe  bowe  tbat  bir  sele  spouse 

Was  set,  and  loked  on  a  boke 

Nig)i  to  the  fyre,-  as  he  whiche  toke 

His  ease,  as  for  a  man  of  age. 

And  sbe  began  th6  wood  ragę. 

And  askcth  bym,  wbat  diael  hethou^h^ 

And  bare  on  hond,  that  liym  ne  rought 

What  labour  that  she  toke  on  hondę, 

And  saitb,  that  suche  atf  husbonda 

Was  to  a  wife  not  worth  a  stre. 

He  said  nother  na)*e  ne  ye, 
Bot  helde  hym  stille,  and  lete  bir  chide. 
And  she,  whiche  maie  bir  selfe  not  hide, 
Began  witbin  for  to  swelle, 
Atid  that  tfhe  bronght  in  fro  the  wdl» 
Tbe  watc-r  pot  sbe  bent  a  lofte. 
And  badde  bym  speke,  and  he  all  aofte 
Sat  stiile,  and  nought  a  word  answerda. 
And  she  was  wroth,  that  be  so  ferde. 
And  asketh  hym,  if  he  be  deade^ 
Aod  all  the  water  on  his  heade 
She  poured  out,  and  bad  hym  a  wake. 
But  he,  whiche  woli  not  forsake 
His  pacience,  than  spake. 
And  saide,  bowe  that  he  fond  no  laka 
In  no  thyng,  whiche  sbe  bad  do.^ 
For  it  wa?  wynter  tyme  tho» 
And  wynter»  as  by  wey  of  kinde, 
Whiche  stormie  is,  as  men  it  finde. 
Fint  maketh  the  wiodes  for  to  blowe. 
And  after  tbat  within  a  throwe, 
He  reineth,  and  the  water  gates 
Undoth,  and  thus  my  wife  algates, 
Wbicbe  is  with  i^eason  well  beseyn, 
Hath  madę  me  botbe  wynde  and  reyo 
After  the  season  of  the  yero. 

And  than  he  set  hym  ner  the  fire. 
And  as  be  migbt  his  clothes  dried, 
That  he  nomore  o  wonie  ne  seyd, 
Wherof  he  gat  hym  somdele  rest. 
For  that  hym  thought  was  for  the  best« 

AlUAKS. 

I  not  of  thilke  ensample  yit 
Accordeth  with  a  roans  wit 
To  sttffsr,  as  Socrates  dede. 
And  if  it  fal  in  any  stede 
A  man  to  lese  so.  his.  galie, 
Hym  ought  amonge  the  womeo  alle 
In  Loues  conrt,  by  Judgement 
The  name  beare  of  pacieiit. 
To  yene  ensample  to  the  good 
Of  pacience  bowe  that  it  stode. 


That  other  men  it  migbt  knbwp. 

coKntaoR. 

And  sonne  if  thou  at  any  tbrowe 
Be  tempted  ayenst  pacience, 
Take  hede  vpon  this  euidence, 
tt  shall  par  case  tbe  lessegreue. 

A  MAK  5. 

• 

My  fkder  80  as  I  belaue 
Qf  that  sball  be  no  maner  nede. 
Vor  I  woli  take  so  good  hede, 
Tbat  er  I  fidl  in  lucbe  aAaie, 
I  thinke  eschewe,  if  tb«tt  I  maie.. 

Bat  if  there  be  ougbt  elles  uore^ 
Wberof  I  migbt  take  lorę, 
1  praie  you,  so  as  I  dare> 
Nowe  tclletb,  tbat  I  maie  beware 
Some  other  tale  of  this  mattere. 

C0NFES80R. 

Sonne  it  ia  ener  good  to  lere, 
Wberof  thou  might  thy  wofd  rescreine 
£r  that  thou  falte  in  any  peine. 

Fpr  who  that  can  no  eounaeil  bidę, 
He  maie  not  iaile  of  wo  beside, 
Wbiche  sball  befalle,  er  be  it  wilte^ 
As  I  finde  in  tbe  bokes  writte« 


Hic  pouit  Confessor  eicemplnm,  qnod  de  atterins 
lite  intrómittere  caaendum  est.  £t  narrat  qua- 
liter  Jupiter  cum  JunónesNper  quadam  qaestioae 
litigabant,  ^idelicet  vtmm  Tir  an  malier  in  amo- 
ris  concnpiscentia  feruentios  ardebat:  super 
£110  Tiresiam  corum  Jodioero  constitnebant.  £t 
quia  ille  contra  Jononem  in  dictae  litis  causa 
aententiam  diffiaiuit,  irata  ipsum  de  aroborum 
oculonim  Inmine  claritatis  absqae  renriisione 
priuaoit, 

CONFESSOB. 

Ybt  cam  tbere  nener  good  of  strife, 
To  seche  in  all  a  mans  life, 
Tbough  it  begyn  on  pure  gamę 
Fuli  ofte  it  tometh  in  to  grame. 
And  dotb  greuance  on  som  side, 
Wherof  tbe  great  clerke  Ouide, 
After  tbe  ławę,  wbtcbe  was  tho, 
Of  Jupiter  and  of  Juno 
Maketh  in  bis  boke  mencion, 
liowe  tbei  felle  at  dissencion, 
In  maner  as  it  were  a  borde, 
As  tbei  began  for  to  worde : 
Amonge  hem  selfe  in  priuetee:' 
And  tbat  was  vpon  this  degree, 

Wbiche  of  tbe  two  raore  amorons  is, 
Or  man  or  wife,  And  Tpon  this 
Tbei  might  not  acorde  in  one, 
And  toke  a  Juge  tbtirrpon, 
Wbiche  cleped  is  Tyresias, 
And  bad  hym  demen  in  this  cas. 

And  be  without  auisement 
Ayene  Juno  gafe  iugement. 

This  goddes,  vpon  his  answere 
Was  wrothe,  and  wotde  not  forbere. 
But  toke  aweye  for  euermo 
The  light  from  both  his  eyen  two. 

Whan  Jupiter  this  bart  faatb  sene, 
Another  benefite  tbere  ayene 
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He  yafe,  and  suche  a  grace  liym  dootb, 

That  for  be  wiste  be  saide  sootb^ 

A  sootb  eayer  be  was  for  euer.  • 

But  yet  that  other  were  Tener 
Haue  bad  tbe  lokyng  of  his  eie 
Than  of  bis  #orde  tbe  prophecie. 

Bat  howe  so  that  tbe  sootb  went, 
Strife  was  tbe  canse,  of  tbat  be  bent 
So  great  a  peine  bodily. 

My  sonne  be  thou  ware  there  by^, 
And  bolde  thy  tonge  stille  close. 
For  who  that  batb  his  wnrde  disclose 
Er  that  be  witte  wbat  be  mene, 
He  i»  fiiU  ofte  nighe  bis  tene. 
And  lesetb  fuli  many  tyme  grace, 
Wher  that  be  wold  his  thanke  purcbacci. 

And  ouer  this  my  sonne  derę, 
Of  other  men  if  thou  migbt  here 
Inpriuitee,  wbat  tbei  haue  wrougbt: 
Uold  counseil,  and  discouer  it  nougbt. 
Por  cheste  can  no  counseile  bele, 
Or  be  it  wo  or  be  it  wele. 
And  take  a  tale  into  thy  minde, 
The  wbiche  of  olde  ensample  I  finde. 

Hic  ponit  Confessor  Exemplum  contra  iIUm,  ^jui 
in  amoris  c^nsa  alterins  consiliom  reoefare  pre- 
sumnnt.  Et  narrat,  qualiter  qae(hrm  anitf  tcmc 
albissima  nomine  Ćorans,  coMithnti  domiiie  sno 
Coronis  Phebo  deuHdmit:  rnde  contigft  non 
solum  ipsam  Coronidem  interfeci,  sed  et  Co- 
ruum,  qiii  antea  ta»qaam  nit  albus  ftiit,  in  pi- 
ceum  eolorem  pri>  perpetoo  traasrnntari. 

Phebus,  whiche  maketh  the  daies  light, 
A  luue  be  had,  wbiche  tbo  hight 
Coronis,  whom  abonen  all  . 

He  plesetb.    But  wbat  shall  be&Ue 
Of  loue,  there  is  no  man  knoweth, 
But  as  fortunę  hir  happes  tbroweth.^^ 
So  łt  befell  vpon  a  chance,  *^ 

A  yong  knight  toke  hir  acąoeintance. 
And  had  of  hir  all  that  be  wolde. 
But  a  faU  byrd,  wbiche  she  hath  bolde 
And  kept  in  chambre  .of  pnre  youthe, 
Discouereth  all  that  euer  be  couthe, 

Tbe  byrdes  name  was  as  tho 
Coruus,  the  wbiche  was  than  aiso 
Weil  niore  wbite  than  any  swan: 
And  be  the  sbrewe  all  that  be  can 
Of  his  lady  to  Phebus  saide. 

And  be  for  wrath  his  swetd  out  braide^ 
With  wbiche  Coronide  anone  he  slouglk 
But  after,  hym  was  wo  enough, 
>nd  toke  fuU  great  repentance, 
Wherof  in  token  and  remembraace 
Of  hem,  wbiche  vsen  wicke  specbe, 
Upon  this  byrde  be  toke  bis  wreche, 
Thift  there  he  was  snowe  wbite  tx)fore^ 
Euer  afterwarde  cole  blake  tberfore 
He  was  transfonned,  as  it  sheweth. 
And  many  a  man  yet  hym  beshrewetb» 
And  depen  hym  ia  to  thisdaie 
A  Rauen,  by  whom  yet  men  maie 
Take  euidence,  whan  he  crietb, 
That  some  raishap  it  8ig^6eth. 
Be  ware  tberfore,  and  saye  the  bestj 
If  thou  wolt  be  thy  selfe  in  rest. 
My  good  sonne,  as  I  the  r«dew 
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Hic  1oqiiitiir  super  eodem,  Et  murret  <|ualiter  Lara 
Kimpha  eo  ąuod  Japater  Jutnnuiiii  adalteraoity 
Jononi  Jouis  vxoń  feeretum  renelauit.  £ua 
propter  Jupiter  iim  coaunotiiś  lingua  Lam  prias 
abscisa,  ipsam  pottea  id  piofuadoai  Aekerontis 
eniem  pro  perpetao  aMiicipąait. 

Ło  in  anottier  płice  I  redę 
Of  thilke  Nymplie,  wł^fch  Laura  bight 
For  she  the  priuetee  by  lught 
(How  Japiter  lale  by  Jutarne) 
Hat&  told :  god  modę  hLr  ouerioriM. 

Hir  tonge  he  cut,  and  hi  to  hełU 
For  eoer  he  seat  bir  lor  to  dwęlle : 
As  sbe  that  was  not  worthie  here 
Ijo  ben  of  lone  a  chaipbrere; 
Por  she  no  counsaile  coutb  bele. 

And  suche  a  daies  be  nowe  fele 
In  loiies  coorte,  as  it  is  saide, 
Tbat  lette  ber  tonges  gone  mteide; 
/  My  sonne  be  thou  nonę  <tf  tbo. 
To  iangle,  and  telle  tales  so. 
And  namely  tbat  thoa  ne  cbide. 
For  ebeste  can  no  counsaile  bidę. 
^^or  wntbe  saide  neuer  welę. 

My  fiither  sootbe  is  enery  dele, 
Tbat  ye  me  teefac :  and  I  voU  bolde 
The  rak,  wbicbe  I  am  bolde 
To  flee  die  ebeste,  as  ye  me  bidde. 
For  well  is  bym,  tbat  neuer  cbidde. 

^^09%  telle  me  forŁb  if  tbere  be  morę 
As  toocbeode  vnto  wratbes  lora. 

Daemonis  est  odium,  ^nasi  scriba  cni  dabit  ira 
Materiam  scripti  eordis  ad  antra  sut. 

Non  lazabit  amor,  odg  qaem  frena  restringiuit, 
Nec  secpeta  sai  ioris  adire  sciuit 

}fie  tractat  Confessor  de  tertia  specie  iras,  qn« 
odium  dicitnr :  coius  natara  omnes  irc  iuimtti- 
tias  ad  mectem  redneens  itlas  Tsąue  ad  tempus 
rindictsB,  Telut  seriba  demoois  in  cordis  papyro 
commemorandas  inserit. 

Or  Yiathe  yet  tbere  is  an  otber, 
Wbicbe  is  to  ebeste  his  owne  brotber, 
And  is  by  name  deped  bate, 
That  suffereth  not  within  his  gate, 
Tbat  tbere  come  otber  loue  or  peacc. 
For  be  woli  make  no  release 
Of  no  debatę,  wbicbe  is  befalle: 
Nowe  j^ke  if  tboa  arte  one  of  all, 
That  witb  tbis  vice  hatb  be  witholde. 

hi  yet  lor  ougbt  that  ye  me  tolde 
If y  fiuber,  I  not  what  it  is. 

In  food  faith  sonne  1  trowe  yis. 

My  &tber  nay,  but  ye  me  lere. 

Nowe  list  my  son  and  thou  shalt  here. 

Hate  is  a  wratb,  not  ahe  wende, 
Batoflonge  tyme  gatherende, 
And  dwelletb  in  the  bertę  lokeo, 
Till  he  see  tyme  to  be  wroken 
And  than  be  sbeweth  his  tempest 
Morę  sodeine  than  tbe  wilde  best, 
Whjcbe  wote  aothyng,  what  mercy  is. 

My  sonne  arte  thou  knowen  of  this  ? 

My  good  fiither,  as  I  wenę, 
Nowe  wote  I  somedele  what  ye  meoe. 
But  I  dare  saufely  make  an  othe, 
Uj  lady  WU  mft  n4u«r  lothe. 
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I  woli  not  swere  netbeles, 
Tbat  I  of  hate  am  gilteles. 
For  whan  I  to  my  ladie  plie> 
Fro  daie  to  daie,  hnd  mercy  erte. 
And  she  no  mercy  on  me  leith. 
But  shorte  wordes  to  me  seith, 
Tbougb  1  my  lady  k>ue  algate, 
Tho  wordes  mote  1  nedes  bate. 
And  wolde  tbei  were  all  dispenty 
Or  so  lierre  out  of  londe  went, 
That  I  neuer  after  shulde  ben  herec 
And  yet  loue  I  my  ladie  derę. 
Thus  is  tbere  hate,  aa  ye  maie  see» 
Betwene  my  ladtes  worde,  and  me. 
The  worde  I  hate,  and  bir  I  iobe, 
What  so  shall  me  betide  of  loue. 

Bat  furthennore  I  woli  me  shrtn^ 
Tbat  I  bane  bated  all  my  Itoe 
These  ianglers,  wbicbe  of  ber  eam 
Ben  euer  redy  for  to  Ke. 
For  witb  ber  false  compassement 
Foli  often  tbei  bo  we  madę  me  then^ 
And  hyndred  me  fuli  ofite  tyme, 
Whan  thei  no  canse  wiste  byme. 
But  onlicbe  of  ber  owne  thoaght. 
And  thus  liill  ofte  haue  I  bought 
The  lie,  and  dronke  not  of  the  wyne, 
I  wolde  ber  happe  were  suche  as  myaen 
Por  howe  so  that  I  be  nowe  sbrine, 
To  hem  maie  I  nought  forjreu^ 
Till  I  see  hem  at  debatę 
With  loife,  and  witb  myii  estale 
Thei  migbten  by  ber  owne  deme, 
And  loke  how  well  it  shnld  hem  ^ueitts 
To  hyndre  a  man,  tbat  louetb  sore. 
And  tbus  1  bate  hem  enermore, 
Til  lone  on  hem  wold  done  bis  wreche  i 
For  tbat  shall  I  alwaie  beseche 
Unto  the  mighty  Cupido, 
Tbat  he  so  mocbel  wolde  do 
(8o  as  he  is  of  loue  a  god) 
To  smite  hem  with  the  same  rod, 
Witb  whiche  I  am  of  loue  smiten. 
So  that  thei  might  kirowe  and  witen, 
Howe  bindryng  is  a  wofull  peine 
To  bym,  that  loue  wold  atteine. 
Thus  euer  on  hem  I  waite  and  hope, 
Till  I  maie  sene  hem  lepe  a  lope. 
And  balten  on  the  same  sore, 
Wbicbe  I  do  nowe.  for  euermore 
1  wulde  than  do  my  might, 
So  forto  stoifden  in  ber  ligbte, 
That  thei  ne  shulden  haue  awey 
To  thaty  thei  wolden  puŁ  awey. 
I  wolde  hem  put  out  of  tbe  stods 
Fro  loue,  right  as  tbei  me  dede. 
With  tbat  thei  speke  of  me  by  mootbe^ 
So  wolde  I  do,  if  that  I  conth 
OF  hem,  and  thus  so  god  me  saue 
Is  all  the  bate,  that  I  haue 
Towarde  the  ianglers  euery  dele, 
;  I  wolde  all  otber  ferde  wele. 
Thus  haue  I  fiither,  said  aiy  wille : 
Say  forth  nowe,  lor  I  am  stille. 

My  sonne  of  that  thon  hast  me  saide^ 
I  bolde  me  nought  fully  paide^ 
Tbat  thou  woltę  haten  any  mao, 
To  that  accorden  I  ne  ean, 
Thougb  be  haue  hyndred  the  tofore^ 
Bot  tbis  I  telle  the  therfoiw^ 
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Thou  might  rpon  my  benison^ 
Weil  haten  the  condicion 
Of  the  ianglers,  as  thou  me  toldest 
But  furthermore,  of  tbat  thou  woldest 
Nem  byndre  in  any  other  winę : 
Sache  hate  is  eaer  to  detpise. 

For  thy  my  sonne  I  woUe  the  redę, 
That  thou  drawe  in  by  frendeły  hfsde, 
Tbat  thou  ne  mighjt  not  do  by  ba£e, 
So  might  thou  gete  loiie  algate, 
And  sette  the  my  sonne  in  rest.  • 
For  thou  shalte  finde  it  for  the  best 
And  ouer  this  so  as  1  dare, 
I  redę,  tbat  thou  be  right  weł  ware 
i)f  other  mens  hate  about, 
Whicb  euery  wise  man  shulde  dout. 
For  hate  is  euer  vpon  awayte : 

And  as  tlie  fisher  on  his  bayte 
Sleeth,  whau  he  seeth  the  fiashes  faat> 

So  whan  he  seeth  tyme  at  last, 
Tbat  he  maie  worche  aa  other  wo, 
Siiall  no  man  tonme  him  ther  fro^ 
That  hate  nyll  bis  felonie 
Fulfill,  and  feigne  companie. 

Yet  netheles  for  false  semblant 
Is  towarde  bym  of  couenant 
Witholde,  so  tbat  vnder  buthe 
That  preuy  wrath  can  bym  clothe, 
That  he  shalt  seme  a  great  beleue. 
But  ware  the  well,  that  thou  oe  leue 
Ali  that  thou  seest  afore  thyn  eie, 
So  as  the  Gregoys  whilom  sie. 
The  boke  of  Troie  w  ho  so  redę, 
There  maie  he  finde  ensample  in  ded«. 

Hic  ponit  Confessor  excmp1um  contra  illujt,  qui 
cum  ire  sne  odium  apcrte  vindicare  non  possint, 
ficta  dissimulatione  vindictam  subdole  assequen- 
tur.  £t  narrat,  quod  cum  Palamedcs  princeps, 
Grecorum  in  obsidione  Troie,  a  ąuibusdam  suis 
emulis  proditorie  interfectus  fuisset,  paterąuc 
8UU8  rez  Nauplua  in  patria  sua  tunc  existens, 
buiusmodi  euentus  certitudincm  sciuisset:  gre- 
cos  in  sui  cordis  odium  super  omnia  recollcgit, 
▼nde  contigit,  quod  cum  greci  dcuicŁa  Troki  per 
altnm  marę  versus  Greciam  nauipo  remeaiites 
obscurissimo  noctis  tem^rare  uimia  Tcntorum 
tempestate  iactabantur,  rex  Nauplus  in  teria  bua 
contra  litus  maris,  vbi  maiora  saxorum  emine- 
bant  pericula  super  cacumina  montium,  gran- 
dissimos  noctanter  fecit  igncs,  quos  greci  aspi- 
cientes  saluum  portum  ibidem  inuejiire  certissi- 
me  putabant,  Et  terram  approxiii^antcs  diruptis 
nauibus  magna  parę  grecorum  periclitabaŁur. 

SOMIIB  afterthe  destruction, 
Whan  Troie  was  ail  beate  down<*. 
And  slain  was  Priamus  the  kyng, 
Tbe  gregoys,  whicbe  ofałl  this  thyng 
Ben  cause,  tornen  bome  ageyne. 
Tbere  maie  no  man  bis  hap  withseyne, 
U  hath  ben  seoe,  and  fclte  fuli  ofte 
The  harde  tyme  after  tbe  sofie. 

By  sea  as  tbei  fbrth  homewarde  went, 
A  ragę  of  great  tempest  hem  bent. 

Juno  let  bende  hir  partie  bowe, 
The  skie  ware  derkę,  tbe  wind  gan  blow, 
The  ńrie  welken  began  to  tbonder, 
Al  tfaough  tbe  world  shuld  al  a  sonder, 

From  heuen  out  of  the  water  gates 
The  reynie  storma  feUe  downe  algates, 
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And  all  hir  tacie  madę  rnwelde, 
Tbat  no  man  might  him  selfe  bewekiew 

Tbere  maie  men  berę  shipmen  crie^ 
Tbat  stoode  in  aunter  for  to  die, 

He  that  bebynde  tat  to  stere 
Maie  not  the  for  steme  berę. 
The  shyp  arose  againe  the  wawes, 
The  lodesman  hath  lost  his  tawes^ 
The  sea  on  beate  on  euery  aide, 
Thei  nisten  what  fortunę  abide. 
But  set  hem  well  in  gods  will, 
W  herc  he  hem  #o1de  scktHsor  spiH. 

And  it  fell  tbifte  time  thns, 
Tbere  was  a  kynge,  whiche  Nauplos 
Was  hote :  and  he  a  sonne  had 
At  Troie,  whiche  the  gregoys  ladde, 
Ab  he  that  was  madę  prince  of  all, 
Till  that  Fortune  let  hym  fali. 
His  name  was  Palamides 
But  through  an  bate  nethel^ 
Of  some  of  belo,  bis  death  was  caste. 
And  he  by  treason  ouercaste. 
His  father,  whan  be  herde  it  telle, 
He  swore,  if  euer  his  time  feHe, 
He  wolde  him  venge  if  that  he  might. 
And  therto  his  auowehe  hight. 
And  tbus  this  kynge  through  priue  hate, 
Abode  vpon  a  waite  algate. 
For  he  was  not  of  suche  emprrse. 
To  aucngen  hym  in  open  wise. 

Tbe  fiime,  whiche  goth  wide  where 
Maketh  knowe,  how  tbat  the  grekes  were 
Homwarde  with  all  the  felawship 
Fro  TYoie  vpon  the  sea  by  ship. 

Naoplus  whan  he  tliia  vnderstode, 
And  knewe  the  tides  of  the  fi  ode. 
And  sawe  tbe  wyode  błove  to  the  lende : 
A  great  deceite  anone  he  fbnde 
Of  priłiie  hate,  as  thoir  shalt  berę, 
Wberof  I  teU  all  this  matere. 

This  kynge  tbe  wetbcr  gan  behoMe, 
Ajid  wist  well,  tbei  moten  bolde 
Her  cours  endlonge  the  marelie  right. 
And  mafie  vpon  the  derkę  night, 
O f  great  shydes  and  of  blockes, 
Great  fire  agem  the  great  rockcs. 
To  sbcwe  vpon  the  hilles  high : 
So  tbat  the  flete  of  grece  it  sigb. 
And  so  fell  rigbt  as  hethougbt, 
This  fletei  whiche  an  hauen  sought, 
The  bright  fyres  sawe  a  ferre. 
And  thei  ben  drawen  ner  and  ner. 
And  wende  well,  and  rnderstoode, 
Howe  all  that  fyre  was  marle  for  good^ 
To  shcwe  wbere  men  shulde  nriue, 
Aiid  tlłitherwarde  thei  hsisten  bliue. 
In  semblant  (as  men  sayne)  is  gile. 
And  tbat  was  proucd  thilke  wbile. 
The  ship,  whiche  wende  his  belpe  accroche, 
Drufc  ali  to  peces  on  tbe  roche: 
And  so  there  deden  tenne  or  twelue, 
Tbere  might  no  man  lielpe  hym  selue. 
For  tliere  thei  wenden  death  escape, 
Withouten  helpe  ber  death  was  sbape. 

Tbus  thei  tbat  oomen  drste  tofore, 
Upon  the  rockes  ben  forlore. 
But  through  noise,  and  their  crie, 
The  other  were  ware  therby. 
And  whan  the  daie  began  to  rowe, 
Tho  mighten  tbei  tbe  sooth  knowe, 
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That  where  thei  wende  fiBodes  fyode, 
Thei  fbnde  frendship  ali  bebynde. 

The  Icmde  than  wąs  aoooe  weiued^ 
Wbere  that  thei  baddeo  be  deceiaed> 
And  toke  hem  to  Łbe  bigh  aee, 
Tberto  tbey  saiden  all  ye. 
Fio  that  daie  fbrthe,  and  wbere  thei  were, 
Of  that  thei  baae  assaied  tbere. 

'COIIFESSOR. 

My  90iiDe  wberof  tbou  might  auise, 
Howe  fraude  staat  in  many  wise 
Amonge  hem,  that  gile  tbynke. 
There  is  no  scriuener  with  his  inkę 
Whiche  halfe  the  fraiide  write  can, 
That  stant  in  suche  a  maner  man. 

For  thy  the  wise  men  ne  demen 
The  thyoges  after  that  thei  semen. 
Bot  after  tbai  thei  koowe  and  fynde, 

The  mirrour  sheweth  in  his  kynde, 
As  he  had  all  the  worlde  within. 
And  ts  in  sooth  nothyng  tberin. 
And  90  faietb  hate  for  a  tbrowe, 
Till  he  a  man  hath  onerthrowe, 
Shall  no  man  knowe  by  his  chere» 
Whadie  is  auant,  and  whiche  arem* 
For  tby  my  sonne  thinke  oo  thjs. 

My  lather  so  I*  woli  iwys.     , 
And  if  there  morę  of  wratb  bee. 
Nowe  aske  fbrthe  pur  charitee. 
As  ye  Syy  your  bokes  knowe. 
And  I  the  soothe  shall  beknowę. 

tai  cohibere  manum  nequit,  et  sic  spem  eius 
Naribos  bić  pupulo  ssepe  timendus  erit. 

Sepius  in  loctum  ,Venas  et  sna  gandia  transfert, 
CunBque  sois  thalamis  talts  amicus  adest. 

SsŁ  amor  amplezu  non  ictibus  alliciendus, 
Frangit  amicitias  impetuosa  manos. 

Hie  tractat  Confeasor  snper  quarta  et  qninta  spo- 
cie ire>  qoe  impetnositas  et  homieidium  dican- 
tnr:  sed  primo  de  impetoositate  speeialiter  trac- 
tare  intendit,  cnius  natura  spem  in  naribos  ges- 
tando  ad  omnes  ire  motiones  in  vindicta  para- 
ta,  pacientiam  nullatemis  obseniat. 

Ut  aonne  tboo  shalte  rnderstondey 
That  yet  towarde  wratb  stonde 
Of  deadly  Tiees  otber  two : 
And  lor  to  teli  ber  names  so, 
It  is  Gootecke  and  Homicide^ 
That  be  to  getber  on  eueiy  syde. 

ConCeeke,  as  the  bokes  sain^ 
fboldiast  hath  to  his  chamberiaine^ 
By  whoae  counsayle  all  ▼nadoised 
U  Rstienee  moste  despised, 
Tyli  Homicide  with  hem  metę,    . 
lir  mercy  thei  ben  all  rnmete- 
Aad  thoa  ben  thei  the  worst  of  all 
Ofhem,  whiche' Ynto  wratb  fisll, 
b  dcde  botb,  and  eke  in  tboogbt. 
For  thei  accompten  their  wratb  noogfat. 
Bot  if  there  be  shedynge  of  blood. 
And  tfana  liche  to  a  beast  iroode 
Thei  knowen  not  the  god  of  life». 
Be  so  thei  hane  or  swerde  or  knife^ 
Her  deadly  wrath  for  to  wreke, 
Of  pitee  list  hem  not  to  speke,  • 
Koac  otber  reason  thei  ne  fonge. 
Bat  that  thei  ben  of  might  stronge. 

▼Ok  IŁ 


But  ware  him  well  in  otber  placoi 
Wbere  euery  man  behoueth  graoe. 
But  there  I  trowe  it  shall  him  faile, 
To  wbom  no  mercie  might  auaile. 
But  wroughteh  vpon  tyrannie, 
That  no  pitee  ne  might  hem  plie. 

Now  tell' me  sonne.    My  fatber  wbat? 
If  thou  hast  be  culpable  of  that  ? 

My  fhther  nay.Cbriste  me  forbede, 
I  speake  onliche  of  the  dede, 
Of  whiche  I  was  neuer  culpable, 
Without  caose  reasonable. 

But  this  is  not  to  my  matere 
Df  shrifte,  why  we  sitten  here. 
For  we  he  set  to  shriue  of  loue, 
As  we  begonne  firste  aboue. 
And  netheles  I  am  beknowe, 
That  as  touchende  of  loues  throwe, 
Whan  T  my  wittes  ouerwende, 
Myn  hertes  contecke  hath  nonę  eode,. 
But  eoer  stant  Tpoh  debatę, 
To  great  diseasc  of  myn  estate, 
As  for  the  tyme  that  it  lasteth. 
For  whan  my  fortunę  ouercasteth 
Hir  whele,  and  is  to  me  sostrange. 
And  that  I  see  she  woli  not  change  : 
Than  cast  I  all  tba  worlde  abont,  • 
And  tbinke  howe  I  at  home  in  dout 
Haue  all  my  tyme  in  veine  spended. 
And  see  not  howe  to  be  amended^ 
But  rather  for  to  be  empeired, 
As  be  that  is  well  night  despeired:         * 
For  I  ne  maie  nothynge  deserue. 
And  euer  I  loue,  and  euer  I  serue. 
And  euer  I  am  a  liche  nerę.       • 
Thos,  for  I  stonde  in  such6  a  were, 
I  am,  as  who  saith,  out  of  Uerre, 
And  thos  irpon  my  selfe  a  werre 
I  hrynge,  and  put  out  all  pees, 
That  I  fuli  ofte  in  suche  a  rees 
Am  wery  of  myoe  owne  life. 
So  that  of  contecke,  and  of  strife, 
I  am  beknowe,  and  haue  answerde, 
As  ye  my  father  nowe  haue  herde. 
Myn  bertę  is  wonderly  begone 
With  cottosaile,  wberof  witte  is  one, 
Whiche  hath  reason  in  companie, 
Againe  the  whiche  stant  partie 
Wille,  whiche  hath  Hope  of  his  accorde. 
And  thus  thei  bringeu  vp  discorde. 
Witte  and  Reason  counsailen  ofte, 
That  I  myn  bertę  shulde  softe: 
And  that  I  shulde  wille  remue^ 
And  put  him  out  of  retenue : 
Or  els  holde  bym  Tnder  foote. 
For  as  thei  seine,  if  that  he  mote 
His  owne  rule  hane  vpon  hondę, 
There  shall  no  witte  ben  vnderstondc 
Of  hope,  ałso  to  teł  len  this 
That  ouer  all  whęre  that  he  is, 
He  settethe  bertę  in  ieopardie^ 
With  wissbyng  and  with  fantasie, 
And  is  not  trewe  of  that  be  seith  i 
So  that  in  bym  there  is  no  feith. . 

Thus  with  Reason  and  witte  auised 
Is  will  and  hope  all  daie  despised. 
Reason  saith,  that  I  shulde  łeue 
To  loue,  wbere  there  is  no  leue 
To  spede:  and  will  ^ith  there  ageioe, 
That  suche  an  herte  is  to  vUeinc, 
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To  loke,  if  that  he  mii^t  wyaae. 

Thos  #af  be  euef  to  begyniM. 
For  euer  awey  fro  hym  she  fled, 
So  that  be  neuer  bis  loue  spęd. 
And  for  to  make  bym  foli  beleae 
That  no  foolhast  might  acheae, 
To  gete  louc  in  sucbe  degree: 
Thifl  Dapbne  in  to  a  laurel  tree 
Was  toroed^  wbicbe  ig  euer  greene, 
In  token,  as  yet  it  maie  bel^ene, 
Tbat  she  sball  dwell  a  Diaiden  stiJly 
And  Phebiis  iailen  of  his  will. 

By  suche  ensamples  as  thei  stond* 
My  sonne  thon  myght  yndentoude 
To  hasten  loue  is  thyoge  in  Teine» 
"i^lian  that  fortunę  is  there  ageine.  . 
To  take  wbere  a  man  hath  leue 
Good  is:  and  elles  be  moŁe  lene. 
For  whan  a  mans  bappeft  faylen, 
There  is  no  hastę  maie  aoaileo. 

My  fader  giaiinte  mćtcy  of  this. 
Bot  wbyle  1  see  my  lady  is 
No  tree :  but  holde  bir  owne  fonne, 
There  maie  me  no  man  so  enforme. 
To  whedyr  parte  fortunę  wende, 
That  I  vnto  my  liues  ende 
Ne  wo|de  bir  seroet  euemuH- 

C0llF£8M)ą» 

My  sonne  sith  it  is  so, 
I  saie  no  morę,  bot  in  this  cas 
Beware,  bowe  it  witb  Pbebus  was. 
.  Nooght  onely  Tppn  loues  chance, 
B6t  vpon  euery  gouernance» 
Wbicbe  falletb  mtor  mans  dede, 
Foolbast  is  euer  ibr  to  drede. 
Ąjod  that  a  mam  good  counseyl!  take. 
£r  be  his  purpose  vndertake. 

For  coussfiill  put  foolhast  a  wey. 

Now  goód  fader  I  you  prcy, 
That  for  to  wisse  me  the  morę, 
Some  good  ensample  ypon  this  lorę 
Ye  wolde  me  tell*  of  that  is  writte, 
That  I  the  better  might  witte, 
How  1  foolbaste  shulde  eschewe. 
And  the  wisdome  of  counseill  sewe. 

My  sonne  that  thoo  myght  eaforma 
Thy  pacience  opon  the  ftńióae 
Of  olde  ensamplesi  as  thei  fell, 
2>fowe  ynderstonde,  what  I  shall  teU. 

Hic  ponit  Confeasor  exemplum  co^itra  illos  ąoi 
nimio  fiirore  accensi  rindictam  Ire  sue  Tltra 
quam  decet  consequi  affectant.  Et  narrat  qua^ 
liter  Athemas  et  I>eiDephon  RegA,  cum  ipsi  a 
bello  Troiano  ad  propria  remeassent,  et  a  suń 
ibidem  padfice  recepti  non  Aiisseut,  congregato 
^liunde  pugnaiorum  exercitu,  regiones  soas  non 
aolum  incoódio  vastare,  sed  et  omnes  in  eisdem 
babitantes  et  minimo  vsqoe  ad  maiorem  in  per- 
petuam  Tindicte  memoriam  gladio  inter6cere, 
feroore  iracundie  proposuerunt:  Sed  rex  Nestor, 
qui  senejc  et  sapiens  fiiit,  tractatus  inter  ipsos 
reges  et  eorum  regna  inita  pace  huiusmodi  im- 
petuositatem  mi^ius  pacificauit. 

WRm  noble  Troie  was  bileytt 
And  oiieicome,  and  borne  agema 
The  gregoys  torned  from  the  siege^ 
Jbe  kyngeś  fonde  ber  ownt  litga 


In  many  płace-  as  men  saide, 
That  hem  forsoke  and  disobiide; 
Amońge  the  wfaiche  feU  thk  eaie 
To  Demephon  and  Athemaa^ 
Tbat  were  kynges  both  two. 
And  botbe  wer^a  serued  so: 
Her  lieges  wolde  not  bem  receiiie,  . 
So  that  thei  mote  algates  wenm 
To  seche  londe  in  other  place. 
For  there  fonde  thei  no  grace 
Wherof  thei  tokeit  hem  to  redę,    - 
And  soughten  frendes  at  nede: 
And  eche  of  hem.aseureth  other. 
To  helpe  as  to  his  owne  brotber. 
To  Yengen  bem  of  tbiłke  ooltnge, 
Aud  wynne  ayene  her  beTitag& 

And  thus  thei  ride  aboote  laste 
To  getten  bem  helpe :  and  at  laste 
Thei  hadden  power  suflAsaiit, 
And  inaden  tban  a  eonenant^ 
That  thei  ne  shokie  no  Ufie  sanę, 
Ne  prieste,  ne  derice,  ne  lorde,  ne  koatM^ 
Ne  wife,  ne  childe  o(  that  thei  finde, 
Wbiche  beareth  visage  of  mans  kyndsb 
So  that  no  life  shall  be  sooonred. 
Bot  with  the  deadely  sweide  deueured. 
In  auche  foolbaste  ber  ordioance. 
Thei  shapen  for  to  do  ▼engeasce. 

Whan  this  purpose  was  wist  and  knowie 
Amonge  their  host,  tbo  was  there  falowe 
Of  wordes  many  a  speche  aboute. 

Of  yonge  men  the  lastie  roote 
Were  of  this  tale  gbdde  eaougb. 
There  was  no  care  for  the  plongb, 
As  thei  that  were  foolbastifo^ 
They  ben  aocorded  to  the  strifo. 
And  sein,  it  maie  not  be  to  grc»t 
To  vengen  hem  of  suche  fo^t. 

Thus  saith  the  wilde  vnwife  toage 
Of  hem,  that  there  weren  jronge. 
'  But  Nestor,  wbicbe  was  olde  aod  bor^ 
The  saloe  sawe  tofore  the  sore^ 
As  he  that  was  of  counwlie  wise: 
So  tbat  anóne  by  his  adoiae, 
There  was  a  primie  co^naatle  aome, 
The  lordes  ben  to.gethier  coma: 

This  Demephon  aod  anthenuM 
Her  purpose  tolden,  as  it  was. 
Thei  setten  all  stiil  aad  beide. 
Was  nonę  but  Nestor  bem  answerda: 
He  bad  hem,  if  thei  wolde  winse, 
Thei  shulden  see,  er  tbei  begimle 
Her  ende :  and  set  ber  first  eoten^ 
That  tbei  hem  after  ne  repent^ 
And  asketh  bem  this  ąuestipn 
To  what  finall  coodusion 
Thei  woMen  reigne  kynges  thera, 
If  tbat  no  people  in  kmde  weief 

And  seith,  it  were  a  wondcr  iriefd. 
To  seen  a  kynge  byconen  aa  bienł, 
Where  no  life  is  bat  onely  besle 
Under  the  ligeanoe  of  his  beete: 
For  who  that  is  of  man  no  kynge, 
The  lemenant  is  as  no  tbynge. 

He  seith  eke,  if  thei  poorpose  holdn 
To  dee  the  people,  as  tbei  two  wolda: 
Whan  thei  it  aufrht  not  restoM, 
AU  Ofeeoe  it  shnUe  abidge  soie^ 
To  se  tb«  wyMe  beastas  wonne, 
Wbere  wbilom  dwclt  mans  tonne^ 
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Jnd  tar  fbat  taaam  hehmi  hem  Łreate, 
And  ttlut  of  tho  maiiacea  great: 
Bctter  18  to  wjnoe  by  &ire  specbe 
He  9f  ith,  tłum  suche  Teogeaace  teche. 

For  whsn  a  mao  is  mpste  aboue, 
H7111  nedeth  moste  to  geUe  hym  loue. 

Whaa  Nestor  hath  thi«  tale  8aide« 
Ayeee  bym  was  no  wqrde  witbsaide:     . 
It  thought  hem  all  he  saide  wele. 
And  thas  fortaoe  hir  deadly  whele 
Fro  werre  toometh  in  to  pees: 
Butlbrth  tbei  wenten  aetheles. 

And  whan  the  countreis  bearde  seyne, 
Howe  that  her  kyngea  be  beseype» 
Of  suche  a  power  as  thet  Ud^ 
Was  nonę  ao  bolde»  that  hem  ne  drad. 
And  for  to  secfae  peas  and  gńth 
Thei  sende  and  praide  ąnone  fortbwith: 
80  that  the  kynges  ben  appeased* 
And  eoery  maos  he|rt  is  eased : 
Ali  was  foryete,  and  not  recordec], 
Aad  thos  thei  ben  to  geder  acorUed. 
The  kynges  were  ayene  receiued, 
And  pees  was  take,  aod  wrath  w(-'iued. 
And  adl  through  coaoseill,  whlch  was  good 
Of  hym  that  reason  rnderstooda 

Bf  this  ensample  sonne  attempre 
Thyn  1ierfe»  and  let  00  will  distempre 
Tliy  witte :  and  do  nothing  by  migbt, 

Whicbe  maie  be  do  by  loue  and  right. 
Foolha&t  is  eaase  of  mochell  wo : 

for  thy  my  sonne  do  not  so. 
Aod  as  toncłwepd  of  Homicide, 

Wbichc  toocheth  vntQ  loues  si«|e, 

Fdll  ofte  it  fidleth  vQa|ii»ed 

Tbrough  will,  whidie  is  not  well  assiwd; 

Wbao  witte  ąnd  reaąon  ben  awey, 

Aod  that  ibolhast  is  in  the  wey : 

Wberof  hath  fiBdl  gyeat  yengtasoe. 

For  thy  take  into  ramembrance 

To  loue  in  iuehe  a  maper  wise, 

nut  thon  dMerue  no  iuiae. 
For  well  I  wote,  thon  migbt  not  )ette» 

That  thon  ne  shalt  ibin  bertę  sette 

To  loue»  wbere  thon  wolt  or  nonę. 

Rat  if  thy  witte  be  ooergone, 

So  that  ii  tome  mtp  m^Uće, 

Tbere  wote  no  tma  of  thilke  rice, 

What  perill  tbąt  theie  ^sąie  bdąU: 

Wheiof  a  tale  amcmges  aU, 

WMche  is  great  pitce  lor  to  heie, 

I  thinke  lor  to  tBUen.bcre» 

That  thoa  snch  murdie  mSgb^  wltbstooide, 

Whan  thou  the  tale  beat  Yoderstonde. 

Hic  pomt  CoBfaisor  Baeapkim  eoatia  iUot,  qni 
ob  sne  concnpiteentie  detideriom  Homicide  effl- 
einntnr.  fit  nanat  ^nalitcr  Clatemoestra,  yxor 
Bc^  Agmnemnonis,  cum  ipee  a  beUo  Troiaao 
domi  ledisiet,  oensilio  Iguti,  <|uem  adoltera 
pemmanity  sponsnm  suum  in  enbHi  doimientem 
ano  Boctis  sUcncio  tiocidabait:  caim  nortem 
AUiia  eins  Hosesles  tunc  iuniorts  etatiipttrtea 
dtn  admonitoi  cruddjisima  9mmi%9^  Tindi- 
caut.    , 


Op  Ttai^  aŁ  thilke  noble  towne, 
WhoK  fiune  pimi  yet  of  renpwiMi 
Aadeaer  shall.toamieen: 
ThaMg!e]agu|oiig»t)»efe|  . 


Er  that  the  Giekes  it  migbt  winn^ 

While  Priamus,  was  kynge  tberiu. 

But  of  the  grekes,  that  Ii<;n  aboute, 

Agamemnon  laddie  all  the  rout^ę. 

This  thynge  is  knowen^uer  all : 

But  yet  I  thinke  in  speciaU, 

To  my  matter  therapon» 

Tell  in  what  wise  Agememnon 

Through  chance,  that  maie  not  be  weilł^> 

Of  loue  Yntrewe  was  deceiaed. 

An  olde  sawe  is:  wbo  that  is  slighi 
In  place  wbere  be  maie  be  nigb, 
He  maketh  the  ferre  leef,  loth 
Of  loue,  and  thus  fiiU  ofte  it  gotb. 

There  while  Agamemnon  batallleth» 
Tq  winne  Troie,  and  it  assailletb, 
From  home  aod  was  lot^e  tyme  tber^ 
Egistus  drough  bis  quene  nerę, 
And  with  the  leiser,  whicbe  he  bąd«i 
This  ladie  at  his  wille  he  Udde. 
Clitemnestre  was  hir  right  nam^y 
I  She  was  therof  greatly  to  blami^i 
To  loue  there  it  maie  not  laste. 
But  fell  to  miscbiefe  at  laste. 

For  whan  this  noble  wortble  knight 
Pro  Troie  came,  the  first  night 
That  be  at  home  a  bedde  laie^ 
Egistus  longe  er  it  was  daie» 
As  tbis  Clitemnestre  bym  bad  assent^ 
And  weren  both  of  one  assent: 
By  treson  slougb  bym  in  bis  bed. 

Bot  mourder,  wbiche  maie  not  beo  hed, 
Spronge  out  to  euery  mans  eare, 
Wberof  the  londe  was  foU  of  ieare. 

Agamemnon  hath  by  tbis  ąueen. 
A  sonne»  and  that  was  after  seeue. 
Bot  yet  as  than  be  was  of  youth 
A  babę,  whicbe  no  reason  coutb. 
And  as  god  wolde,  it  fell  bym  thfis^ 
A  worthie  knight  Taltibius, 
This  yonge  cbilde  hath  in  kepyng: 
And  whan  he  herde  of  tbis  tidyn^e, 
Of  tbis  treason^  of  tbis  miadede, 
He  gan  witbin  hym  selfe  to  dred^f 
In  aunter  if  tbis  fiUse  Egi&te 
Upon  bym  come,  er  he  it  wiste. 
To  take  aqd  mourther,  of  his  maltce, 
This  cbilde,  whicbe  he  hath  to  norice^ 
And  for  that  cause  in  all  hastę 
Out  of  the  londe  tie  gan  bym  baste^ 
And  to  the  kynge  ofCrete  be  straught» 
And  bim  this  yonge  lorde  betaoght,. 
And  praide  bim  for  his  fatbers  sake, 
That  he  this  chiłde  wolde  yndertake^ 
And  kepe  bym  till  he  be  of  age, 
So  as  he  was  of  bis  lignage: 
And  tolde  hym  oner  idl  tbe  cas, 
Howe  that  his  father  moucthred  wm  ; 
And  bowe  Egistos,  as  men  ąaide. 
Was  kynge,  to  whom  the  londe  abeidę. 

And  whan  Idomeneus  the  kyn^pfe 
Hath  vnderstonding  of  tbis  tbypge» 
Whicbe  that  this  knight  bim  hath  tolde, 
He  madę  soroire  manifolde. 
And  toke  the  ebUde  vntp  his  wande. 
And  saide,  be  wolde  bym  l^epe  anid  waide, 
Tyli  that  he  węce  of  suche  a  migbt. 
To  handle  a  swende,  aod  be  a  knight. 
To  vengen  him  at  his  owne  will. 
And  thns  Horcf^  dn^Uetji  atil^ 
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'  Sache  was  the  childes  rigbt  namc, 
Wbicbe  after  wrou^t  mocbell  sbame 
In  yengeance  c^  bis  fathera  detb. 

Tbe  tyme  of  yeres  ouergetb, 
That  he  was  man  Df  brede  and  lengtb, 
Of  wy  ty  of  manbode,  and  of  streu^b : 
A  fayre  personę  amonges  all. 
And  be  beganne  to  clepe  and  cali, 
As  be,  wbicbe  come  was  to  man, 
Unto  tbe  kynge  of  Crete  than, 
Preiende  tbat  be  wolde  bym  make 
A  knigbt,  and  poi^er  witb  bym  take, 
-  For  lenger  wolde  be  not  beleue 
He  saith,  but  praietb  tbe  kynge  of  leue 
To  goae  and  cleyme  bis  heritage. 
And  venge  bym  of  thilke  oultrage, 
Wbicbe  was  vnto  bis  fatberdo. 

Tbe  kynge  assentetb  well  tberto, 
Witb  great  bonor  and  knigbt  bim  maketb, 
And  great  power  to  bym  betaketb. 
And  gan  bis  ioamey  for  to  caftte. 
So  tbąt  Horestes  at  laste 
.  His  leue  toke,  and  fortb  be  gotb, 
As  be  tbat  was  in  bis  bertę  wrotb, 
*His  6r8te  playnt  to  be  mene 

Unto  tbe  citee  of  Atbene 
He  gotb  bym  fortb,  tind  was  receiued« 
So  tbere  was  be  nougbt  deceiued. 

Tbe  duke,  and  tbo  that  weren  wise 
Tbei  proferen  bem  to  his  sernice. 
And  he  bem  tbonketb  of  tbeir  profier, 
And  saMe  bym  selfe  be  wolde  gone  offer 
Unto  tbe  goddes  for  bis  spede, 
And  all  men  yeue  bym  redę. 
So  gotb  he  vnto  the  tempie  fortb, 
Of  yeftes,  that  he  mocbell  wortb 
His  sacrifice,  and' bis  ofTrynge 
He  madę:  and  after  bts  askynge 
He  was  answerde,  if  tbat  he  wolde 
His  estate  recouer,  tban  he  sholde 
Upon  bis  motber  do  Tengeance 
So  cniell,  tbat  the  remembranee 
Tberof  might  eoermore  abide, 
As  sbe  tbat  was  an  bomicide. 
And  of  bir  owne  lorde  moordrice. 

Horestes,  wbicbe  of  tbilke  office 
Was  notbjog  glad,  and  thau  be  praide 
Tlnto  tbe  godties  tbere,  and  saide, 
Tbat  tbei  tbe  iudgement  deuise, 
Howe  be  shall  take  tbe  inise. 
And  tberupon  be  bad  answere 
That  be  bir  pappes  sbuide  of  terę 
Out  of  bir  breast,  bis  owne  bondes; 
And  for  ensample  of  all  londes, 
Witb  bora  he  sbuide  be  to  drawe, 
Till  boundes  bad  bir  bones  gnawe, 
Without  any  sepulture. 
Tbis  was  a  woAill  auenture. 

And  wban  Horestes  batb  all  berde, 
Howe  that  tbe  goddes  bane  answerde, 
Fortb  witb  tbe  strengtb,  wbicbe  be  lad, 
The  dnke  and  bis  power  be  bad. 
And  to  a  citee  fbrtb  tbei  gone, 
The  wbicbe  was  clęped  Cropheone: 
Wbere  as  Pboicus  was  lorde  and  sire, 
Wbicbe  profereth  bym  witbonten  byre 
His  bdpe,  and  alt  tbat  he  mkie  do, 
As  he  that  was  ricbt  glad  tberto, 
To  greue  bis  moitall  enncmy, 
And  tolde  htm  eertaine  ctute  wby. 


Howe  tbat  Egiste  in  nariage 
His  doughter  wbilom  of  fiill  age 
Forłaie,  and  alterwarde  forsoke, 
Wban  be  Horestes  roother  toke. 

Men  saine  olde  synne  newe  sbame : 
Tbus  niore  and  morę  arose  tbe  blame 
Ayene  Egiste  on  euery  side. 
Horestes  witb  bis  bost  to  ride 
Began,  and  Pboicus  witb  bym  went. 
I  trowe  Egiste  shall  bym  repent 
Tbei  riden  fortb  vnto  Mycene, 
Tbere  lay  Clitemnestre  thilke  quene, 
The  wbicbe  Horestes  motber  is. 
And  wban  sbe  berde  tell  of  this, 
'  Tbe  gates  were  faste  -shette, 
And  thei  were  of  ber  entre  lette. 
Anone  tbis  citee  was  withont 
Beleine,  and  seged  all  about, 
And  ener  amonge  thei  it  assaile 
Fro  daie  to  night,  and  so  trauaile, 
Till  at  last  tbei  it  wonne. 
Tbo  was  tbere  sorowe  enough  begonne. 

Horestes  did  bis  motber  cali 
Anone  tofore  tbe  lordes  all. 
And  eke  tofore  thę  people  alao. 
To  bir  and  tolde  his  tale  tbo 
Andsaide:  OcruellbeasteTnkynde, 

Howe  migiitest  thou  in  thyn  bertę  iiiide. 
For  any  luste  of  loues  draugbt,   - 
That  thou  accofdest  to  the  slaoght 
Of  bym,  wbicbe  was  tbine  owne  lorde? 
Tby  treason  stant  of  suche  reoorde, 
Tbon  might  tby  weikes  not  fortake 
So  mote  I  for  my  fistber  sake 
Yengeancę  Tpon  tby  body  do, 
As  I  commannded  am  therto. 

Unkyndely  for  thou  hast  wrought, 
Unkyndelicfae  it  shall  be  lx>ngfat. 
The  somie  shall  tbe  mother  slea. 
For  that  wbilom  thou  saidest  yea 
To  tbat  thou  shuldest  nay  bane  sayd. 
And  he  witb  tbat  bis  faoodes  hath  UM 
Upon  bis  motbers  breast  anonoy 
And  rent  out  from  the  bare  bonę 
Hir  pappes  botfa,  and  caste  awaie 
Amiddes  in  the  carte  waie. 
And  after  toke  the  deade  cors. 
And  let  it  bedrawe  awey  with  hon 
Unto  tbo  bonnde,  Tnto  tbe  Ranen,  • 
Sbe  was  nonę  otber  wi«e  grauen. 

Egistus  wbicbe  was  elles  wliere 
Tydynges  comen  to  his  eare, 
Howe  that  Mycenes  was  beleine : 
But  wbat  was  morę,  herd  he  notseiae. 
Witb  great  menace  aod  mochel  boste 
He  drougb  power,  and  madę  an  bosle^ 
And  came  in  rescous  <rf  tbe  towne. 

But  all  the  sleigbt  of  this  treasone 
Horestes  wist  it  by  a  spte. 
And  of  his  men  a  great  partie 
He  madę  ambussbement  abide. 
To  wayte  on  bym  in  suche  a  ttde, 
That  be  ne  might  ber  honda  escape. 
And^in  this  wise,  as  be  liath-shape, 
Tbe  thyng  befHl,  so  tbat  Egyst 
Was  take,  er  he  bym  selfe  it  wist: 
And  was  brooght  fortb  his  hondes  bonde, 
As  wban  men  baue  a  traitour  feinde. 
And  tho  that  were  wlth«hym  take, 
Whłche  of  treason  were  ouertake^  • 
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To  gether  in  one  sentence  falłe. 
Bat  &lse  Egjite  aboue  hem  alle 
Was  demed  to  dioera  peine, 
Tbe  went  tbat  nAen  oouthe  ordcin^) 
Aod  ao  after  by  the  lawę 
He  was  mto  tłie  iribet  ónwe, 
Where  he  aboae  atl  otber  faongetta, 
As  to  a  traitour  it  belong«th. 

The  famę  wtth  hir  swifte  wynges 
Aboat  fleetb,  and  bare  tidynges. 
And  roade  it  cootb  tn  all  londes, 
Kow  that  Horestes,  with  his  hondes 
Clytemnestre  his  owne  mother  ślougb* 

Some  seyne,  he  did  vrell  enough^" 
And  some  seyhe,  be  did  amis. 
Diocn  opioions  there  is, 
Tbat  sbe  is  deade  thiei  sp«keii  all. 
Bntpiaioly  howe  it  isbefiill 
Tba  matter  in  «o  Httell  throwe, 
In  soothe  tbere  migfat  no  man  knowe. 
Bot  tbei  that  weren  at  the  dede. 

Aod  commonlicbe  in  eaery  nede 
Tbe  werst  speche  is  rathest  herde. 
And  leued,  till  it  be  answerde. 

Tbe  kyng^,  add  the  iordes  great 
Bęgonoe  Uorestes  for  to  tbreat, 
To  potten  bym  oat  of  his  reigne. 
He  is  not  worthy  for  to  reigne. 

The  childe,  whiche  slough  his  moder  so» 
Tbei  saidey  aod  therrpon  ałso 
The  k>nies  of  common  asaent, 
The  tjme  set  of  parlement. 

Aod  to  Athenes  kynge  and  lorde 
To  getber  come  of  one  aceorde, 
To  knowe  bowe  that  the  sootb  was: 
So  that  Horestes  in  this  cas 
Tbei  seoden  after^  and  he  come. 

Kynge  Menelay  the  woides  nome» 
And  asketh  bym  of  tbis  matere.  / 

And  he,  tbat  all  it  might  berę,  >..  .^ 

Answerde,  and  toMe  his  tale  at  larga :       ^ 
And  bowe  the  goddes  in  his  charge        <^ 
Oommannded  bym  in  suche  a  wise    ■       <^r 
Hii  oame  bonde  to  do  iuyse,  ^-  ^ 

With  this  tale  a  dnke  arose,  I 

Wbiche  was  »  worthy  knigbt  of  lose. 
His  name  was  Menestbeos, 
And  saide  vnto  the  Iordes  thns: 

Tbe  wrecbe,  whiche  Horestes  dede, 
It  was  thyng  of  tbe  goddes  bede, 
And  notfayng  of  his  cmełtee. 
And  if  tbere  were  of  my  d^ree 
In  all  this  place  snche  a  knigbt, 
Tbat  woli  seyne,  it  was  no  right, 
I  woli  it  with  my  body  proue. 
And  therrpon  be  east  his  głoue» 
And  eke  this  noble  dnke  aleyde 
Pall  many  an  otfaer'8ldii,  and  seidc, 
Sbe  bad  well  desenied  wrecbei 

First  for  tbe  cause  of  spouse  breche. 
And  after  wrought  in  suche- a  wise, 
That  all  the  worlde  it  ougbt  agrise, 
Whan  tbat  sbe  for  ao  foule  a  yice 
Was  of  hir  owne  lorde  mourdrice. 

Tbei  sitten.alLstille  and  herde, 
Bat  therfb  was  no  man  answerde: 
U  tboogbt  hem  all,  he  saide  skitle, 
There  is  no  men  with  $ay  it  wille. 

>nrhan  tbei  vpon  tb«  reaaon  masen, 
Horestes  all  thei  escusen : 


So  that  with  mat  solemnitee, 

He  was  vnto  bis  dignitee 

Receyued,  and  coroned  kynge. 
And  tho  befell  a  wondre  thynge, 

Egyona,  whan  sbe  it  wyste; ' 

Whiche  was  the  doughter  of  Egyste 

And  sistcr  on  the  mother  slde. 

To  tbis  Horest,  at  thilke  tide, 

Whan  she  herde,  how  hir  brother  spęd. 

For  pure  sorowe,  wbiche  hir  led, 

That  he  oe  had  ben  exiled, 

She  bath  hir  owne  life  begiled 

AnonO)  and  henge  hir  selfe  tho. 

It  bath  and  sbąll  be  euermo, 

To  mourther  who  that  woli  assente, 

He  mnie  not  fiiile  to  repent. 
Tbis  fislse  Egyona  was  one, 

Whiche  to  mourther  Agaraemnon 

Yaue  hir  accorde,  and  hir  assenti 

So  that  by  gods  iudgement, 

Thongh  nonę  other  man  it  wolde, 

She  toke  hir  iuyse,  as  she  sholde. 

And  as  she  to  an  other  wrooght 

Vengeance  vpon  hir  selfe  she  thought. 

And  bath  of  hir  vDhappy  witte, 

A  mourther  with  a  mourther  quit. 

Suche  is  of  mourther  the  vebgeance. 
For  tby  my  sonne  in  remembrance 

Of  this  eosample  fake  good  bede. 

For  who  that  thinketh  bis  loue  spede 

With  mourther,  he  shall  with  worłdes  shams 

Him  selfe  and  eke  his  loue  shame. 
My  father  of  this  auenture, 

Whiche  ye  haue  tolde,  1  you  assure. 

My  bertę  is  sory  for  to  here : 

But  onely  for  1  wolde  Jere 

What  is  to  done,  and  f^bat  to  leue. 

And  ooer  this  by  your  leuej 
That  ye  me  wolde  telle  I  prey, 
If  there  be  leful  any  weye, 
Witboute  sinne  a  man  maie  slea? 

My  sonne  in  sondry  wise  yea. 
What  man  that  is  of  Traitorie, 
Of  mordre,  or  els  Robberie 
Atteiot,  the  Jodge  shal  not  let. 
But  he  shal  sleen  of  puredet* 
And  doth  great  smne  if  tbat  be  wonde. 
For  who  that  lawę  bath  Ypon  honde« 
And  spareth  for  to  do  iustioe 
For  mercy:  doth  not  his  office, 
That  he  his  mercy  so  bewareth : 
Wban  for  one  sbrewe,  whiche  he  spareth, 
A  thousand  goOd  men  be  greueth.  ' 
With  suche  mercy  who  tbat  bileuetb. 
To  please  god:  he  is  deceiued, 
Or  els  mote  reasoo  be  weyued. 

The  lawę  stode  or  we  were  boro, 
Howe  that  a  kynges  swerde  is  borę 
In  signe,  that  he  shall  defende 
His  true  people:  and  make  an  ende 
Of  suche,  as  wolden  hem  deoour. 
Lo  thus  my  sonne  to  souocoor 
The  lawę,  and  common  right  to  wynne 
A  man  maie  slee  without  sinne. 
And  do  therof  a  great  almesse, 
So  for  to  kepe  rightwi9enesS9.     . 
And  ouer  this  for^his  countime, 
In  tyme  of  werrCi  a  man  is  free 
Hym  selfe,  his  housie,  and  eke  his  loode, 
Dcfepde  with  (lis  owne  hoade. 
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And  sleen,  if  he  naie  no  b«C, 
After  the  Iswe,  whicbe  is  wśL 

Nowe  father  than  1  yon  beaeclie» 
Of  hem,  tbat  deadly  weiret  tecbe 
In  worldes  cauae,  and  sbeden  blood^ 
If  Micbe  an  bomicide  is  good  ? 

OONFEMOR. 

My  f onne  Tpon  tby  ąuesttODt 
Tbe  troath  of  tsyii  opinion 
(Ais  ferfortb  as  my  wit  arecheth 
And  as  tbe  plaine  lawę  teacheCb) 
1  wolde  tbe  telle  in  euidenoe. 
To  nile  xńih  tby  conscieoce. 

finod  creat  ipse  deos,  neoatboc  bomicida  creatmn, 
yitor  et  bumano  sanguine  spai^it  bumom. 

Yt  pecoris  sic  est  bominis  cruor  beu  modo  (bfos, 
Yicta  iacet  pietas,  et  liiror  ^rget  opus. 

Angelus  in  terra  paic  dixit,  et  vltima  Cbristi 
Veiba  sonent  pacem>  qaam  modo  guerra  fogat 

Hic  seąnitor  contra  motores  guerre,  ąuie  non 
solnm  bomicłdii  sed  Yninerti  mundi  descdationis 
mater  existit« 

Thx  higb  god  of  bis  instice, 
Tbe  ilke  fonie  borrible  ^ice, 
Of  bomidde  be  bath  foibede 
By  Moyses,  as  it  was  bede. 

Wban  goddes  sonne  was  also  bose. 
Be  sent  bis  angell  downe  tberfore, 
Wbom  tbe  shepeberdes  beiden  singe 
Pees  to  tbe  men  of  welwiflynge 
In  ertbe  amonge  ts  berę. 

So  for  to  speke  in  this  matere 
Aftcr  tbe  lawę  of  cbarMee, 
Tbere  sball  deadly  werre  bee. 
And  eke  naturę  it  batb  dcfended. 
And  in  bir  lawę  pees  eommended, 
Wbiche  is  tbe  cbiefe  of  mans  weltb, 
Of  mans  life,  of  mans  helth. 

But  deadly  werre  bath  bis  oouibo 
Of  pestHence,  and  of  famine, 
Ofpouertee,  and  of  alt  woi 
Wberof  tbis  worlde  we  blamen  so, 
Whicbe  nowe  tbe  werre  bath  Tndefflbote 
TiU  god  him  selfe  therof  do  boote. 
For  tJl  tbyng,  wbidhe  god  bath  wronght 
In  ertbe,  werre  it  bringeth  to  nonght. 

Tbe  cbnrebe  is  brent,  the  priest  is  slaine 
Tbe  wife,  the  maide  is  eke  foclaine, 
Tbe  lawę  is  lorę,  and  god  rnserued : 
I  not  what  nade  be  bath  desemedy 
Tbat  snebe  werres  ledetb  inne. 

If  tbat  be  do  it  for  to  winne: 
Firste  to  accominte  bis  great  ooste^ 
Fortb  wtth  tbe  folke  tbat  he  hatb  loste^ 
As  to  the  woiides  reckenynge 
Hiere  shall  be  ffnde  no  winnynge. 

And  if  be  do  it  to  pnrebace 
Tbe  beoen,  mede  of  suche  a  grace 
I  can  noogbt  spefce  netbeles, 
Christ  bat;h  commannded  loue  and  pM. 
And  wbo  that  worefaeth  tbe  reuers, 
I  trowe  bis  mede  is  foli  dioers. 
And  sitben  than  that  we  fynde, 
Tbat  werres  in  b^  owne  kynde 
Ben  towarde  god  of  no  deserCe: 
Andeke  tbei  bringen  in  poufrte 
Of  worldes  good,  it  is  menieile, 
AfliitMfsit  the  Men  wbat  it  oHue  eyli^ 


Tbat  tbei  a  peei  ne  eoMMi  leC* 
I  tiowe  synne  be  the  let, 
And  euery  mede  of  sinne  is  detb» 
So  wote  I  nenef  howe  it  getb. 
But  we,  tbat  be  of  beleue 
Amonge  our  s«ilie,  this  wolde  I  Icoe^ 
Tbat  better  it  were  pees  to  chete» 
Than  so  by  double  weie  iese. 

1  not  if  tbat  ii  nowe  so  stonde. 
But  tbis  a  man  maie  vndeffstonde» 
Wbo  tbat  tbese  aide  bokea  iedeth» 
Tbat  couetise  is  one»  whicbe  ledetk 
And  broogh^tbe  first  werres  inne. 

At  Grece  if  tbat  I  shall  beginneK 
There  was  it  proued  bowe  it  atode. 
To  P^rse,  whicbe  was  foU  olgood,    ' 
Tbei  madeu  werre  Ńi  speciaU: 
And  so  tbei  didden  ouer  alt, 
Where  great  richesse  was  in  loode  i 
So  tbat  tbei  lefke  notbynge  stonde 
Unwenred,  but  onely  Arcbade. 

Nota  qood  greci  omnen  terram  fertilem  debelł^ 
bant,  sed  tantum  Arcbadiaip,  pro  eo  quod 
et  sterilłs  foit,  pacifice  dimiserunt. 

For  tbere  tbei  no  werres  maile, 
Becaose  it  was  bweine  and  poure^ 
Wberof  tbei  migbt  nougbt  receuer: 
And  tbus  pouerte  was  foibore. 

He  tbat  ooogbt  bad  nougbt  bath  loie. 
But  yet  it  is  a  wondfr  thynge, 
Wban  tbat  a  ricbe  worthie  kynfe 
Or  lorde,  wbat  ao  be  bee. 
Woli  aske  atid  claime  propertee 
In  tbynge>  to  whicbe  bis  toth  po  right. 
But  onely  of  his  great  migbŁ 
Por  tbis  maie  euery  man  well  wite^ 
Tbat  botb  kynde  and  lawa  write 
Expresse]y  stouden  tbere  ageyne* 
But  he  mote  nedes  somewhnt  seync. 
Ali  thougb  tbere  be  no  reaaon  inne^ 
Whicbe  secbeth  oause  for  to  winne* 
For  wiUe,  tbat  is  with  wiU  o^^Nreseed, 
Wban  couetise  bim  bath  adrassed. 
And  all  reasone  put  awey, 
He  can  wd  fynde  suche  n  wey 
To  werre,  where  as  euer  bym  Kfceth : 
Wberof  tbat  be  tbe  worde  ewtriketh, 
Tbat  many  ęman  ef  bym  eonplein^lb ; 
But  yet  alway  sope  eauae  he  Ińnetb, 
And  of  bis  wrongefoU  heste  be  demetb* 
Tbat  all  is  well,  what  ener  bim  aemeth^ 
Be  so  tbat  be  maie  winne  enengb. 
For  as  tbe  true  man  to  tbe  plengh 
Only  to  tbe  gaine  entendetk: 
Right  so  tbe  werrionr  dispendetb 
His  tyme,  and  bath  no  consefanoe. 

And  in  this  point  for  euideoee 
Of  hem  tbat  suche  werres  onke, 
Thou  migh^  a  great  enaemple  tiike» 
How  tbei  ber  tyinnnie  ezensen^ 
Of  tbat  tbei  wrongfeli  warres  vaen. 
And  howe  tbei  stónde  of  one  aoconle 
The  sondioor  fbrtb  with  tbe  Ioide» 
Tbe  poore  men  fortb  with  tbe  lich^ 
As  of  courąge  tbei  ben  liche. 
To  make  werres  and  to  pylU 
Forlucre:  andfor  noneotberskiile) 
Wberof  a  piopie  tale  I  rade, 
As  it  whUoffl  befeU  in  de^e 
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Hie  dedant  per  ewMpknn  oontea  ittos  principat 
tea  alios  qiioiciiD(}ue  iUkite  gacrre  motores, 
Et  imrrat  de  ^uodąai  pirate  ia  partibus  marinis 
spoliatore  ootissimoy  4|tti  eon  captu  fiiiMet,  et 
ia  iadiciani  coiam  rege  AłexaD<lra  productas, 
et  de  btroeiaio  aceiisatoa,  dizrt,  O  Aleaaader 
Terę  qoia  cum  paaeis  soctis  spolionim  causa 
łiaiies  tantaia  ezplofo,  ego  latraacolus  ▼ocor, 
ta  autem  quia  cas  iaftaita  belłatoroai  multita- 
dine  vaiaenam,  tenam  suhitigaBdo  ipoliast], 
Impeiator  dioerai,  lbu|ue  stataa  tuus  a  stata 
meo  di0eTt»  ted  eodem  animo  coadieioiiem  pa- 
rilem  babemos.  Alezaoder  varo  eius  aodaciam 
in  responsłonn  eampiabans,  ipBum  penes  se  ik- 
miliaiem  retinoit.  Et  tie  beUioofns  bellatori 
c«MBplacait, 

Of  bym  whome  all  thit  ertbe  drad^ 
Wbaa  be  tfae  worlda  so  ouerladde 
Through  werre,  as  it  fortuned  ią, 
Kyage  Alisanader  I  redę  thig, 
Howe  in  a  marcbe^  wbere  be  laie, 
|t  fcil  percbanoe  ▼pon  a  daie, 
A  rooer  of  tbe  sea  was  nome, 
Whicbe  many  a  man  had  onercome, 
And  slaine,  and  take  ber  good  awaie. 
Tbis  piller,  as  tbe  bokes  saie, 
A  famoos  man  fn  aondrie  stede 
Was  of  tbe  trdHEes,  whicbe  be  dede. 

TbiJB  prisoner  afore  tbe  kynge 
Was  broagbtt  and  tberapon  tbis  tbsrnge 
la  andience  be  was  accosed. 
^d  be  bis  dede  faatb  nougbt  excased. 
And  praide  tbe  kynge  to  d(me  btm  ń(flt% 
And  saide.    8yie  if  I  were  of  migbt 
I  baoe  aa  bertę  liebe  mto  tbyn. 
Por  if  tby  power  wtre  myii 
My  will  Ib  most  in  speciall 
To  ryiic^  and  gette  oaer  all 
The  laige  woildes  good  abont. 
Bot  ibr  I  leade  a  ponre  route 
And  am,  as  wbo  saith,  at  roischiefe, 
Tlie  name  of  piHour  and  of  tbefe 
I  b«ue:  and  tboa  wbicbe  routes  grea^ 
Migbt  leade,  and  Uke  tby  beyete. 
And  doste  rigbt,  as  I  wolde  do,  • 
Tby  nmne  is  notbynge  cleped  so. 
Bot  thon  art  named  emperoar, 
Onr  dedea  ben  of  one  celour, 
And  in  elfeete  <»f  one  deserte: 
Bat  tby  rychesse  and  my  pouerte, 
Thei  be  not  taken  enen  liche . 
And  netbeles  be  tbat  is  rlche 
lUs  daae,  to  morowe  be  meie  be  poortr. 
And  in  contnry  aiso  reoouer 
A  pooia  man  to  great  ricbes. 

Meo  aeya  for  thy  let  rightewisenet 
Be  peisad  eoea  in  tbe  balance. 

Tbe  kyage  bis  hardie  coantenance 
BebeUe:  suód  bis  wordes  wise. 
And  sald  ^nto  bym  in  tbis  wise : 

Tbyae  aaswere  I  bane  yndetstondc, 
Wherof  my  wyli  is,  that  thon  stonde 
Ib  my  seraice,  and  stiU  abide. 

Andfortb  witb  all  tbe  same  tide 
He  hatli  bym  tenne  of  łife  witholde» 
The  morę  and  for  be  sbrnide  ben  bolde* 
He  madę  him  knigbt,  and  yąfe  bym  tondet 
Wbicbe  afterwatde  ^iras  of  bis  bonde 
An  orped  kpigbt  in  many  a  stede, 
Aod  peat  prowes  ofarmes  i||ede, 


Am  tbe  Cronikes  it  reooiden  t 
And  iu  tbis  wise  thei  aocordea^ 
Tbe  whicbe  of  condicioa 
Be  sette  vpoB  destructioa* 

Suche  Capitakae  sache  retinae. 
But  for  to  see  what  issue 
The  kynge  befolleth  at  tbe  laste. 
It  is  great  wonder  that  men  caste  ' 
Her  h(»te  ypon  suche  wronge  to  winae^ 
Wbere  no  beyete  maie  be  inne. 
And  doth  disease  on  euery  side. 
But  when  reason  is  put  a  side. 
And  wisse  gooernetb  tbe  courage. 

The  fiiuoon  whicbe  fleeth  nunage^ 
And  suiFretb  no  thynge  in  the  waie, 
Wberof  that  be  maie  take  bis  praie  : 
Is  not  morę  set  Tpon  rauyae, 
Than  tbilke  man,  whicbe  his  couyaa 
Hatb  set  in  suche  a  maaer  wise 
For  aU  the  worlde  maie  aougbt  suffise 
To  wU,  whicbe  is  not  reasonable. 

Hic  secondom '  gęsta  A)exandri  de  guerńs  illtcitie 
ponitConfessor  exen)plnm,dicen<:  ąuodauaro- 
uis  Alesapder  sua  potentta  totios  mnndi  irio- 
tor,  subiugarat  imperium,  ipse  tandem  mortie 
victoria  subiugatns,  canctipotentis  senteutiam 
euadere  non  potuit. 

Whbrof  ensample  conconlable 
Liche  to  this  pointę,  of  whicbe  I  mene» 
Was  irpon  Alisaader  sene, 
Whicbe  had  set  all  his  entent, 
So  as  fortunę  with  bym  went, 
That  reasoa  migbt  bym  not  gonerne^  - 
But  of  bis  wille  be  was  so  steme, 
That  all  tbe  worlde  beouerran, 
And  what  bym  list  be  toke  and  waii. 

In  Jodee  the  superiour, 
Whan  that  be  was  foli  conąuerour. 
And  had  his  wilfoll  pourpose  wonne, 
Of  all  tbis  erth  Yndertbe  soane, 
This  kynge  homwarde  to  Maoedayne^ 
Whan  tbat  be  cam  to  Babyloyne, 
And  wend  most  In  bis  empire 
(As  ha  whicbe  was  bolle  lofde  and  sir^ 
In  honoar  for  ta  be  receyoed. 
Most  sodenliche  be  was  deceyned. 
And  with  stronge  poison  ennenommed. 
And  as  be  hatb  tbe  worlde  mistimed. 
Not  as  be  sbalde  with  bis  witte^ 
Not  as  be  wolde,  it  was  aoqoitte, 
Thns  was  be  slayn,  that  whilom  sloagb* 
And  be,  wbicbe  ricbe  was  enough 
Tbis  daie,to  morowe  had  nougbt. 
And  in  sucbe  wise  as  he  bath  wronglit 
In  disturbance  of  worldes  pees. 
His  werre  he  fonde  than  eodeles 
In  wbicbe  for  ener  discomfite 
He  was.    Lq  nowe  for  what  prooita 
Of  werre  it  hdpeth  for  to  ride. 
For  conetise  and  worldes  pride 
To  slee  tbe  worldes  men  aboate 
As  bestes,  wbicbe  gone  there  oute. 
Por  euery  life,  whicbe  reason  caa* 
Ought  wel  to  knowe,  that  a  maa 
Ne  sbulde  througb  no  tyrannie 
Liifhe  to  this  other  bestes  4ie. 
Til  kynde  wolde  for  bym  sende* 
I  not  bow  bajt  migbt  ameMl, 
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Wbłche  taketh  a  weye  for  enennore 
The  life,  that  be  nuiie  not  restore. 

For  tby  my  tonne  in  all  weye 
Be  wel  aoised,  I  the  preie 
Of  skugbter  that  tbou  be  culpable 
Withoute  cause  reasonable. 

My  fader  Toderstonde  it  ia 
That  ye  haue  saide :  but  ouer  tbia 
I  praie  yo^  telle  me  naye  or  yea. 
To  passe  ouer  the  great  sea 
To  warre  and  sle  the  SarasiDy 
Is  that  the  lawę  ?  Sonne  myn 
To  preche,  and  sufier  for  the  feitb, 
That  haue  I  b^rd,  the  gospel  seith: 
But  for  to  slea,  that  here  I  nought. 
Christ  with  his  owne  deth  bath  bought 
Ali  other  men,  and  madę  hem  free, 
In  token  of  perfite  charitee. 
And  after  that  he  taught  hkn  selne, 
Whan  be  was  dede  these  other  twelue 
Of  his  apostetes  went  aboote 
The  holy  feith  to  preche  oote, 
Wbeiof  the  deathe  in  sondcie  place 
Tbei  suffer»  and  so  god  of  bis  grace 
Tbe  feith  of  Christ  bath  madę  arise* 
But  if  thei  wolde  in  other  wise 
By  werre  haue  broaght  in  the  creance» 
It  had  yet  stonde  in  balanoe» 
And  that  maie  prouen  in  the  dede. 
For  what  man  the  Cronickes  redę 
Fro  first  that  boly  cburche  hath  weiaed 
To  preche,  and  bath  the  swerde  reoeiued, 
Wherof  Ibe  werres  ben  begonne : 
A  great  partie  of  that  was  wonoe 
To  Christes  feith,  stant  nowe  miswent: 
God  do  therof  amendement, 
So  as  he  wote,  what  is  the  best. 

But  sonne  if  tbou  wilt  liue  in  rest 
Of  conscience  well  asstsed. 
Er  that  thoa  slea,  be  wel  auised» 
For  man,  as  tellen  ts  tbe  clerkes> 
Hath  god  aboue  all  ertheiy  werkes 
Ordeined  to.be  priocipall. 
And  eke  of  soule  in  speciall 
He  is  madę  liche  to  tbe  godbeda : 
So  sit  it  wel  to  taken  hede» 
And  for  to  loke  on  eyery  side 
Er  that  tbou  falle  in  homicide: 
'Whićhe  siane  is  now  so  generalia 
That  }t  wel  nie  stant  oucmH 
In  holy  churche,  as  elles  where^ 
But  all  thewhile  it  is  so  tbere> 
The  world  mot  nede  ikrę  amis. 
For  whan  the  wel  of  pitee  is, 
Through  couetise  of  worldes  good, 
DefouUed  with  shedyng  of  blood, 
The  remenant  of  folke  about 
Unnethe  stonden  in  any  dout 
To  werre  ecbe  other,  and  to  slea^ 
So  is  it  all  not  worth  a  strea 
Tbe  charitee,  wherof  we  prechen. 
For.  we  do  no  thyng  as  we  tecben. 

And  this  the  blynde  conscience       \ 
Of  pes  bath  lost  thilke  enidence, 
Wbiche  Christa  vpon  this  erth  taught. 
Nowe  maie  men  see  nnorder  and  manslattght 
Liche  as  it  was  by  daies  olde, 
Whan  men  tbe  sinnes  bought  and  solde. 

Facilitat  veiiic  occ^ionem  prcbet  4^|iQ<lueiidi« 


In  Orece  afore  Christes  fetthe 
I  redę,  as  tbe  Cronioke  seitb, 
Toucbend  of  this  matter  thua,    > 
In  thilke  tjrme  bowe  Peseus 
His  owne  breder  Phocus  slough. 
'  But  for  he  had  golde  enoagb 
To  yeue,  his  sinne  was  dispensed 
With  gokle,  wherof  it  was  compensed* 
Acastns,  wbiche  with  Yenos  was 
Hir  pńest|  assoylled  in  that  cas^ 
Al  were  there  no  lepentanoe. 

And  as  the  boke  maketh  remembranee^ 
It  telleth  of  Medee  also, 
Of  that  she  slough  hir  sanoes  two, 
Egeas  in  the  same  pUte 
Hath  madę  hir  of  hir  sonne  qnite. 

The  sonne  eke  of  Amphioras^ 
Whose  right  name  Alraeus  was. 
His  moder  slough  Eriphelee. 
But  Aehiloo  the  priest  and  hee, 
So  as  the  bokes  it  recorden. 
For  certain«  some  of  golde  acordeo, 
That  thilke  horrible  sinfull  dede 
Assoiled  was.    And  tbus  for  meda 
Of  worldes  good  it  fiUleth  oA.e> 
That  homicide  is  set  alofte 
Here  in  this  worlde:  but  after  thia 
There  sball  be  knowe,  how  that  it  la 
Of  hem,  that  suche  thynges  wurche. 
And  how  also  that  boly  churche 
Lete  suche  sinnes  passe  quite. 
Aod  how  thei  wolde  hem  selfe  acąoile 
Of  deadely  werres,  that  thei  make. 

For  who  that  wdlde  ensample  take, 
The  lawę,  whicbe  is  naturell. 
By  weye  of  kinde  sheweth  wel^ 
That  homicide  in  no  degree 
(Wbiche  werreth  ayeoe  charitee) 
Among  the  men  shnlde  not  dwelle; 

For  after  that  the  bokes  tdłe. 
To  seche  in  all  the  worlde  riche. 
Men  shall  not  finde  vpon  his  licha 
A  best  for  to  take  his  preye. 
And  sithen  kinde  hath  suche  aweye: 
Tban  is  it  wonder  of  a  man, 
Wbiche  kinde  hath,  and  raason  can» 
That  he  woli  either  morę  or  lasse 
His  kinde  and  raason  ouerpasse. 
And  slea  that  is  to  bym  sembhible, 
So  is  the  man  not  reasonable^ 
Ne  kinde,  and  that  is  not  honeste» 
Whan  he  is  worse  tban  a  beste.      ' . 

Nota  secundum  Solinum  contra  homicidas  de 
tura  cniusdam  auis  fiiciem  ad  similitudinem  In^ 
manam  habentis,  qux  cum  depreda  sua  homi- 
nem  iazta  fluuium  occiderit,  videritque  in  aqu^ 
similem  sibi  occisam,  statim  pr«  dolore  mo^ 
ritur. 

Amoso  tbe  bokes,  wbich  I  finde, 
Solinus  speketh  of  a  wonder  kinde. 
And  saith  of  foules  tbere  is  one, 
Whicbe  bath  a  iaoe  of  bloode  and  bonę, 
Uke  to  a  man  in  resemblance. 
And  if  it  falle  so  percbance, 
As  he,  whicbe  is  a  foule  of  praie, 
That  he  a  man  finde  in  bis  waye, 
He  woli  bym  slea,  if  tbat  be  maie. 
But  afterward  tha  same  daia^ 
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Whin  be  bath  fsaten  all  lais  felle; 
Aod  tbat  shall  be  beside  a  welle, 
In  whicbe  be  woU  drmke  take, 
Of  hit  Tisage  and  tbc  make, 
Tbat  be  batb  slajm,  anone  be  thinketb 
Of  his  misdede,  and  it  fortbioketb 
80  greatly,  tbat  tor  pure  sorowe 
fle  linetb  not  till  on  tbe  morowe. 

By  tbis  ennmple  it  maie  well  sewe, 
Tbat  mao  sball  faomicide  cscbewe. 
For  eoer  is  mercy  good  to  take. 
Bat  if  tbe  lawę  it  baAb  fbraake, 
ind  tbat  Jastioe  ra  tbere  aapayne. 
Foli  oft  time  I  baae  heide  saine 
łBODgM  bem  tbat  werres  badden. 
Bat  thd  somwhile  ber  cause  ladden 
B]r  mereie,  whan  tbei  migbt  baiie  slaine, 
Wberof  tbat  tbei  were  after  iaine. 

And  aoBoe,  if  tbat  tbou  wolt  reoorda 
The  yertue  of  Misericorde, 
Tbott  ligbe  neoer  thilke  place, 
Wbere  it  was  Tsed,  iacke  jrraoeb 
For  enery  lawe^  and  euery  kynde  . 
The  maas  wit  to  mercy  bynde, 
Aod  namely  tbe  wortbie  knigbtes, 
Whao  tbat  tbei  stonden  moste  Tpri^btety 
And  ben  moste  migbtie  for  to  grena  t 
The!  shaldcB  tben  moste  relene 
Hyin,  wbome  tbei  migbten  ooertbTOw: 
As  by  eoaample  maie  men  knowe. 

Hic  ponit  Confessor  exerapliim  de  pietate  contra 
bomicidinm  in  gnerris  babenda,  Et  narmt  qna- 
Kter  Acbilles  Tna  cnm  filio  sao  contra  regem 
Mesee,  ąm  tunc  Tbeocer  vocabatur,  bdlnm 
uueniDt,  Et  cum  Acbilles  dictum  regem  in  bello 
^oestratomoccidere  vo]ui8Bet,Tbelaphu8  pietate 
notiis,  ipsnm  clipeo  cooperiens  reoiam  pro  rege 
«  patre  poatniauit,  pro  qno  facto,  ipse  rex  ad 
buc  Tiuens  Tbelaphnm  regni  sui  beredem  libera 
Yotaotate  constituit* 

Bm  maie  not  fiiilen  of  bit  mede, 
That  batb  mercy.     For  tbis  i  redę. 
la  a  Crontke  I  fynde  tbus^ 
^ao  Acbilles  with  Telapbas 
His  sonoe,  towarde  Troie  were: 
li  fell  hem  er  tbei  come  tbere 
Areoe  Theucer  tbe  kynge  of  Mesę, 
To  make  warre,  and  for  to  sese 
IlU  londp,  as  tbei  tbat  wolden  reigne: 
Aod  Tbencer  pnt  ont  of  his  reigne. 

Afid  tbus  tbe  marcbes  tbei  assaile : 
B^Theuoer  yafeto  bem  bataile. 
^  &mgbten  on  botb  sides  fiute. 
]^  to  it  hapneth  at  laate, 
Tjń  wortbie  grekę  tbis  Acbilles, 
^  l^ynge  amonge  all  otber  cbes, 
^be  tbat  was  cniell  and  felle 
y»*b  swerde  in  bonde  on  bym  be  felle, 
m  smote  bym  with  a  deatbes  wonnde, 
Tfcat  he  Ynborsed  fdl  to  groande.  j 

Achilles  ypon  bym  aligbt, 
^  volde  anone,  as  he  well  roigbt, 
^>Be  slain  bim  fallicbe  in  tbe  place, 
^  Tbelaphus  bis  Ikders  grace 
J^  bym  besonght,  and  for  pitce 
I    *rayth,  tbat  he  wolde  let  bym  bee, 
Aod  caste  his  sheld  betweae  bem  twa. 

MiUcs  asketh  bym  wby  so. 
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And  Tbelaphus  his  cause  tolde. 
And  saith  that  he  ia  mocbell  bolde. 
For  whilome  Tbeucer  in  a  stede 
Oreat  grace  and  socoar  to  bym  dede. 
And  saith,  tbat  he  hitn  wolde  acąuite. 
And  praitb  his  &der  to  respite. 
Achilles  tbo  witbdrough  his  bonde. 
But  all  tbe  power  of  tlie  londe, 
Whan  that  tbei  sawe  ber  kynge  tbus  take, 
Tbei  fled,  and  batłien  tbe  felde  forsake. 

The  grekes  vnto  tbe  cbaas  fiUl, 
And  for  tbe  moste  parte  all 
Of  that  countrei  tbe  lordfs  great,  .. 
Tbei  toke  and  wonne  a  great  beyete. 
And  sonę  after  tbis  victorie 
Tbe  kynge,  whicbe  had  memorie, 
Upon  tbe  great  mereie  thougbt, 
Whiche  Tbelaphus  toward  bim  wrough^ 
And  in  presence  of  all  tbe  londe 
He  toke  bym  fayre  by  the  bonde. 
And  in  tbis  wise  he  gan  to  seie : 

My  sonne  I  mote  by  double  weia 
Loue  and  desire  thine  encres. 
Firste  for  thy  fader  Achilles 
Whilome  fuli  many  a  daie  er  this, 
Whan  I  shulde  haue  farę  amis, 
Rescoose  dyd  in  my  quarele. 
And  kept  all  myn  astate  in  hele. 
Howe  80  there  fali  nowe  distanca 
Amonge  vs,  yet  remembrance 
I  haue  of  mereie,  whicbe  he  dede 
As  tban:  and  thou  nowe  in  tbis  stede 
Of  gentjines,  and  of  franchesse 
Hast  do  mercy  the  same  I  gesse, 
So  woli  1  not,  that  any  tyme 
Be  loste,  of  tbat  tbou  hast  do  by  me. 
Por  how  so  tbis  fortunę  fali, 
Yet  stant  my  truste  abouen  all. 
For  tbe  mercy  whicbe  I  nowe  fynde, 
Tbat  tbou  wilt  after  thii  be  kynde. 
And  for  that  suche  is  minę  espeire. 
And  for  my  sonne  and  for  myn  beire 
I  tbe  reoeiue,  and  all  my  londe 
I  yeue  and  seise  into  thyn  hondę. 

And  in  tbis  wise  tbei  accorde, 
The  cause  was  misericorde. 
The  lordes  do  ber  obeisanco 
To  Tbelaphus,  and  purueiance. 
Was  madę,  so  tbat  he  was  coroned. 
And  thus  was  mereie  reguerdoned, 
Whicbe  be  to  Theucer  did  tofore. 

Lo  tbis  ehsample  is  madę  tberfore, 
Tbat  thou  might  take  remembrance 
My  son,  and  whan  tbou  seest  a  cbanee 
Of  otber  mens  passion, 
Take  pitce  and  compassion. 
And  let  no  thyng  to  tbe  be  teef, 
Whiche  to  an  otber  man  is  grefe. 

And  after  tbis  if  tbou  desire 
To  stende  ayene  the  vice  of  Ire^ 
CounseiU  the  with  pacience 
And  take  in  to  thy  conscience 
Mercy  to  be  thy  gouemour: 
So  shalt  tbou  fele  no  rancour, 
Wberof  thyn  bertę  shall  debatę 
With  homicide,  ne  with  bate. 
Por  cheste  or  melancolie 
Thou  shalt  be  softe  in  companie, 
Without  contecke  or  foolbast,   . 
For  elles  might  tbou  looge  waste 


OOWER^S  PO^S. 


Thy  tjrme,  er  tiut  tdoa  bane  thy  wille 
Of  loue,  for  the  WMdirstilte 
Men  preise,  and  Uame  tbe  tempettes* 

AMAKS. 

My  fader  I  woli  do  yow  bettes. 
And  of  tbis  point  ye  ha«e  tne  taugbt, 
Toward  my  selfe  the  better  sanght 
1  thinkebe,  wbiie  tbat  I  linę. 
Bot  for  as  ra«cbe  as  I  am  shriue 
Of  wratb,  and  all  his  ctrcnmstance: 
Yeoe  wbat  ye  )yste  to  my  peoaooe : 
And  aske  fortber  of  my  life, 
Yf  otberwise  I  be  gikife 
Of  any  tbynge,  tbat  umefaetfa  cimie. 

My  soone,  er  we  departe  a  twisM^ 
1  ihall  bebynde  nolbyng  leo^ 

AMANt. 

My  goodlader  by  yoor  tene, 
Tb«n  asketb  fortb  what  so  yoa  liste» 
For  I  haue  in  yon  tncfce  a  triste, 
As  ye  tbat  be  my  sonie  fade* 
Tbat  yefro  me  notbytige  well  hele. 
For  1  sball  tell  you  tbe  trontbe. 

GOHFBSMML 

My  sonne  art  tbon  cnlpable  of  dontbe 
In  any  poynt,  wbidbe  to  bym  longetb  ? 

AMAWt. 

My  fiider  of  tfao  pointes  me  longelh» 
To  witte  pleinly,  wbat  tbei  mene» 
So  tbat  I  maie  me  shrine  dene. 


Now  herkefi,  I  sball  tbo  pointes  deuise» 
And  Tndentonde  well  ftyn  apprise 

For  sbrifte  itgnt  of  no  value 
To  bym,  tbat  woH  bym  nougbt  Tertne 
To  laie  of  Tices  tbe  folie. 
For  worde  it  wynde,  bnt  tbe  maistiie 
Is  tbat  a  man  bym  selfe  defende 
Of  tbynge,  wbicbe  is  not  to  commende: 
Wberof  be  fewe  nowe  a  daie  s 
And  netbeles  so  as  I  maie 
Make  Fnto  tby  memorie  knową 
Tbe  pointes  of  slongh,  tbou  sbalt  knoir. 

Bzplieit  Uber  teitius. 


Bicnnt  aceidiam  fore  nntricem  Titionim, 
Torpet  et  in  cuntis  tardaqne  lenta  bonis. 

Soe  fieri  possent  bodie  transfert  piger  in  cras, 
Furatoqne  prius  hostia  claudit  equo. 

^Osseoti  tardo  negat  emolumenta  Cnpido: 

•    Sed  Yenus  in  cbleri  Indit  amore  Tiri. 

Hic  in  qnaito  libro  loąoitor  confessorde  speddns 
Accidie^  quaram  primnm  tardacionem  focat, 
cuins  coodicionem  pertractans  Amanti,  mper 
boc  consequent<r  opponit. 

INCIPIT  LIBER  UUARTUS, 

Upo«  the  rioes  to  pKwede 
After  tbe  canie  of  man  dede^ 


The  flrst  point  of  sfootb  I  csff    ' 
Łacbesse,  and  is  tbe  chief  ofall^ 
And  batb  tbis  properiy  of  ktndr 
To  lenen  all  tbyng  bebynde : 
Of  tbat  be  migfat  do  nowe  bera^ 
He  tarietb  all  tbe  longe  yere, 
And  eoermore  be  ntMk,  To  morowe. 
And  so  be  woU  bistyme  borowe. 
And  wisBbetb  after,  God  me  sande: 
Than  whan  be  wenetb  te 
Than  is  be  foftbest  to  bc^yw. 
Thns  bryngeUi  be  many 
CJnware,  till  tbat  be  be  meaobeued. 
And  maie  not  than  be  relened. 

And  rigbt  so  aolber  morę  ne  leaac^ 
łt  staot  <^  loue^  and  of  iacbesae. 
Some  tyme  be  sloutbetb  oo  a  daie 
Tbat  be  neoer  after  gete  małe. 

Nowe  soane  as  of  tbis  ilke  thynge, 
If  tbou  haue  any  knowlecbynge, 
Tbat  tbou  to  loue  hast  dooe  er  tbis. 
Telle  on.    My  good  foder  yis. 
As  of  lacbes  I  am  beknowe, 
Tbat  I  maie  stoade  Tpon  bis  rowe» 
As  1  tbatam  cladde  of  bis  snte. 
For  whan  1  thongbt  my  pwiafte. 
To  make,  and  tberto  set  a  daie 
To  speke  vnto  tbat  swete  maie, 
Łachesse  badde  abide  yit. 
And  bare  on  hondę  śt  was  no  wit^ 
Ne  tyme,  for  to  4>eke  as  tba 
Tbws  witii  bis  tsdes  to  and  fro 
My  tyme  in  tariyng  be  drongb: 
Wban  tbere  was  tyme  good  enougbf 
He.said  another  tyme  is  better, 
Tbou  sbalt  newe  senden  hir  a  letler: 
And  par  caas  write  morę  plein, 
Ulan  tbou  by  mo«th  dnrsteat  aelo. 

Tbus  bane  I  let  tyme  slider 
For  dontbe,  and  kept  not  my  tide: 
So  tbat  lacbes  witb  his  riee 
Fuli  ofte  batb  madę  my  wit  so  nioe. 
Tbat  wbat  I  tbougbt  to  spdcfe  <Mr  do« 
Witb  tarijmg  be  beld  me  so, 
Til  whan  I  wolde,  and  migbt  aoagbt, 
I  not  wbat  tbyng  was  in  my  tbombt: 
Or  it  was  drede,  or  it  was  sbnme, 
Bnt  eqpr  łn  emest  and  in  gamę, 
I  wote  tbere  is  longe  tyme  passedy 
Bnt  yet  is  not  the  loue  lasMd, 
Wbicbe  I  ^nto  my  ladie  bane. 
For  tbough  my  tonge  is  slow  to  orana 
At  all  tyme,  as  I  haue  bede, 
Myn  bert  staot  eoer  in  o  stodr, 
AinI  asketb  besilicbe  gnce, 
Tbe  wbicbe  I  maie  not  yet  embraee» 
And  god  wote  tbat  is  manlgre  myn. 
For  this  I  wote  rigbt  wel  aflnt 
My  grace  cometh  so  sdde  abonle, 
That  is  tbe  slootbe,  wbicbe  I  donbla 
Morę  than  of  all  tbe  rememuit, 
Wbicbe  is  to  loue  appartenaat. 

And  tbus  as  toocbeode  of  laebesaa^ 
As  I  haue  tolde,  I  me  oonfesse 
Td  you  my  fader,  I  besedko, 
Tbat  fertbeimore  ye  wol  me  tecbe. 
And  if  tbere  be  to  my  mattere 
Some  goodly  tale  for  to  here, 
How  I  maie  do  lacboase  awey, 
Tbat  ye  it  wolde  telle^  1  prey. 
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To  wisK  tbe  fbf  tenie  and  redę, 
Anoage  tbe  tatoi,  whiche  I  nit 
An  okfe  eatample  therrpoA 
Kowe  heriKD,  a»d  I  wol  trile  oii. 

Hic  fOMt  ConfeMor  esemplnn  otfatm  ittos,  qtti 
in  amoris  caasa  tardantes  delinąnoat  Et  nantit 
ąaaliter  Dido  legiDa  Cartaginis  Eneam,  ab  in- 
.oendiis  Troie  filgitiAim  in  atnorem  suam  gauisa 
Mscepit,  qoi  com  po»tea  in  partes  Italie  a  Car- 
tlagiiMi  beHatamm  ae  transtalit,  nimiamąue 
ibidem  mónm  ikciensy  tempos  redditns  sui  ad 
INdoneiB  7ltra  nodam  tardauit,  ipsa  intoUer- 
abili  dolore  concnaia,  soi  cordis  iatiina  gładk> 
tnnsfodit, 

Abaths  laekesfe  in  leoea  eaaa 

I  ffaide,  bowe  wbilóm  Eneas, 

Wbom  Ancbises  to  ittbiie  bad, 

'Wttb  gięat  oaniey  wbiebe  be  lad 

Fro  Troie,  airinetb  at  Caithage, 

Wbere  for  a  wbile  bis  berbage 

Hetoke^anditbetidso, 

Witb  bir,  wbicbe  wair  a  ^tieoe  tbo 

Oftbe  CiŁee»  his  acąueiotanoe 

He  waa,  whoa  name  in  remeinbituic^ 

li  yet,  and  Dido  sbe  wais  bote 

Wbicbe  ioaeth  Sneaa  so  bote 

Cpon  tbe  wordes*  whiebe  be  saide, 

That  all  bir  berta  on  bym  sbe  laids: 

And  did  all  wholy,  wbat  be  woldt. 

Botafter  tfaat,  as  it  be  shnlde, 

Fro  tbens  be  gotb  toward  ftayie 

By  sbjp,  and  tbere  bis  arriuayle 

HMb  Uke,  and  sb<^  bym  fbr  to  ride. 

Bat  sbe,  arhicbe  nuiie  not  longe  abida 
The  botłe  peine  of  ioues  throwe, 
Aooo  witbitt  a  litel  tbrowe 
A  tetter  vnto  Mr  fcuigbt  hatb  writte. 
And  did  bym  plainly  for  to  iritte : 
If  ke  nade  any  tariyoge 
To  drttcbe  of  bis  ayen  eomynge,  ' 
That  sbe  ne  nught  bym  fele  and  se«, 
Ae  sfauide  stonde  m  sacbe  degree, 
As  whilom  stode  a  swan  to  Ibre, 
Of  tbat  sbe  bad  bir  make  lorę, 
^  lorowe  a  fetber  ittto  brr  bra3rn« 
Ae  shoo^and  b«ib  hirselfe  slayoe. 

As  kynge  Henander  in  a  laye 
The  sooth  batb  fonde,  wbere  sbe  laye 
%n^a]deBd  with  hir  wjmges  twey, 
As  ihe  wbicbe  shfilde  tban  deye 
For  kme  of  bym*  wbicie  was  bir  make. 

And  80  sbal  I  do  for  Hiy  sake, 
Thii  qnene  saide,  wel  I  woŁe. 

Ło  to  Enee  tbua  sbe  wroCe,    . 
With  Buny  a  nother  wind  of  compleint. 

Bat  be,  whićbe  bad  bis  tbougbtes  fetnt 
Towaides  loae,  and  Ml  of  ślouth, 
His  tyme  iet,  and  thai  was  routbe. 
Bor  ^  wbicbe  louetb  bym  to  fore, 
'^csiretb  euer  morę  and  morę. 
And  wfaan  sbe  sawe  bym  tary  so, 
Hir  bert  was  so  ftill  of  wo, 
Tbst  oompleynend  manyfolde 
As  hatb  fairT>wne  tale  tolde 
uatobir  selffe,  aod  thas  sbe  spake. 

A  wbo  ibnd0  eoer  sncbe  a  lacke 
OTskiath  In  any  wortbyc  knigbt? 
Bmutte  I  wdlmj  deatb  ia^iglft 


» 


Tbrongb  bim,  wbich  sfaold  hane  be  my  fifc. 
Bnt  for  to  stynten  all  tbis  strife, 
Tbns  wban  sbe  sigbe  nonę  oiber  boola, 
Rigbt  euen  mto  hir  bert  roote 
A  naked  sweid  anone  sbe  tbrsste: 
And  tbns  sbe  gat  bir  selfb  reste. 
In  remembranoe  of  all  siowe 
Wberof  my  sonne  tbou  migbt  knowa^ 
Howe  tariynge  vpon  tbe  nede 
In  lones  caase^  is  for  to  drede. 
And  tbat  batb  Dido  sore  abongbt, 
Wbose  death  sball  eoer  be  betbougbt. 

And  euermore  if  I  sball  secbe 
In  tbis  matter  anotber  specbe^ 
In  a  Cronicke  I  finde  writte 
A  tale,  wbicbe  is  good  to  witte. 

Hic  loquitur  super  eodem,  ąnaliler  Penelope 
Ulyssem  maritnm  sunm  in  obsidione  Troie  dia* 
tias  morantem,  db  ipstus  ibidem  tardatioaem 
epistoła  sua  redarguit. 

At  Troie  wban  kyi^  Vlyssei 

Upon  tbe  sege  amonge  tbe  pres 

Of  bem,  tbat  wortbye  knigbtes  weia 

Abode  longe  tyme  stillethere: 

In  tbilke  tyme  a  man  maie  se 

Howe  goodly  tbat  Penelope, 

Whiebe  was  to  bym  bis  trewe  wilb, 

Of  bis  lacbesse  was  pleintife; 

Wberof  to  Troie  sbe  bym  seade   ' 

Hir  wille  by  łetter,  tbns  spekende: 
My  worthy  loue,  and  lorde  alao^ 

U  is  and  batb  be  eoer  so 

Tbat  wbere  a  womaa  ts  akme, 

It  maketb  a  raan  in  bis  personę 

Tbe  morę  hardye.fcr  to  wowe, 

In  bope  tbat  sbe  woMe  bowe 

To  sncbe  tbyng,  as  bis  wiMe  were, 

Wbile  tbat  hir  lorde  were  els  wbei«a 
AndofmyseltetteUethia.    - 

For  it  so  longe  passed  is 
Sitb  firite  tbat  ye  fitom  booM  weat» 
Tbat  welle  aigb  euery  man  is  wenC 
To  there  1  am,  wbile  ye  be  ont 
Had  madę,  and  ecbe  of  bem  aboiit  . 
Wbicbe  lone  can^  my  loue  sechalh, 
Witb  great  prayer,  and  me  besec^hetb* 
And  some  maken  great  manace^ 
Tbat  if  tbei  migbt  come  in  plaoe, 
Wbere  tbat  tbei  migbt  bir  wille  hant^ 
Tbere  is  no  tbynge  me  sbulde  saoOi 
Tbat  tbei  ne  wolde  worcb  thynges. 
And  some  telle  me  tidynges, 
Tbat  ye  ben  dead:  and  some  feyne;, 
Tbat  certainly  ye  ben  besejme 
To  lone  anewe,  and  leaue  me.    -- 
But  howe  as  ener  tbat  it  be, 
I  thonke  ^nto  tbe  goddes  all, 
As  yet  for  ougbt,  tbat  is  beMI, 
Maie  no  man  do  my  cbekes  redde: 
But  netbdes  it  is  to  dredde, 
Ttiat  lacbesse  in  eontinnance 
Fortune  migbt  snebe  a  obanoe, 
Wbicbe  no  man  after  sbnlde.amende^ 

Ło  tbns  tbis  ladie  eomplaynendcy 
A  łetter  ynto  bir  lorde  hatb  writte, 
And  prayde  bym,  tbat  be  wolde  will#-. 
And  tbinke,  howe  that  ihe  wat  al  bis. 
And  tbat  he  tarie  not  in  tbif :  ^ 


SC 
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But  that  he  wołde  bis  loue  ac<|uite 
To  hir  ayenewarde,  and  not  write. 
But  come  bym  selfe  in  mil  batte, 
Tbat  he  nonę  other  paper  waste: 
So  tbat  he  kepe»  and  bolde  bis  trouth, 
Without  lette  of  any  sloothe. 

Unto  hir  lortle  and  loue  liege 
To  Tniie,  where  tbe  great  siege 
Was  leide,  this  letter  was  conneide. 
And  he,  wbiche  wisedome  batb  purueid, 
Of  all  tbat  to  reason  belongeth, 
Witb  gentill  herte  it  ynderfongetb. 
And  wban  be  batb  it.oure  rady 
]n  parte,  be  was  rigbt  Inly  glad. 
And  eke  in  parte  he  was  diseased: 
But  loue  bis  bert  batb  so  tbrougb  seased 
With  pure  imaginacion, 
That  for  nonę  occupacion, 
Whiche  he  gan  take  on  otber  side, 
De  maie  not  flitte  bis  herte  aside, 
For  tbat  bis  wife  bym  bad  enformed, 
Wberof  he  batb  hym  selfe  conibrmed, 
With  all  tbe  will  of  bis  coorage. 
To  sbape  and  take  tbe  viage 
Homewarde,  what  tyme  tbat  he  maie, 
80  that  bym  tbinketh  of  adaie 
A  tboosande  yere  till  he  maie  se 
The  yisage  of  Penelope, 
Wbiche  be  desiretb  moste  of  all. 

And  wban  tbe  tyme  is  so  befoll, 
Tbat  Troie  was  distroied,  and  brent, 
He  madę  no  delayeroent. 
But  gotb  hym  borne  in  all  hie, 
Wbere  tbat  be  fonde  tofore  bis  eie 
His  wortbye  wife  in  good  estatiK 
And  thus  was  seased  tbe  debatę 
Of  loue,  and  sloutb  was  excnsed, 
Wbiche  doth  great  banne,  wher  it  is  Tsed, 
And  bindretb  many  a  cause  honest. 

Kota  adbuc  de  quodam  Astrologo  super  eodem, 
qui  ąuoddam  opus  ingeniosum,  quasi  ad  com* 
plementum  septemiios  perducens,  Tnius  dk^ 
menti  tardattone  omni  sui  operis  diligentiam 
penitus  frustrauit. 

For  of  tbe  great  derkę  Grostest 
I  redę,  bowe  busy  tbat  he  was 
Upon  tbe  clergie  an  bead  of  brat 
To  forge,  and  naike  it  for  to  telle 
Of  suche  thynges  as  befelle : 
And  seuen  yeres  besinesse 
He  laide,  but  for  the  lacbesse 
Of  balfe  a  minutę  of  an  boure, 
Fro  first  he  began  laboure, 
He  loste  all  tbat  he  bad  do. 

And  otber  wbile  it  fareth  so 
In  loues  cause,  wbo  is  slowe^ 
That  be  without  vnder  the  wowe 
By  night  stant  fuli  ofte  a  colde 
Wbiche  migbt,  if  tbat  be  bad  wolda 
His  tyme  kepte,  baue  be  within. 

Nota  adbuc  contra  tardationem  de  Tiiginibos 
latuis,  quae  nimiam  moram  imcientes,  intrante 
•ponso  ad  nuptias,  cum  ipso  non  introierunt* 

But  sloutb  maie  not  profit  wynne. 
But  be  may  singe  in  his  Cąrole, 
How  lale  ware  came  to  the  dole. 


Where  he  no  good  receyue  migbt^    ' 
And  tbat  was  proued  wellby  night, 
W^lom  of  the  maidens  fiue, 
Wban  thilke  lorde  came  for  to  wiat. 
For  tbat  ber  oyle  was  aweye 
To  ligbt  hym  ląmpes  in  bis  wey, 
Her  sloutb  brought  it  so  about, 
Fro  bym  that  thei  be  shette  without. 

Wherof  my  sonne  be  tbou  ware. 
Ais  ferfortb  as  I  telle  dare.  , 

For  slouthe  muste  ben  awaited: 
And  if  tbou  be  not  well  affaited 
In  loue,  to  escbewe  sloutfae. 
My  sonne  for  to  telle  troutbe, 
Tbou  migbt  not  of  thy  selfe  ben  able 
To  wynne  loue,  ot  make  it  stable: 
All  tbough  tbou  mightest  loue  acheuc. 

My  fisthertbat  I  maie  well  leue: 
But  me  was  neuer  assigned  place* 
Wbere  yet  to  gette  any  grace. 
Ne  me  was  no  suche  tyme  appointed. 
>  For  tban  I  wolde  I  were  vnioynted 
Of  euery  lymme  tbat  1  baue. 
And  I  ne  sbulde  kepe  and  saue 
Myn  houre  bothe,  and  eke  my  stede, 
If  my  lady  it  bad  bede. 
Bot  she  is  otberwise  auised, 
Tban  graunt  suche  a  tyme  assised. 
And  netbelesse  of  my  laehessey 
Tbere  betb  by  no  de&ulte  I  gesse 
Of  tyme  loste,  in  that  I  migbc 

But  yet  bir  lyketb  not  aligbt 
Upon  no  lure,  wbiche  I  caste. 
Por  ay  tbe  morę  I  crie  (aBie, 
The  lesse  bir  liketb  for  to  berę. 

So  for  to  speke  of  this  matere, 
1  seche  that  I  maie  not  finde: 
1  hastę,  and  euer  I  am  behynde, 
And  wote  not,  what  it  maie  amount. 
But  fotber  vpon  myn  aooompte, 
Wbiche  ye  ben  sette  to  examine 
Of  sbrifte*after  the  ditcipline: 
Saye  what  your  best  eounsaile  is. 

My  sonne  my  counseile  is  this, 
Howe  so  it  Btande  of  t3rme  ago^ 
Do  forthe  thy  besines  so, 
Tbat  no  lacbesse  in  tbe  be  founde. 
For  sloutbe  is  mtghty  to  confounde  ,  . 

The  spede  of  euery  maos  werke. 
For  many  a  vice,  as  saitb  the  clerke, 
Tbere  bongen  vpon  sloutbes  lappe, 
Of  suche  as  make  a  man  mishappe. 
To  pleinc  and  telle  of  Had  I  wist :  .    . 

And  thenrpon  if  that  tbe  listę 
To  knowe  of  sloutbes  cause  morę, 
In  speciall  yet  ouermpre 
Tbere  is  a  Tice  filii  greuable 
To  bym,  wbiche  is  therof  culpable : 
And  stant  of  all  Tertues  bare, 
Herę  after  as  I  shall  declare. 

Sui  nihil  attemptat,  nihil  espedit^  oreqiie  muto 

Munus  amicitie  tir  sibi  raro  capit. 
Est  modus  in  Terbis,  sed  ei  qui  parcR  amori 

Yerba  referre  sua  non  fauet  tIIus  amor. 

a  •  ■ 

Hic  loquitnr  Confessor  de  quadam  specie  Accidie, 
qus  pusłllanimitas  dicta  est,  cuiua  imagioatiiMk 
formido  neqttc  Tirtutes   aggredi,    neque  vitia 
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fiigere  aodet,  gicqiie  Ttriuaąue  yite  tam  actioe 
ąnaiii  coDtemplatkie  pneminm  non  atthigit. 

TOOCHBNDE  of  sloath  in  his  de^ree 
There  ii  yet  pusłllanimitee^ 
Whicbe  is  to  sale  in  thit  laogage^ 
He  tliat  bath  liUell  of  courage* 
And  dare  no  mana  werke  begynne : 
So  may  be  nougbt  by  reason  wynne. 
For  wbo  that  nougbt  dare  Tndertake, 
By  rigfat  be  shall  no  profit  take. 
Bat  of  tbis  Tice  tbe  natare 
Dare  notbyog  aette  in  auentare, 
Hyra  lacketb  botbe  worde  and  dede, 
Wberof  be  ghnlde  bis  caaae  spede : 
He  woU  no  manbode  vnderatonde : 
For  encr  be  bath  drede  ypon  bonde. 
AU  bis  perill,  tbat  be  sball  saie, 
Hym  thynketh  tbe  wolfe  is  in  tbe  waie: 
And  of  imaginacion 
He  maketb  bis  eycusacion. 
And  feignetb  canse  of  pure  drede. 
And  eoer  be  faileib  at  nede, 
Tfll  all  be  spilte,  that  be  with  dealetb, 
He  bath  tbe  sore,  whicbe  no  man  beletb^ 
Tbe  whicbe  is  cleped  Łacke  of  bertę : 
Tbottgb  euery  grace  aboute  bym  stertę, 
He  won  not  ones  stere  his  fote, 
So  tbat  by  reason  lese  be  mote, 
That  woli  not  annter  for  to  wynne. 

And  so  fortb  sonne,  if  we  begynne 
To  speke  of  lone  and  bis  sernice, 
There  ben  tmaates  In  suche  a  wise, 
That  laeken  bert,  wban  best  werc 
Tbei  speken  of  loue,  and  rigbt  for  fere 
Thei  waten  dombe,  and  dare  not  telle, 
WHbont  sowne,  as  dotbe  tbe  beJIe, 
Whicbe  bath  no  clapper  for  to  cbyme: 
And  rigbt  so  tbei,  as  for  tbe  tyme 
Ben  berteles  witbout  specbe, 
Of  looe  aod  dare  nothyng  besecbe: 
And  thus  tbei  lese,  and  wynne  nougbt. 

For  thy  my  sonne  if  thou  arte  ougbt 
CaJpable,  as  toucbendeof  this  slouthe, 
Sbrioe  tbe  therof,  and  tell  me  troutb. 

My  &der  I  am  all  beknowe, 
That  I  baue  ben  one  of  tbe  slowe, 
As  for  to  telle  in  loues  cas 
Myn  bertę  is  yet,  and  euer  was, 
Altboiigb  tbe  worlde  sbulde  all  to  breke 
So  fead^lł,  tbat  1  dare  not  speke, 
Of  wbat  purpoae  that  I  haue  nome, 
Wban  I  towarde  my  ladie  come : 
But  lette  it  p«s  and  ober  go. 

My  sonne  do  no  morę  so. 
For  after  tbat  a  man  pursnetA 
To  loue,  so  fortunę  sewetb 
Foli  ofte,  and  yeueth  hir  bappie  cbance 
To  bym,  whicbe  maketb  continuance 
To  preie  kme,  cmd  to  bepeche. 
Aa  by  ensampte  I  sball  tbe  teche. 

Hic  in  aiDońs  causa  loąuitur  contra  pn^Uanimes, 
Ec  dlcit  qae  amans,  pro  timore  yerbis  obtu- 
meseere  non-  debet,  sed  concinando  preces  sui 
amoris  expeditionem  tutius  pro«equatur,  Et 
ponit  Confessor  exemplum,  ąualiter  Pigmalion 
piv>  eo  quod  preces  continuatiit.  quandam  ima- 
ginem  eburneam,  cutus  pulchritudinis  c6hcn- 
piacentia  iIlaqaeato8  extitit,  in  camem  et  san* 
ginem  ad  latuf  mma  tranfonnatam  sentiit 
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I  FTMDB,  bow  whilom  there  was  one, 
Whose  name  was  Pigmalion, 
Whicbe  was  a  lustie  man  of  youthe: 
The  werkes  of  entaile  he  couthe 
Aboue  all  other  men  as  tho: 
And  through  fortunę  it  feił  hym  so, 
As  he,  whom  loue  sball  trauaile, 
He  madę  an  image  of  entaile. 
Liche  to  a  woman  in  semblance, 
Of  feature,  and  of  conntenance, 
So  foyre  yet  neuer  was  figurę, 
Right  as  a  liues  creature 
She  semetb.    For  of  yuor  wbite 
He  hath  it  wrought  of  suche  delite. 
She  was  rodie  on  the  cheke : 
And  redde  vpon  hir  lippes  eke : 
Wherof  tbat  he  him  selfe  begyletb. 
For  with  a  goodly  loke  she  smileth: 
So  tbat  through  pure  impression 
Of  his  imaginacibn, 
With  all  the  herte  of  his  courage 
Hfs  loue  vpon  this  faire  image 
He  set:  and  hir  of  loue  praide. 
But  she  no  worde  ayenewdrde  saide. 

The  longe  daie  wbat  thynge  he  dedt 
This  image  in  the  same  stade 
Was  euer  by :  that  at  meate 
He  wolde  hir  serue,  and  ptaide  hir  eate. 
And  put  mto  hir.montfa  tbe  cup. 
And  wban  the  borde  wastaken  Tp 
He  bath  hir  vnto  his  chambre  nome: 
And  after  whan  tbe  night  was  come, 
He  leide  hir  in  bedde  all  naked. 
He  was  forwepte,  he  was  forwaked, 
He  kiste  hir  ooide  lippes  ofte. 
And  wissheth,  tbat  thei  were  softe. 
And  ofte  be  rowneth  in  hir  eare. 
And  ofte  his  arme  now  here  now  there 
He  laide,  as  he  hir  wolde  enbrace: 
And  euer  amonge  be  asketh  grace, 
As  tbough  she  wist  wbat  it  ment. 
And  thus  hym  selfe  he  gan  tonrment 
With  suche  disease  of  loues  peyne, 
That  no  man  migbt  bym  morę  peine. 
But  howe  it  were  of  his  penance 
He  madę  suche  conntenance 
Fro  daie  to  night,  and  praide  so  longe, 
That  his  praier  is  vnderfonge, 
Whicbe  Yenns  of  hir  grace  herde 
By  night,  and  wban  that  he  werst  (erde. 
And  it  laie  naked  in  bis  arme, 
The  colde  image  be  felte  warme 
Or  fiesshe  and  bonę,  and  fuli  of  lite. 

Lo  Łhus  he  wannę  a  lustie  wife, 
Whicbe  obeisant  was  at  bis  will. 
And  if  he  wolde  haue  holde  him  still. 
And  nothyng  spoke,  he  sbuld  baue  failed* 
But'for  he  hath  bis  worde  traoailed. 
And  durst  speke,  his  loue  be  spedde. 
And  had  all  tbat  be  wolde  abedde. 
For  er  tbei  went  than  a  two 
A  knaue  cbilde  betwene  hem  two 
Thei  gate,  whicbe  was  after  bote 
Papbus,  of  whom  yet  bath  the  notę 
A  certaine  ile,  whiche  Paphos 
Men  clepe,  and  of  his  name  it  rosę. 

By  this  ensample  thou  migbt  fynde, 
That  worde  maie  worcbe  aboue  kynda. 
For  thy  my  sonne  if  that  thou  spare 
To  speake,  loste  is  all  thy  fore. 
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For  ilouth  briafeib  in  sil  w» 
And  ouer  this  to  loke  alto. 
The  god  of  lone  u  fauounUe 
To  beiDy  that  ben  of  loue  stabte: 
And  many  a  wondi^e  haiUi  befołl. 
Wherof  to  spetMce  amoofei -all, 
U  that  je  listę  to  takan  hede, 
Therof  a  solemne  tale  I  rede« 
Wbiche  1  shall  tell  in  renembrance, 
Upon  tbe  sorte  of  louaa  oJItaaoe. 


OOWX»'A  POOUL 


Hic  ponit  exemplain  super  eodem,  ąualiter  rez 
Ligdus  vzori  sne  Thelacttse  pręg naoU  mioaba' 
tar,  qix>d  si^iam  pararet^  inians  occideretur. 

.  que  tamen  pbstea  cum  filiam  ediderat,  Isis  dea 
partns  tnnc  presens  filiam  nomine  Ipbi  appel- 
lari  ipsam<|ue  morę  maaculi  aducare  admonuit, 
quam  pater  filium  credensi  ipsam  io  marita- 
giom  fllie  cuiusdam  principia  etate  solida  cop^ji" 
laait)  Sed  cum  Ipbis  debitum  soi  coniugii,  vnde 
soluere  non  habuit,  deos  in  sui  adiutorium  inter- 
pellabat,  qai  super  hoc  miserti  iemineam  genw 
in  masculinum  ob  efiectum  Batm«  in  Ipbe  per 
omnia  transmutamnt. 

Thb  kynge  Ligdus  vpoii  a  strUb 
Spake  vnto  Thelacuse  bis  wife, 
Whicbe  tban  was  with  cbilde  gneaŁ: 
He  swore,it  skoliie  aonght  be  letCe, 
That  if  she  bane  a  doogtiter  borę, 
That  it  ne  sbulde  be  ibriofe, 
And  slayne':  -wheraf  ahe  sory  was. 
So  it  beiell  vpon  Ibis  cas, 
lirban  she  delhiered  sbulde  bee^ 
Isis  by  nigbte  in  pimitee 
(Wbiche  of  chiMyng  is  tbe  goddesae) 
Came  for  to  helpa  in  tiiat  disti«sac» 
TUI  that  this  ladie  «m  aU  smałl, 
And  bad  a  dottglitar  fortb  with  all^ 
Wbiche  tbe  goddesse  io  aU  ireie 
Bad  kepe,  and  that  tbei  ahuMe  seie, 
It  were  a  sonne:  And  Thus  Ipbis 
Tbei  named  him:  usd  rpoo  this 
The  fotber  was  jnade  for  to  wene» 
And  thus  in  obambre  with  tbe  queiia 
Tbis  Ipbis  was  fortfae  drawe  tho 
And  ciotbedy  and  arraied  so 
Kigbt  as  a  ky^es  eenne  ahoMe, 
Tyli  ailer,  as  fortunę  it  wolde, 
Wban  it  was  of  tenoe  yere  age» 
Hym  was  betake  łn  isariage 
A  dukes  doughter  for  to  wcdd^, 
Whicbe  launte  higbt,  and  ofte  a  bedde 
These  chiUlren  laie,  she  and  be, 
Wbiche  of  one  age  both  be: 
So  that  within  tyme  of  yerea, 
To  getber  as  tbei  ben  play  f«reSy 
Łiggendesibedde  vpQin  a  nigbt 
Naturę,  whicbe  dotŁ  taery  wigUt 
Upon  hir  lawę  for  to  inase, 
Constreigneth  hem,  so  tbat  tbei  ysa 
Thyng,  whicbe  to  hem  was  aU-^nkaOW, 
Wherof  Cupide  thiike  throwe 
Tóke  pitee  for  tbe  great  loue. 
And  let  do  sette  kynde  abouet 
So  that  hir  lawę  maie  ben  rsfed, 
And  tbei  vpon  ber  luste  excused# 
For  loue  hatcth  nothynge  morę 
Tban  thyng,  wbidie  staat  ayenst  tbe  lore^ 
Of  that  naturę  tn  kynde  hatb  set« 
For  thy  Copide  hath  so  besette 


Her  graoe  ?  pan  ttńi  anentwc^ 
That  be  aocenlant  to  natura. 

Wban  tbat  be  sigb  his  time  bett, 
That  ecbe  of  hem  hath  other  keit, 
Transfbrmeth  Iphe  into  a  ipan; 
Wherof  tbe  kynde  lone  be  wan 
Of  lusty  yougth,  lante  bis  wife. 
And  tho  thei  ledde  a  meryly^ 
Wbiche  was  to  kynde  nonę  ofleoce. 

And  thus  to  take  an  enidencć, 
It  semeth  loue  is  wdwlllende 
To  hem  that  be  continuende 
With  besie  bertę  to  pursue 
Thynge,  wbiche  that  is  to  loue  dne: 
Wberof  my  sonne  in  this  matere 
Thou  mightensample  taken  here, 
Tbat  with  thy  great  besńaesse 
Thou  might  alteine  tbe  richesse, 
Of  loue,  tbat  there  be  no  flilónth. 

I  dare  well  saie  by  my  troutb. 
Ais  forre  as  my  witte  can  secbe. 
My  father,  as  for  lacke  of  spechCj 
But  so  as  I  me  sbrofe  tofore, 
There  is  nonę  other  time  lorei  ' 
Wherof  there  might  be  obstacle 
To  lette  loue  of  his  mirade, 
Wbiche  I  teseohe  daie  and  night* 
But  fother  so  as  it  is  right, 
In  formę  of  shrifte  to  be  knowe, 
What  thyng  belongeth  to  the  dowe^ 
Your  fotberbode  1  woll  preye^ 
If  there  be  foither  any  weye 
Touchende  vnto  this  ilke  vice. 

My  sonne  ye,  of  this  ofiice 
There  semeth  one  in  speciall, 
Whicbe  lost  hath  his  memoriaH  :^ 
So  tbat  be  can  no  wit  witholde 
In  thyng,  whicbe  he  to  kepe  his  holde : 
Wherof  fuli  ofte  hym  selfo  he  greueth. 
And  who  that  moste  ypon  hym  leuetb, 
Wban  that  his  wittes  ben  so  weiucd, 
He  maie  fuli  lightly  he  decelued. 


Mentłbus  oUitus  ałtenis  labitur  ille» 
Suem  probat  accidia  non  meminisse  sut. 

Sic  amor  incautus,  qui  non  memoratus  ad  hon% 
Peidit,  et  oflfeudlt,  quod  cuperare  neqttit. 

Hic  tractat  Confossor  de  Titio  obliulonis,  qiiaflk 
mater  eius  Accidia  ad  omnes  Tlrtutum  memo- 
rias,  necnon  et  in  amoris  caosa  immemoreai  se 
constitnit. 

To  serue  Aocidre  in  his  office 
There  is  of  slouth  an  other  yice,    . 
Whiche  is  cleped  Foryettilnes, 
That  nought  maie  in  bis  herte  impresse 
Of  vertu<*,  whicbe  reason  hath  set, 
So  clene  his  wittes  he  foryete. 
For  in  tellyng  of  bis  tale 
No  morę  his  herte  tban  hts  małe 
Hatb  remembrance  of  thilke  fourme, 
Wherof  he  sbulde  his  witte  enfoume 
As  than»  and  yet  ae  wote  wfay. 
Thus  is  his  purpoae  nought  for  thy 
Forlore*  of  that  be  wohle  abidde 
And  soarsely  if  he  seeCh  tbe  thridde 
To  loue  of  that  he  bad  manŁ 
Tbu^tnany  a  loner  hath  be  sheatt 
Telle  on  fortber,  hast  thou  ben  one 
Of  bem»  that  hath  sbatli  be^MMol 
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Ye  frCher  ofte  1 1  hatk  ben  so, 

Tbit  whan  I  am  my  ladie  fro, 

Aod  tbjrnke  yntowarde  bir  dniwey 

Thia  casi  I  many  a  newe  lawe. 

And  all  tbe  workle  Urarne  tp  so  dowDe : 

Aad  to  reoorde  I  my  leswn, 

And  write  io  my  memorialł, 

WhatltohirtellesłMłl 

Ugbt  all  Łbe  matter  of  my  tale : 

Bet  all  Dis  worthe  a  antte  sbale. 

]^»r  vfaan  I  come  theie  she  it, 

I  kaue  it  all  foiyete  iwis, 

Of  tbat  I  tbongbt  for  to  telle, 

I  caa  oot  tban  ▼mMthes  speHe, 

That  1  wende  altber  best  aaiie  redde; 

So  ton  of  bir  I  am  adrede. 

For  as  a  maji  that  todeinly 
AfDOBt  bebel^by  so fisre  I: 
So  tbat  for  feare  I  can  nougbt  gette 
My  wit:  bot  I  my  selfe  foryete, 
*nHC  I  wote  neaer,  wfaat  I  am» 
Newbitber  I  sball,  ne  wheo  I  cam : 
^  iiHMe,as  be  that  were  amased, 
Uebe  to  the  boke^  id  whicbe  is  raacd 
^  ktter,  and  maie  notbyng  be  radde  x 
So  bea  ny  witiea  oneriadde, 
||Vt  what  as  eoer  I  ttioagbt  baae  tpoken 
u  ii  oot  of  myn  herte  itoken 
Aod  stoode,  as  «rho  aaitb,  dombe  aad  defe, 
Tkat  all  nis  woith  an  Jaye  lafa^ 
Of  tbst  I  wende  well  baoe  saide : 
^  at  laste  I  make  abrayde, 
Lm  f p  myli  beed,  and  Me  abooCe, 
^Vlit  08  a  man,  tbat  were  in  doute, 
Aid  vote  not,  where  he  sbaU  become. 
^]|"<aiB  I  ofte  all  ouercome, 
'kcreasiwende  best  to  atonde. 

B«tafterwban  1  ?ndefStoiide, 
lad  ao  in  otber  place  akme, 
I  Bike  Buny  a  woCoM  mene 
^"lo  Dy  sełfe,  and  speke  so. 

Afoole,wbeTe  waa  tiiyne  bertę  tbo, 
^tboa  tby  worthie  ladie  sie? 
^aetbonafetcdoTbireie? 
^of  Ur  bonde  there  is  no  dreade, 
Jj|*^l  I  kaowe  bir  woman  hęade, 
]J^  in  bir  is  no  morę  oaltrage 
^^■•cbildeoftbreyereage.  ' 
^|[^r  bast  tboo  drede  of  so  good  OM  ^ 
![^  sil  Tertoe  bath  begone, 
^io  bir  is  no  TioleBce, 
*|[^fBodlibede,  and  iBnocenee, 
'''^t  9otte  of  any  bhunc. 

A  nyee  bertę,  Ae  for  shame. 
^••yde  bertę  of  knie  vnlered, 
*|^^artetbon  so  sore  afered  ? 
]« tkon  tby  tonge  raffirest  frese, 
^Ijj^^olte 0)y  |ood  woides  lese, 
^°tt  thoo  Inst  i»Dde  tyme  aod  space, 
^iboMest  thoii  desenie  grace? 
^^  thoB  thy  selfe  darst  aske  nonę, 
"^  att  tbon  bast  fory  ete  aiione. 

Aad  tbus  dispute  tn  looes  lorę, 
£11  Upe  ne  llnde  1  nougbt  tbe  mofe, 
^  >toiable  rpon  myn  owne  treinei 
Ąadnake  an  ekynge  of  my  peine. 


^  teit  aa  be  betveQe'two  Molee 


Tbat  wolde  sitte,  and  goih  to  grouil46  > 
It  was,  ne  neuer  shaU  be  fbnnde 
Betwene  Foryettilnes  «nd  Drede, 
That  man  shulde  any  canse  spede. 

And  tbiis  myn  boly  fatber  der9» 
Tbwarde  my  selfe,  as  ye  mąy  heie^ 
I  płeine  of  my  foryettilnes : 
But  elles  all  the  businesse, 
That  maie  be  take  of  mans  thougbt. 
My  bert  taketh,  ^nd  is  tbrough  sougbf 
To  thinken  ener  vpOQ  that  swete 
Witbouten  ilootbe  I  yoa  by  hete. 

For  what  so  falle  or  wde  or  wo» . 
That  thougbt  foryete  I  neoermo, 
Wbere  so  I  laqgb,  or  so  I  lourą* 
Not  halfe  a  minutę  of  an  houre 
Ne  might  I  lette  out  of  my  mynde^ 
Bot  if  I  thougbt  Tpon  that  hende, 
Therof  me*slull  no  sloutb  lette, 
TtU  death  oqt  of  this  worlde  me  fettf » 
Ali  tbougb  1  bad  on  suche  a  ryngy 
As  Moyses,  tbroiigb  his  enchantyng 

ISometyme  jn  Ethiope  mede, 
Whan  that  he  Tharbif  wedded  bad. 
Whicbe  rynge  bare  of  obUuion 
Tbe  nąme>  and  that  was  by  ręasoą. 
That  wliere  on  a  finger  it  sate^ 
Anone  his  looe  he  so  foryatOf 
As  tbougb  be  had  it  oeuer  knowe» 
And  so  it  felle  that  ilke  tbrowe 
Whan  Thtrbis  had  it  on  bir  honde» 
No  knowlageyng  of  b^m  the  fonde^ 
Bot  all  was  cleane  out  of  m^morie, 
As  men  maie  redę  in  hi«  sWrie. 
And  tbus  he  went  ąuite  awaie, 
1^1  neuer  after  thilke  daie 
She  thoiight,  that  there  was  suche  oną, 
AU  was  foryete,  and  ouergone. 

But  in  good  feitb  so  maie  niot  I. 
For  she  is  eoer  foste  by 
So  nigh,  that  she  myn  herte  toucheth, 
That  for  no  thiog  that  tlouth  youchetli, 
I  tuaie  foryete  bir  lefe  ne  lotb.   • 
For  ouer  all  wbere  as  she  goth, 
Myn  bertę  foloweth  bir  aboute. 

Tbus  maie  I  saie  witbouten  doute. 
For  bet,  for  wers,  for  ought,  for  nougbt 

She  passeth  neuer  fro  my  thougbt. 
But  whan  I  am  there,  as  she  is, 
Myn  bert,  as  I  you  saide  er  this* 

Somtyme  of  bir  is  sore  ad^dde^ 

And  sometyme  is  ouergladde, 

All  out  of  reule^  and  ont  of  spaot* 

For  whan  I  se  bir  goodly  face. 

And  thinke  rpon  hir  high  priie, 

As  tbougb  1  were  in  Paradise 

I  am  so  rauissbed  of  tbe  sight, 

That  speke  vnto  bir  I  ne  might, 

As  for  the  tyme,  tbougb  I  wolde* 

For  I  ne  maie  my  witte  ynfolde 

To  finde  o  woide  of  that  I  meane. 

But  it  is  all  foryete  cleane. 

And  tbougb  I  Monde  there  a  miJe, 

All  is  foryete  for  the  wbile. 

A  tongo.1  bane,  and  wordes  nonę ; 

And  thus  I  stonde,  and  thinke  ald  \ę  • 

Of  tbyng^  that  helpetb  ofte  nougbt : 

But  what  I  bad  afore  thougbt 

To  speake,  whan  I  come  there 

It  is  foryete,  as  noiąght  ne  were« 
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And  sŁonde  amased,  and  assoted, 
Thai  of  no  thyng,  whiche  I  haue  notod, 
1  can  not  tban  a  notę  singe. 
But  all  is  out  of  knowlageyng. 

Thus  what  for  ioy,  and  what  for  drede, 
Ali  is  foryeten  at  nede : 
So  that  my  iather  of  this  iloutb 
I  haue  you  saide  the  plaine  trontb : 
Ye  maie  it,  as  ye  listę;  redresse. 
For  thus  stant  my  foryettilnesse^ 
And  eke  my  pusillanimłtee : 
Say  nowe  forth,  what  ye  listę,  to  mee. 
For  I  woli  onely  do  by  yoo. 

My  son  I  haue  well  h«rd,  how  thoa 
Hast  saydy  and  that  tbou  must  amende. 
For  lone  his  grace  woU  not  sende 
To  that  man,  whiche  dare  aske  nooe. 
For  this  we  Icnowen  euericbone, 
A  mansthought  without  speche 
God  wote :  and  yet  that  men  beseche, 
His  will  is :  for 'without  bedis 
He  dothe  his  grace  in  fewe  stedis. 
And  what  man  that  foryete  hym  selue, 
Amonge  a  tboiisande  be  not  twelue, 
That  woli  hym  take  in  remembrance. 
But  let  bym  iall  and  take  his  chance.  • 
For  thy  puli  vp  a  besie  herte 
l4y  sonne,  and  let  nothynge  asterte 
Of  louefro  thy  besinesse. 
For  toiuchynge  of  foryettilnesse, 
Whiche  many  a  loue  hath  set  behynde^ 
A  tale  of  great  ensample  I  fynde : 
Wherof  it  is  pitce  to  witte 
In  the  maner  as  it  is  writte. 

Hic  in  amoris  causa  contra  obliuiosos  pooit  Con- 
fessor  exemplum,  qualiter  Demophon  yersus 
bellum  Troianum  itinerando  a  Pbilli  de  Rodo- 
pea  regina  non  tantum  in  bospicium,  sed  etiam 
in  amorem  gaudio  magno  susceptus  est,  ąni 
postea  ab  ipsa  Troie  descendens  rediturum  in- 
fra  certiAn  tempus  fidelissime  se  compromisit: 
sed  quia  huiusmodi  promissionis  diem  statntum 
post^  modum  oblitus  est,  Phillts  obliuionem  De- 
mophontis  lachrymis  primo  depfangens,  tandem 
cordula  collo  suo  cercumligata  se  mortuam  su»- 
pendit. 

Kykgb  Demophon  whan  he  by  ship 
To  Troie  warde  witb  felaoship, 
Seylend  goth  ypon  his  weie, 
It  hapneth  hym  at  Rodopeic, 
As  .^lus  hym  had  blowe 
To  londe,  and  rested  fbr  a  tbrowe. 
And  feli  that  ylke  tyme  thns, 
That  the  doughter  of  Lycurg us, 
Whiche  qacne  was. of  the  countree. 
Was  soioumed  in  that  Citec, 
Within  a  castell  nigb  thestronde, 
Where  Deinophon  cam  vp  to  londe: 
Philles  she  higbt,  and  of  yonge  age. 
And  of  statnre,  and  of  visage 
Slie  bad  all  that  hir  best  besemeth. 

Of  Demophon  rtght  well  hir  quemetby 
Whan'  he  was  come,  and  roade  hym  chere. 
And  be  that  was  of  his  manere 
A  luttie  knight,  ne  might  asterte 
That  he  oe  set  on  hir  his  herte : 
So  that  within  a  daie  or  two 
He  thoughty  howe  cuer  tbat  it^. 


He  wolde  assaie  the  fortunę. 

And  gan  to  comune 

With  goodly  wordes  in  bir  erel 

And  for  to  put  hir  ońt  of  fere, 

He  swore,  and  hath  his  troutb  plight 

To  be  for  euer  hir  owne  knigbt. 

And  thus  with  hir  he  stiłl  abode 
Tbere;  while  his  ship  on  anker  rode,  ' 
And  had  enough  of  tyme  and  space 
To  speke  of  loue,  and  seke  grace. 

Thi.H  ladie  herde  all  that  be  saide, 
Howe  he  swore,  and  howe  he  praide, 
Whiche  was  an  enchaotment 
To  bir,  that  was  as  an  innocent 
As  though  it  were  troutbe  and  feith 
She  leueth  all,  that  euer  he  seith : 
And  as  hir  fortunę  shulde^ 
She  graunteth  hym,  all  that  he  wolde. 

Thus  was  he  for  the  time  in  ioye 
Till  that  he  shulde  go  to  Troye : 
But  tho  she  madę  mochell  sorowe. 
And  he  his  trouth  ieyd  to  borowe 
To  come,  and  if  that  be  liue  maie 
Ageine,  within  a  moneth  daie, 
Andt  thenipon  thei  kisten  botbe. 
But  were  hym  leef  or  were  hym  loth. 
To  ship  he  goth,  and  fortb  he  went 
To  Troye,  as  was  his  fint  entent. 

The  daies  go>  the  moneth  passetb, 
Hir  loue  encreseth,  and  his  lasseth. 
Fbr  hym  she  loste  ślepe  and  mete^ 
And  he  his  tyme  hath  all  foryete, 
So  that  this  wofoll  yonge  quene, 
Whiche  wote  not  what  it  might  mene, 
A  letter  sent,  and  prayd  hym  come. 
And  saith,  howe  she  is  ouerocHne 
With  strength  of  loue,  in  sucbe  a  wise, 
That  she  not  longe  maie  suffise 
To  lyuen  out  of  his  presence  s 
And  put  Tpon  his  conscience 
The  troutbe^  whiche  he  hath  behote, 
Wherof  she  loueth  hym  so  hote. 
She  saith,  that  if  he  lenger  lette 
Of  sucbe  a  daie  as  she  hym  sette, 
She  shulde  stenien  in  his  slouthe, 
Whiche  ware  a  shame  vnto  bis  troutbe. 

This  letter  is  ibrtb  vpon  hir  sondę, 
Wherof  somdele  eomfort  on  hondę 
She  toke,  as  she  that  wolde  abide : 
And  waiteth  Tpon  tbat  ylke  tide, 
Whiche  she  hath  in  hir  letter  write. 

But  nowe  is  pitee  for  to  wite. 
As  he  did  erst,  so  he  forgate 
His  tyme  eflsoone,  and  ooer  sate. 
But  sbe,  whiche  might  not  do  so, 
The  tide  awaiteth  euermo. 
And  caste  bir  eie  vpon  the  sea, 
Somtyme  naie,  somtytne  yea, 
Somtyme  hecam,  somtyme  nought. 
Thus  she  di^puteth  in  tur  thougbt, 
And  wote  not  wbat  she  thynke  maie. 
Bot  fastende  all  the  longe  daie 
She  was,  in  to  the  derkę  night. 
And  tho  she  bath  do  set  vp  light 
In  a  lanterne  on  high  alofte 
Upon  a'toure,wbere  she  goth  oile 
In  hope,  that  in  his  comyng 
He  shulde  see  the  light  brennyng 
Wherof  he  might  his  weies  right 
To  come,  wbere  she  was  by  nigbt* 
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Bot  all  for  nooghty  she  was  deeeiued. 

For  Yeiras  hath  bir  bope  weiaed. 

And  abewed  bir  tpon  tbe  skie, 

How  that  tbe  daie  was  Hst  by, 

So  tbat  witbin  a  littell  throwe 

Tbe  daiesligbt  sbemigbt  knowe. 

Tbo  sbe  bebdd  the  sea  at  large. 

And  whan  sbe  sigb  there  was  no  barge, 

Ne  sfaip,  ais  fer  as  she  maie  keDoe. 

Downe  firo  the  touie  sbe  gan  to  renne 

In  to  an  berber  aU  hirowDe^ 

Where  many  a  wonder  wofiill  moue 

Sfbe  madę,  tbat  no  Iffe  it  wist 

Aa  she,  wbiche  all  bir  ioie  mist : 

Tbat  DOW  sbe  swocmetb,  now  sbe  pleinetb. 

And  a]l  bir  &ce  she  distetnethy 

With  teres,  wbicbe  as  of  a  weU 

The  stremes  firom  bir  eien  fell : 

So  as  sbe  migbt,  and  euer  in  one 

Sbe  cleped  rpon  D^mopboon, 

And  saide:  Alias  tboa  slowe  wigbt, 

Tbeie  was  neoer  suche  a  knigbt, 

Tbat  so  tbroiigb  bis  ▼ngentihiesse, 

Of  sloiiUie,  and  óf  foryettilnesse 

Ayenst  bis  troutbe  breketh  bis  steuen. 

And  tbo  bir  eie  Tp  to  tbe  heuen 
Sbe  cast,  and  sayde :  O  tbou  vnky nde, 
Herę  sbalŁ  tboa  ttarongb  tby  slooth  finde, 
(If  tbat  tbe  listę  to  come  and  see) 
A  bdy  dede  for  lone  of  tbee, 
So  as  I  sball  my  selne  spili 
Whom,  if  it  bad  be  tby  will, 
Thoo  migbtoBt  saue  well  enongh. 

Witb  tbat  Tpon  a  grene  boagb  . 
A  seynt  of  sylke,  wbicbe  she  there  bad 
Sbe  knit :  and  so  bir  selfe  sbe  lad,  « 

Tbat  sbe  abont  bir  wbite  swere 
U  dyd,  and  benge  bir  selfe  there. 

Wberof  tbe  goddes  were  amoued, 
And  Demopbon  was  reproued, 
Tbat  of  tbe  goddes  prouidence        ' 
Was  sbape  suche  an  enidence 
Eoer  afterwarde  ayene  tbe  slowe, 
Tbat  Pbillłs  in  tbe  same  throwe 
Was  sbape  Into  a  nutte  tree, 
Tbat  alt  men  it  migbt  see : 
And  after  Pbillis  Philbeid 
Tbis  tree  was  cleped  in  tbe  yerd. 
And  yćtfor  Demopbon  to  sbame, 
In  to  tbis  daie  it  beareth  tbe  name.     . 

Tbis  wofiill  cbance  bowe  tbat  it  ferde 
Asone  as  Demopbon  it  beide, 
Aad  eaery  man  it  bad  in  specbe. 
His  sorowe  was  not  tbo  to  seche: 
He  gaa  bis  sloutbe  for  to.bannc, 
Bbt  it  was  all  to  late  tbanne. 

Lo  tlms  my  sonne  migbt  tbon  wite 
Ayene  tbis  Tice  how  it  is  write. 
For  no  man  maie  tbe  barme  gesse, 
Tbat  fallen  tbrongb  foryettilnesse, 
Wberof  tbat  I  tby  sbrifte  bane  beide. 
Bat  yet  of  slontbe  bowe  it  hath  forde 
la  other  wise  1  thinke  opposc, 
If  tbOB  bane  gylt,  as  I  suppose. 

Ikm  plantaie  licet,  caltor  qui  negligit  ortam, 
Si  desintinictos,  imputat  ipse  sibi. 

Pneterit  ista  dies  twna,  nec  Talebit  illa  secimdą 
Hoc  caret  eiemplo  lentos  amore  sue. 
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Hic  tractat  Confessor  de  yitiis  negligentie,  cnius 
condicio  Accidiam  amplectens  omnes  artes 
scientia  tam  in  amoris  causa  quam  aliter  igno- 
miniosa  pretermittens,  cum  nullum  poterit  emi* 
nerę  remedium  soi  ministerii  diligentiam  ex  post 
facto  in  vacuum  attemptare  preaumit. 

FUŁFIŁŁED  of  slouthes  exemplair, 
Tbere  is  yet  one  his  secretair. 
And  be  is  cleped  NegUgehce : 
Wbicbe  woil  not  ibke  his  euidence, 
Wherof  he  maie  beware  tofore  :  . 
But  whan  he  hath  his  cause  lorę, 
Than  is  be  wise  after  tbe  hondę, 
Whan  belpe  maie  no  maner  bonde, 
Than  at  first  woM  he  bynde. 
Tbus  euermore  be  stant  bebynde, 
Whan  be  tbe  thyng  maie  not  ameude, 
Than  is  be  ware,  and  saith  at  ende: 

A  wolde  god  I  bad  knowe, 
Wherof  beiaped  with  a  mowę 
He  goth,  for  whan  tbe  great  stede 
Is  stole,  than  be  taketb  bede. 
And  maketh  (he  stable  dore  fast. 
Thus  euer  be  pleith  an  after  cast 
Of  all  tbat  he  sball  saie  or  do. 
He  hath  a  manęr  eke  also, 
Hym  list  not  leme  to  be  wise. 
For  be  sette  of  no  yertu  prise : 
But  as  bym  liketb  for  tbe  wbile, 
So  feletb  be  ful  ofte  gile, 
Whan  tbat  be  weneth  sdcer  to  stonde. 

And  thus  tbon  migbt  wel  ynderstonde 
My  sonne,  if  tbou  art  suche  in  loue, 
Tbou  migbt  not  come  at  thyn  aboue 
Of  tbat  thoo  woldest  wel  acheue. 

Myn  boly  foder  as  I  leue, 
I  maie  wel  with  sauf  conscience 
Excuse  me  of  ncgligence 
Towardes  loue  in  all  wise. 
For  tbougb  I  be  nonę  of  tbe  wise, 
I  am  so  truły  amoroas, 
Tbat  I  am  euer  curioas 
Of  hem,  tbat  can  best  enforme 
To  knowen  and  witten  all  tbe  formę, 
Wbat  folletb  vnto  loues  crafte. 
Bot  yet  ne  fond  I  noogbt  tbe  haft, 
Wbicbe  might  vnto  tbe  blade  accorde. 
For  neuer  herd  1  man  recorde, 
What  tbyng  it  is,  tbat  might  autHe 
To  winue  loue,  withont  faile, 
Yet  so  fer  cout|ie  I  neuęr  fińde 
Man,  tbat  by  reason  ne  by  kynde  » 

Me  coutbe  tecbe  sucbc  an  arte, 
Tbat  be  ne  foiled  of  a  parte. 

And  as  toward  myn  owne  witte 
Contriue  I  coutbe  neoer  yit 
To  finde  any  sikemesse,  . 
Tbat  me  nygbt  other  morę  or  lesse 
Of  loue  make  for  to  spede. 
For  leueth  wel  withouten  drede, 
Tbat  if  there  were  suche  a  weie, 
As  certainly  as  I  sbaU  deye, 
I  bad  it  lemed  longe  a  go. 
But  I  wote  wel  tbere  is  nonę  so, 
And  netbeles  it  maie  wel  bee, 
I  am  so  rude  in  my  degfee. 
And  eke  my  wittes  bęo  so  duli, 
Tbat  I  oe  maie  nougbt  to  tbe  ful) 
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AtUine  tuto  io  higbe  a  tóre. 
Bot  tbis  1  dare  sey  otiermoi^, 
Ali  thoogh  my  wit  ne  be  not  stnmge, 
It  it  not  on  my  wil  alonge. 
For  tbat  is  bety  nigbt  and  daie 
To  lenie  all  tbat  he  Icrne  maie, 
How  tbat  I  migbt  loue  wynne. 
Bat  yet  I  am  as  to  begynne, 
Of  tbat  1  wolde  make  an  ende. 
And  for  I  not,  bowe  it  vhall  wende, 
Tbat  is  to  me  my  moste  sorowe. 
But  I  dare  take  god  io  borowe 
As  after  myn  entendement, 
Iifone  otber  wise  negligent 
Tban  I  you  saie,  baae  I  not  bee. 
For  tfay  par  setnt  cbaritee. 
Telle  me  my  ftider,  what  you  semetb. 

In  good  feitb  i onne  wel  me  quemeth, 
Tbat  thou  tby  sełfe  bast  tbus  acąuite 
Toward  tbis,  in  wbicbe  no  wigbt 
Abide  .maie,  for  in  an  honre 
He  lest  all  tbat  be  maie  laboure 
Tbe  longe  yere :  to  tbat  men  seyne, 
Wbat  eoer  be  doth,  it  is  in  Teyoe. 
For  tbrongb  tbe  sloutb  of  neglłgenctt 
Tbere  was  yet  nener  suche  science, 
Ne  yertue,  wbicbe  was  bodely, 
Tbat  nis  destroyed,  and  lost  tberby. 
Ensamplet  ^lu^t  it  batb  be  so, 
In  boke  I  finde  writte  also. 

Hic  contra  Yitium  negligentie  ponit  Confessor 
exemplum.  £t  narrat,  quod  cum  Pbaeton  Alias 
Solłs  currum  patris  sui  per  aera  regere  debueiut, 
admonitus  a  patre,  vt  equo8  ne  deuiarent  equa 
mana  diligentius  refreoaret,  ipse  consilium  pa- 
tris sua  negligentia  pretericns,  eąuos  cum  curru 
nimis  basse  errare  permisit,  vnde  non  solum  in* 
ceodto  orbem  inflammauit,  sed  et  ipsum  de 
cnrru  cadentem  in  ąuoddam  fluuium  demei^gi 
ad  interttom  causauit. 

Fhbbdb,  wbicbe  is  tbe  son  hote, 
'Tbat  sbinetb  Ypon  ertbe  bote 
And  causetb  euery  lines  belth : 
He  bad  a  sonne  in  all  bis  teith, 
'Wbicbe  Pbaeton  bigbt :  and  be  deftireth, 
And  with  bit  moder  he  cbntipifetb, 
Tbe  wbicbe  was  cłeped  Clemene 
For  hdpe  and  counsail^  fto  tbat  be 
Hm  faders  cart  lede  migbt 
Upon  tbe  fbire  daies  ligfat: 
And  for  tbis  thyng  thei  both  pmide 
Unto  tbe  fader:  And  he  śaide, 
He  wolde  wel,  but  fortb  tvith  aU 
Tbre  pointes  he  bad  in  tpeciall 
tJnto  his  sonne  in  all  wise, 
Tbat  he  bym  sbulde  wel  auite. 
And  take  it  as  by  weye  of  lorę. 

The  firtt  wai,  ibat  he  his  hors  to  wm 
Ve  pryke :  And  ooer  tbat  he  tolde, 
Tbat  be  tbe  reynes  Ihit  hoM. 

And  alto  tbat  he  be  right  wmr», 
-In  what  maner  be  ledeth  his  chare^ 
Tbat  be  mistake  not  his  inite. 
But  vpon  auisement  algate 
He  sbnld  beare  a  siker  eie, 
Tbat  be  to  lowe,  ne  to  bie 
Bis  cart  driue,  at  any  throwe, 
Wberof  that  he  migbt  ouerthrowe. 


And  tbus  by  Phcbttt  oriiMhice 
Toke  Płuieton  in  to  goHemanCe 
The  Sonńes  cart»  wbicbe  he  lad : 
But  he  sochę  vain  glory  bad 
Of  that  be  was  set  vpon  high, 
Tbat  he  his  owne  estate  ae  sigb, 
Through  negłigence,  and  tokenone  Ikede, 
So  might  he  wel  not  longe  spede. 
For  be  tbe  bors  withouten  lawa 
The  cart  let  aboute  drawe^ 
Wbere  as  bym  liketb,  wantoaly, 
That  at  tbe  last  sodenlyt 
For  be  no  reason  wolde  know*, 
This  firie  cart  he  drooe  to  lowe^ 
And  fireth  aH  the  worMe  aboate, 
Wherof  thei  weren  aU  in  doute ; 
And  to  tbe  god  for  hdpe  ciiden 
Of  snche  ynbappes,  ks  bctadem 

Pbebos  wbicbe  «iwe  tbe  negiigenoe^ 
How  Pbaeton  ayene  bis  defcoce^ 
His  charę  bath  drine  out  of  tha  weye, 
Ordeineth,  that  be  kŁ  aweye 
Out  of  the  cart  in  to  «he  flood, 
And  dreint :  lo  nowa  bowe  ii  atbod 
With  bym,  tbat  waa  lo  negligent, 
That  iro  tbe  bigba  Armament, 
For  tbat  he  wolde  go  to  lowe, 
He  was  anone  downe  oueilbioiM. 

In  bighe  estate  it  is  a  Tioe 
To  go  to  lowe,  and  in  leniioa 
It  greueth,  for  to  go  to  hie^ 
Wherof  a  tale  in  Poesid. 

Esemplom  super  eodem  de  Icharo  filio  Dedali  in 
carcere  Minotauri  enistente,  cui  Bedalns,  vt 
inde  euolaret  alas  componens  firmiter  iniunzit, 
ne  nimis  alte  propter  solis  ardorem  ascenderet, 
quod  Icbarus  sua  negligentia  post  ponens  cum 
altius  snhlimatns  fuisset,  subito  ad  terram  coiw 
niensexpirauit.- 


I  PINOB,  how  whilom  Dedalns, 
Wbicbe  bad  a  ionoe,  and  Icbanis 
He  bigbt,  and  thongb  byn  tbongbt  lott* 
In  suche  prison  tbei  were  both 
With  Minotaarus,  tbat  aboute 
Thei  mighten  no  wbere  wenden  oule. 
So  thei  begonnen  for  to  sbapa, 
Howe  tbei  tbe  prison  ougbt  etcape. 
Tbis  DedaliiBf  whiobe  fro  bis  youthc 
Was  taugbt,  and  many  craftes  cootbe, 
Of  fethers,  and  of  otber  tliynget 
Hatb  madę  to  flee  dincfs  wynges 
For  bym,  and  for  bis  soone  ahM> : 
To  wbom  he  yafe  in  cbai)ge  tho^ 
And  bad  hym  thinke  therrpon* 
Howe  that  his  winge*  ben  set  on 
With  war:  and  if  be  toke  kia  Aight 
To  bighe,  all  sodenliche  he  might 
Make  it  to  melte  with  tbe  ionne. 
And  tbus  thei  haoe  ber  Bight  begonne 
Out  of  the  prison  laire  and  softe. 
And  wban  tbei  weren  botb  alofte, 
Tbis  Ichams  began  to  moante, 
And  of  tbe  counseill  nonę  accompte  ' 
He  set,  wbicbe  bis  foder  taugbt, 
T\]\  that  tbe  ftonne  bis  wyrtges  cangblr: 
Wherof  It  melt,  and  ftoln  tbe  bigbt 
Withoutten  hdpe  of  luty  Sight, 
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Se  MI  to  his  desCnKtioiH 
And  iiehe  to  thatc«adifOio» 
Tbere  &Uen  oftimei  fele. 
For  lacke  of  goneinaiiee  io  wele^ 
Ab  weil  loiie  ^s  othtr  wtie. 

Now  good  fcder  I  you  pi^ie, 
Ir  tbere  be  mora  id  tbi«  mtere 
Oftłoutfa,  thmt  I  mighllMie. 

My  lonne  es  Jor  tby  ^li^cece, 
Whidie  enery  meas  conseieoee 
^  feeiou  sImUe  leule  and  kepe» 
Ii  Unt  the  listę  to  tekę  keM 
IwoU  thetdleneiioiisDSU,   • 
Ib  wbome  no  Terta  msie  bśfoll^ 
Wbiche  yeoeth  vnto  tbe  vieet  lest, 
And  is  of  sftoatk  tbe  skmcf  U 

ibnfiie  lebore  ▼egns  m  inatHif  otis.plmsteM» 
Ncaeio  qiiid  present  fiU  ▼alebit  ei. 

Noo  tmor  le  tali  bmmto  vig8t,  ino  Tslorif» 
Oni  faisiunt  open  danet  hebeie  tost. 

Bie  loqiutiir  ConisMor  saper  illa  fpeeie  soeMie, 
qiie  Ociam  dicitur,  cotos  oondicki  in  Tfrcetom 
ciiitoni  Miltfiis  oecopeoioiris  <ttl%«ectaai  tA- 
mitteasy  cniiiscaiiMpie  apedieionem  csose  non 
attigU. 


Alioiio  tbcse  olher  of  lisiitet  kink^ 

Whidie  sil  lahoiir  ast  hcUnde, 

And  hsteth  aU  b«iBca, 

Theie  ia  yet  ooe,  whicha  Idatnat 

Is  deped;  and  ta  the  neiiea 

Ib  msiis  ky&de  of  enery  Hee, 

Whiche  lecfaeth  eaaea  maiiy  feMe; 

Ih  wyoter  doth  be  noaght  for  oold^ 

In  aomer  SMie  be  noegbt  ftip  beCty 

80  wbecher  tbst  fae  iireae  or  awete^ 

Or  be  he  in,  or  be  be  eot 

He  woli  ben  ydsll  all  aboet: 

Bet  if  he  picy  ong^t  at  diea, 

Bor  wfao  as  euer  tafce  Ibea, 

And  tbynketh  wenMp  tedeaerac( 

Tbeie  u  no  lonłe  wbooM  ba  woH  serie, 

Aa  for  to  dweil  id  bia  seniice, 

Bot  if  it  eeie  in  sodia  a  wiae, 

Of  that  he  seeth  pemeenteM; 

That  by  lordibtp  and  by  eouartaiei 

He  maie  tbe  morę  stonde  stitle, 

And  Tse  bis  Iddeeaae  et  wHle 

For  he  ne  woli  no  rieeaMi  take 

To  ride  lor  bis  ladiaa  aske. 

Bot  iyneth  all  Tpen  bia  wisibea,    i 

Andaaacatte  woldeatedashei    ^' 

Withooteetyngeefbiadsas:     ' 

80  wolde  he  do,  bot  nelbalas 

He  &Ueth  ofte  of  that  ie  eoide. 

Jtfy  aoone  if  thoe  af  sueihe  a  molde 
Aft  mede,  nowleir  bm  pieine  tby  shrift. 

Kay  ftder  god  I  yaeee  yHt, . 
That  towaid  looe,  as  by  witt^ 
All  ydell  «aa  I  naoer  yitta, 
Be  oeoer  sbali,  wMIe  1  maie  pn 

Now  aoene  tell  m»  thea  se* 
What  hast  tboo  doee  of  besiship 
To  looe,  and  totte  ladisbip 
Of  bir,  whiche  thy  ladle  is^ 

My  hder  ener  yet  er  thtey 
Ib  eoery  place,  ifl  euery  stada, 
What  aa  vy  lady  baft  Me  bedf^ 


With  all  myn  haite  obedient 

I  haue  tber  to  ba  diUgeat. 

And  if  80  is,  that  she  bid  ooeght^ 

Wbat  thyng  that  tban  in  to  my  thougbt 

Ck>meth  fyrst,  if  that  I  maie  saiBse, 

I  bowe,  and  profer  my  aamioe^ 

Somtime  in  cbamber,  somtysie  in  hal), 
Rigbt  so  as  I  see  the  tymes  fidl: 
And  whan  sbe  guth  to  here  masse^ 
That  tyme  sball  noeght  ooerpasse, 
That  I  ne  approche  hir  ladibedei 
In  annter  if  I  maie  hir  lede 
Unto  tbe  cbapell,  and  agaiae, 
Than  is  not  ail  my  wey  in  ▼ayae, 
Somdele  I  maie  the  •better  lane 
Whan  I,  that  maie  not  fisie  hir  bero, 
May  lede  hir  clothed  in  myn  amse. 
Bat  after  warde  it  doth  me  bame, 
Of  pure  imaginacion. 
For  tban  tbis  collacion 
I  make  toIo  my  seloen  ofta^ 
And  say:  O  loide  howe  sbe  is  softa, 
How  she  is  roudde,  hew  sbe  ia  smaU, 
Now  wold  god,  1  had  hir  all 
Without  danoger  at  my  wille. 
And  than  I  sika  and  sit  stUle, 
Of  that  I  see  my  beay  tbougbt 
Is  tomed  Idell  in  to  nougbt. 
BnŁ  ibr  all  tbat  let  I  ne  maie 
Whan  I  see  tyme  a  nother  daist 
Tbat  1  ne  do  my  beaincs 
Unto  my  ladies  worthinea. 
For  I  therto  my  witte  allaite 
To  se  the  tymes  and  awaiiey 
Wbat  is  to  done,  and  what  to  leaai 
And  co  whan  tima  is,  by  bir  leua, 
What  thynge  she  byt  bm  don,  I  do^ 
And  where  sbe  byt  me  gon,  I  go^ 
And  whan  hir  list  to  clepe,  I  ooma  i 
Thus  hath  sbe  fullicbe 
Myn  idelnesse  till  1  stema, 
So  tbat  I  mot  bur  aedes  sera 
For  as  men  seyn,  nede  hath  lawę. 
Thus  mot  1  nedely  to  birdiawei 
I  serue,  I  bowe,  1  loke,  1  lowte, 
Myn  eie  foloweth  bir  aboiile» 
Wbat  80  she  woli  so  woli  I, 
Whan  she  woli  sit,  X  knele  by: 
And  whan  sbe  stont,  tben  wali  I  sioodas 
And  whan  she  taketh  hir  werke  00  hoede 
Of  weuyng,  or  of  embroodrie, 
Tban  can  I  not  but  masa  and  prie 
Upoa  hir  fiogers  kNige.and  samie: 
And  nowe  I  thanlm,  and  nowe  I  tale, 
Afld  nowe  I  sjroge,  and  nowe  1  sike. 
And  tbos  my  oonlenance  I  pike. 
And  if  it  Ml,  as  for  a  tyme, 
Hir  Kketb  nought  abida  bym^ 
Bnt  bosien  hir  on  other  tbsmges. 
Than  make  I  other  tarienges 
To  driue  forth  tbe  longe  deie. 
For  uie  is  loth  departc  aeaie^ 
And  than  I  am  so  ayosple  of  porte, 
That  for  to  feigne  soma  dispińrle 
I  play  with  bir  littell  booBde^ 
Nowe  on  the  bed«  nowa  on  the  greende,    ' 
Nowe  with  the  birdes  in  the  oage. 
For  tbere  is  nonę  so  Ktell  page,     . 
Ne  yet  so  symple  a  cbamberere, 
That  I  ne  make hmi  all  cłieKe: 
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And  all  for  Łbei  shulde  speke  wele* 
Thus  moir  ye  sęe  roy  besy  wbele, 
Tbat  gotb  not  ydelicheaboate. 

And  łf  hir  lut  to  rtden  oute 
On  pitgremage,  or  otber  ttede, 
I  come,  thougb  I  be  not  bede. 
And  take  hir  in  myn  arme  alofte. 
And  set  hir  in  hir  sadle  softe. 
And  80  forth  lede  hir  by  the  bridell. 
For  tbat  I  wołde  not  ben  ydell. 
And  if  hir  list  to  ride  in  charę. 
And  that  I  maie  therof  beware, 
Anone  I  shape  me  to  ride 
Rłghi  euen  by  the  chares  side. 
And  as  I  maie,  I  speke  amonge, 
And  other  while  I  synge  a  songe, 
Wbiche  Ouide  in  his  bokes  madę. 
And  said :  O  wbat  sorowes  gladde, 
O  wbiche  wofuU  prosperitee 
Bełongeth  to  the  propirtee 
Óf  loue?  who  so  woli  hym  serue, 
And  there  fro  maie  no  man  swerue, 
Tbat  he  ne  mote  bis  lawę  obeie. 

And  thus  I  ride  fortb  my  weie. 
And  am  right  besie  ouer  all 
With  bertę,  and  with  my  bodie  all^ 
As  I  haue  saide  you  here  tofbre. 
My  good  iader  tell  tberfore, 
Of  ydelnes  if  I  haue  giłte. 

My  Bonne  but  tbou  tell  wilte      > 
Ougbt  elles,  than  1  maie  nowe  here, 
Thou  sbalt  bane  no  penance  berę 
And  netheles  a  man  maie  see, 
Howe  nowe  a  daies  that  there  bee 
Ful  many  of  suche  hertes  slowe, 
That  woli  not  besien  hem  to  knowe« 
Wbat  thynge  loue  is:  till  at  laste, 
Tbat  be  with  strengthe  hem  ouercasta, 
That  niaulgre  hem  thei  mote  obey, 
And  done  all  ydeiship  awey 
To  serue  well  and  besiliche* 

But  sonpe  thou  arte  nonę  of 'fiche. 
Fer  loue  shalt  the  well  eiccuse. 
But  otberwise  if  tbou  refhse 
To  loue,  thou  might  so  par  caas 
Ben  ydell,  as  sometyme  was 
A  kynges  doughter  vnauised,  < 
Tłtl  that  Cupide  bir  batb  chastised: 
Wherof  tbou  shalt  a  tale  here 
Accordaat  vnto  this  matere. 


Hic  ponit  Confessor  exemplum  contra  istos,  aui 
amoris  occjopacionem  omittentes,  grauioris  in- 
ibrtunii  casys  expectant,  £t  narrat  de  quadam 
Armenie  regis  ftlia,  que  buinsmodi  condicionis 
in  principio  iuuentutis  ociosa  persistens,  mira- 
bili  postea  visione  castigata^  in  amoris  obse- 
quium  pre  ceteris  efficitur. 

Of  Armenie  I  redę  thus 
There  was  a  kynge,  whicbe  Heropus 
Was  bote:  and  he  a  lustie  mayde 
To  doughter  had,  and  as  men  saide, 
Hir  name  was  Rosipbele, 
Whicbe  thó  was  of  great  renomę. 
For  she  was  bothe  wise  and  feyre 
And  shulde  be  hir  fitithers  bejrre* 
But  she  had  one  deibut  of  slouth 
Towardes  loue,  and  tbat  was  routb. 
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For  so  well  couthe  do  man  ieie, 
Wbiche  might  set  hir  in  the  weie 
Of  loues  occupacioo 
Through  nonę  imaginacion: 
That  schole  woUe  she  not  knowe. 

And  thus  she  was  one  of  the  sk>we, 
As  of  suche  hertes  besinesse, 
Till  whan  Yenus  the  goddesse, 
Whicbe  k>ues  courte  batb  for  to  rule, 
Hath  brought  hir  into  better  rnle, 
Forth  with  Cupide,  and  with  bis  might. 
For  thei  memaile  of  suche  a  wigbt, 
Whicbe  tho  was  in  hir  lustie  age, 
Desyreth  nouther  mariage, 
Ne  yet  the  loue  of  peramours, 
Whicbe  eaer  hath  ben  the  common  coon 
Amonge  hem,  tbat  lustie  were: 
So  ifas  łt  after  shewed  there. 
For  be  that  hie  hertes  loweth 
With  fyrie  darte,  whicbe  he  throwetfa, 
Cupidę,  wbiche  of  loue  is  god, 
In  chąstisynge  hath  madę  a  rod 
To  driue  awaie  bir  wantonnesse. 
So  that  within  a  while  I  gessc 
She  had  on  suche  a  chanee  spoumed, 
That  all  hir  modę  warouertomed, 
Wbiche  firste  she  had  of  slowe  manere. 
For  tbis  it  fel),  as  tbou  shalt  here. 

Whan  come  was  the  moneth  of  maie^ 
She  wolde  walkę  vpon  a  date^ 
And  that  was  er  the  sonne  ariet, 
Of  women  but  a  fewe  it  wist. 
And  forth  she  went  pńuely 
Unto  the  parkę  was  faste  by 
All  softe  walkende  on  the  gras, 
Tyli  she  came  there  the  launde  was, 
Through  whicbe  there  ran  a  great  riuere, 
It  thought  ber  ftiyre :  and  saide  here 
I  woli  Mde  ynder  the  shawe. 
And  bad  hir  woroen  to  witbdirawe. 
And  there  she  stode  a|oae  sttlle. 
To  thinke  what  was  in  hir  wille. 

She  sighe  the  Iwetę  floures  iprynge^ 
She  herde  glad  foales  synge, 
She  sigh  beastes  in  ber  ksrnde, 
Tbe  bucke,  the  doo,  the  hert,  tbe  bynde, 
The  males  go  with  tbe  femele. 
And  so  began  ^ere.  a  ąuorele 
Betwene  loue  and  bir  owne  bertę, 
Fro  wbiche  she  couthe  not  asterte. 

And  as  she  caste  bir  eie  abonte 
She  sigh  ćlad  in  one  sute  a  ipute 
Of  ladies,  where  thei  comen  ride 
A  longe  vnder  the  woodde  side. 
On  fayre  ambulende  hors  thei  set, 
That  were  all  wbite,  fayre  and  great. 
And  euerichone  ride  on  side. 

The  sadels  were  of  suche  a  pride, 
With  peries  and  golde  so  well  begone, 
So  riche  sigh  she  neuer  nonę: 
In  kirtels  and  in  copes  riche 
Thei  were  clotbed  all  alicbe, 
Departed  euen  of  wbite  aad  blewe, 
With  all  lustes,  tbat  she  knewe 
Thei  were  embroudred  ouer  alł, 
Her  bodies  weren  longe  and  smali, 
The  beaotee  of  ber  fayre  face 
There  maie  nonę  erthly  thynge  de&ce. 
Corownes  on  their  heades  thei  here, 
As  eche  of  hem  a  qasne  were. 
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That  all  th«  golde  of  Cresos  -hali, 
Tbe  leaste  ooroMll  of  all, 
Migfat  not  baue  boughte,  after  the  worth. 
Tfaus  oonen  thei  ridend  fortb. 

Th^  k3rnge8  doughter,  wfaicbe  this  sigb, 
Forpnreabafibe  drewe  hir  adrigh. 
And  belde  ber  close  vader  the  bodgby 
And  let  hem  still  ride  enongh. 
Fbr  as  hir  tbougbt  \n  hir  auise 
To  bem  tbat  were  of  «oche  a  prise, 
Sbe  was  not  wortbie  to  aske  tbere, 
Fro  wbeo  tbey  «oiDe,  or  what  thei  werci 
fiat  leuer  tban  tbis  woildes  good, 
She  wolde  hane  wist  bow  it  stoode, 
And  pot  hir  beada  litell  out: 
Aod  as  she  loked  hir  aboute, 
S^  aawe  cdmeode  rnder  the  lynde 
A  wooian  rpoa  an  bora  bebjrode, 
Tbe  bon,  on  whiche  she  rode  waa  blacke, 
All  iene,  and  galled  ypon  tbe  backe, 
Aod  hatted,  as  be  tbat  were  ebdoied, 
Wberof  tbe  wooaan  was  annoied. 
Thns  was  tbe  bors  in  sorie  plight, 
And  lor  all  tbat  a  sterre  wbite 
Anuddes  In  hir  front  she  had : 
Hir  sadddl  eke  was  wonder  bad, 
la  wUefae  tbe  woiull  woman  sat. 
And  netfaeles  tbei«  wts  with  that 
A  riche  brideH  for  the  nones 
Of  goide  and  prectousstones: 
Hif  oote  was  soooedele  to  tore, 
•A^NNit  hir  middell  twentie  score 
Of  Iłoia  haltersy  and  well  mo 
There  hangen  that  time  tho. 

Tbos  whan  she  caaie  the  ladie  nighe, 
Then  toke  she  bettór  hede,  and  sighe 
The  woman  was  right  faire  of  face> 
All  tiiough  hir  lacked  other  grace. 
Andso  tbis  ladie,  there  she  stode 
Betbooght  bir  well,  and  Tnderstode, 
That  this,  wbiche  came  ridende  tho, 
Tidynges  coothe  tełl  of  tho, 
WUche  as  she  sigh  tolbre  ride, ' 
And  pat  bir  fortb,  and  praide  abidOi 
And  nid  ?  A  sister  lette  me  here, 
Vhat  ben  thei,  tbat  tiden  toowe  here, 
Aad ben  so  riohely  anraied? 

This  woman,  whiche  oome  so  esmaied, 
Ai^iwade  with  fuli  ^sofke  speche 
And  iaide:  Madame  I  shall  you  teche. 
TheK  are  of  tho,  that  whilom  were 
S^rauBtes  to  loue,  and  tronth  berę 
Theic  as  thei  had  their  hertes  sette. 
^  well.  .  Kor  I  maie  not  be  lette. 
Madame  I  go  to  my  sernice, 
^nuste  I  hastę  in  all  wise. 
For  tby  madame  yeue  me  lene^ 
1  iiaj  not  longe  with  you  leue. 

A  good  sister  yet  I  preie, 
Tell  me  why  ye  be  so  beseye, 
Aad  vith  these  balters  thns  begoae? 

Madame,  whilom  I  was  one, 
That  to  my  fi^her  had  a  ky  nge' 
^  I  vas  skme,  and  fbr  no  th]rnge 
M^liite  not  to  lone  obeie, 
Aid  that  I  nowe  follsore  abeie. 
^  1  vhiIom  no  lone  had 
Mj  bors  is  oowe  feble  and  badde, 
Aod  all  to  tore  is  myn  arraie,  . 
Aadeaery  yere  this  frecsbejnaie, 


These  lustie  ladies  ride  aboute. 

And  I  mast  nedes  sewe  ber  route 

In  this  maner,  as  ye  nowe  see, 

Aad  trusse  hc^r  hallters  forlb  with  mec^ 

And  am  but  ber  bors  kaaue. 

Nonę  other  offlce  I  ne  haue. 

Hem  thynketh  I  am  worthy  no  morę. 

For  I  was  alowę  in  loues  lorę, 

When  I  was  able  for  to  lere. 

And  wolde  not  tbe  tales  here 

Of  hem,  that  coutbe  loue  teche. 

Now  tell  me  tban  I  you  beseche, 
Wherfore  tbat  riche  brtdeil  serueth  ? 
With  that  awaie  hir  chere  she  swerueth. 
And  gan  to  wepe,  and  thus  sbe  tolde. 

This  bridell,  whiche  ye  nowe  bebolds 
So  riche  vpoB  myn  bors  hede 
Madame  afore  er  i  was  d«de 
When  I  was  in  my  lusty  life 
There  fełl  in  to  myn  herte  astrife 
Of  loue,  whiche  me  onercome, 
So  that  therof  hede  I  nome^ 
And  tbougbt  I  wolde  lone  a  knigbt, 
That  last  well  a  fonrtentgfat. 
For  it  no  lenger  might  laste,. 
So  nigh  my  lyie  was  at  laste. 

Bnt  nowe  at  laste  to  late  ware, 
That  I  ne  had  bym  loued  are. 
For  death  cain  so  hast  byme 
Er  I  therto  had  aay  tyme, 
That  it  ne  might  ben  acheaed.    . 
But  ibr  all  tbat  I  am  releued 
Of  that  my  wille  was  good  therto^ 
l*bat  lone  suffreth  it  be  so, 
That  I  shall  suche  a  bridell  were. 
Nowe  haue  ye  herde  all  myn  answere^ 
To  god  madame  I  you  betake. 
And  wameth  all  for  my  sake 
Of  loue,  that  thei  be  nought  idell. 
And  bid  hem  thinke  vpon  my  bridelU 

And  with  that  worde  all  sodenly 
I  Sbe  passeth,  as  it  were  a  skie 
All  tileane  out  of  the  ladies  sight. 
And  tho  for  feare  hir  herte  aflight. 
And  saide  to  hir  sełfe:  Alas 
I  am  right  in  tbe  same  cas. 
Bot  if  I  liue  after  this  daie, 
I  shall  amende  if  I  maie. 

And  thus  bomewarde  this  ladie  ^rent, 
And  chan^[ed  all  hir  firste  entent 
Within  bir  herte,  and  gan  to  swere,       ' 
That  she  no  balters  wolde  berę.     *•> 

Lo  sonne,  here  might  thou  take  hede, 
Howe  idelnes  is  for  to  drede, 
Nameltche  of  loue,  as  I  haue  writte. 
For  thou  might  vnderstonde  and  witta 
Amonge  the  gentill  nacion, 
Loue  is  an  occupacion, 
Whiche  for  ta  kepe  his  tustes  saue, 
Shulde  euery  gentill  herte  haue. 
For  as  the  ladie  was  cbastised : 
Right  so  the  kuight  maie  be  auised, 
Whiche  idell  is,  aod  woli  not  serue 
To  loue,  he  mnie  percase  desenie 
A  greatter  peine  tlian  she  had, 
Wban  she  aboute  with  hir  lad 
Tbe  bors  balters:  and  for  tby 
Good  is  to  be  ware  therby. 
But  for  to  loken  abouen  all 
These  maidens,  howe  so  it  hX^ 
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Thei  fhtilde  take  enMmple  of  thit, 
Wbicbe  I  haue  tolde:  for  soth  ifc  U. 

My  lady  Venu8,  whom  I  lerae, 
Wbat  woman  woli  hir  thaoke  detenw, 
She  maie  not  Łhilke  loue  eacbewe 
Of  peramours,  but  she  mote  sewe 
Cupides  lawę,  aad  netbeles 
Meo  sene  sache  loueselde  in  peef» 
That  łt  nis  euer  vpon  aapie 
Of  iaagtyDge,  aod  of  h\M  enwe. 
Fuli  ofte  medled  witb  disease. 
But  thilke  loue  ii  well  at  ease, 
Wbicbe  sette  is  rpoo  mariaga. 
For  tbat  dare  shewen  the  ringe 
Iq  all  places  openły. 
A  great  meruaile  it  is  for  tby^ 
Howe  that  a  maide  woli  lette 
That  she  hir  tyme  ue  besette, 
To  hastę  vnto  thilke  feste, 
Wherof  tlie  loue  is  all  booeste. 
Men  maie  reconer  losse  of  good. 
But  so  wise  a  man  yet  neaer  stoodey 
Wbicbe  maie  recouer  tyme  ylore: 
So  maie  a  maideu  well  therfora 
Eosample  take,  of  that  she  stnmgeth 
Hir  loue,  aud  longe  er  that  abe  chaageUi 
Hir  hęrte  vpoD  hir  loales  grane 
To  mariage,  as  it  is  teoe. 
'  For  thus  a  yere,  two,  or  tbree 
She  lefte,  er  that  she  wedded  bee^ 
Wbile  she  the  charge  migbt  beare 
Of  children,  whiche  the  worlde  forbaara 
Ka  may,  bat  if  it  sholda  faile* 
But  what  maiden  that  in  hir  spousaile 
Wolde  tarie,  whaa  she  take  maie* 
She  sball  perehance  aa  other  data 
Be  let,  whan  that  hir  leuast  wara : 
Wherof  a  tale  vnto  thyn  eare, 
Wbicbe  is  culpable  vpon  this  deda» 
I  thinke  telle  of  tbat  I  rada. 


Hic  ponit  ezempluro  saper  eadem:  Et  aarrat  da 
filia  Jepte,  qua  cqm  ex  sai  patris  Toto  in  holiK 
caustum  deo  ooeidiat  ofierrt  dcberet»  ipsa  pio 
ao,  qnod  vii^  fuit,  et  proleas  ad  augmfeiitati»- 
nam  populi  dei  nondmn  geaoisset.  zl.  diaram 
spacitim,  vt  cnm  sais  sodalibiłs  vli;gintbassaaai 
defleret  virginitatem  prinsqual&  moiaiatary  ia 
exemplam  alioram  a  patre  pastakaiC. 

Ahougb  the  iewesy  as  men  tolde, 
There  was  wbilom  by  daies  olde 
A  noUe  duke»  whiche  Japta  hights 
And  feUe,  be  sbulde  go  to  figkt 
Againe  Amon  the  cniell  kyng, 
And  for  to  speke  rpoą  this  thyng^ 
Withio  his  bertę  be  mada  a  Towe 
To  god,  and  said,  A  lorde,  if  thou 
Woltę  grannt  Tnto  thy  aum  victorie, 
I  shall  in  token  of  thy  maoKniei 
The  firste  life,  that  I  maia  see, 
Of  man  or  wonian,  wher  it  bee, 
Anone  as  I  come  iMNoe  ageyne, 
To  the,  whiche  arie  god  souereyaa, 
Sleen  in  thy  name,  aad  sacrifie. 

And  thus  with  his  cbtualria 
Ile  goth  bym  forth,  so  as  ha  skolde. 
And  wannę  all  that  be  wynne  wolde. 
And  ouercame  his  fumeu  aUe. 

Maie  no  man  kuowe  that  sball  firile« 


This  dake  a  Instia  do«gMer  ted. 
And  &me,  whiche  the  worldas  sprała 
Hath  broiight  Tnto  this  ladies  aara^  • 
Howe  that  hir  iather  hath  do  tlwia. 
She  waytath  vpoD  his  comynge^ 
With  daun8iuge,and  with  caMdyagat 
As  she  tbat  wolde  ba  tofora 
All  other,  and  so  she  wat  therfora 
In  Maspbat  at  hir  fothara  gate 
The  first:  and  whan  ba  comath  thar  ai» 
And  aigb  bis  doughla-«  ba  to  bfaida 
His  clothesy  and  wepanda  ba  Midat 

O  mightie  god  amonge  rs  bera 
Nowe  wote  I,  tbat  in  no  ■Maera 
This  worldes  ioy  oMie  be  plaine. 
I  bad  all  tbat  I  coutb  saiiia 
Ayene  my  fomaa  by  thy  graoa: 
So  whan  I  came  towarda  this  piace* 
Tbere  waa  no  gladdar  man  thaa  I: 
But  now  my  lorde  aU  sodainly 
My  ioye  is  toumed  in  to  sorowa. 
For  I  my  doughter  sbaU  to  oMroate 
To  bewe  and  brenoe  in  thy  samice^ 
To  loaynge  of  thy  Mcrifica 
Througb  myn  auowe,  so  aa  it  is» 

The  maiden  whan  she  wist  of  thia^ 
And  sawe  the  sorowe  hir  fother  midcy 
So  as  she  maie  with  wonkea  glada 
Comforted  bym,  aod  bad  bym  hoMe 
His  couenant,  as  ha  waa  bebelda, 
Towardes  god,  a»  ha  bahigbt. 
But  netheles  hir  berta  aHight^ 
Of  tbat  she  sawe  hir  daathe  comando: 
And  than  Tnto  the  grounda  knelanda 
Tofore  hir  fotbar  sbe  is  faUa» 
And  sai  Łh,  80  aa  it  is  i/Ait 
Upon  this  pointy  that  sha  sball  daya, 
Of  one  thyng  first  sha  wołda  hym  pMf » 
Tbat  forty  daies  of  fespita 
He  wolde  bir  graont,  Tpon  this  pKffht^ 
That  she  the  while  maia  bawepe 
Hir.  maydenbode»  wtucba  she  to  kapa 
So  longe  hath  kept,  aad  nat  be  set, 
Wherof  hir  luaty  yoiAh  ia  latte, 
Tbat  sbe  no  ebildran  hath  foith  diawa 
In  mariage  aftar  the  iaare: 
So  that  the  peopla  is  nat  aacreaaedy 
But  that  it  might  ba  releafed» 
Tbat  sbe  hir  tyme  hath  lora  sa 
She  wolde  by  kia  lane  go 
With  other  maydaiis  ta  oomplaina : 
And  afterwarda  vBta  tka  paina 
Of  dmtb,  sbe  walda  coom  agByae. 

The  fotber  bcrda  hit  doughter  tejne. 
And  therTpon  of  one  attant 
The  maydens  were  anooa  astent» 
That  shulden  with  his  anayden  wendet 

So  for  to  speake  roto  this  enda, 
Thei  gone  the  downesaad  the  dałea» 
With  wepynge,  and  with  woAiU  tales^ 
And  enery  wight  hir  maydenhada 
Complayneth  Tpon  thilke  nade, 
That  sbe  no  cbildran  had  bare, 
Wherof  sbe  hath  bir  youtb  lorę, 
Wbicbe  nauer  she  recooar  maia. 
For  so  felle,  that  hir  latte  daie 
Was  come,  in  whiche  sha  shulde  taka 
Hir  dathe,  whiche  aba  maia  aot  forsake. 

Lo  thas  sbe  deyde  a  woAill  maJde, 
For  thilke  causa,  wjiiche  I  saida. 
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IV 


Al  Mk  luft  luiktttotMie  aboue.    . 

My  fiither  as  towarde  tbe  loae 
Of  naydens  for  lo  tdle  troatbe» 
Ye  haae  thillce  Tice  of  slouthe 
Me  thinkeib  ńgfai  wooder  wel  declared, 
That  ye  tbe  women  baue  not  tpared 
Of  hem  tbat  tariea  sd  behynde* 

Bot  yet  łt  ftUeth  in  my  mynde 
Towde  tbe  nen,  bDire  tbat  ye  epeke 
Of  ben  tbat  woU  «o  trauaHe  sekie 
Id  caose  of  looe  vpoQ  deseite^ 
To  ipeke  in  wordń  to  oouerte, 
I  not  wbat  traoaile  tbat  ye  mcat. 

My  fonne  aad  afier  myo  eatcnt 
I  woli  tbe  teHe,  wbat  I  tboii«ht: 
Hoir  wbilom  men  ber  lottes  boogbte 
Tbroiifb  gTttt  tfanftile  in  straDge  londe^ 
Where  that  tbei  vnmgfat  witb  ber  boadei 
Of  111116*  matty  a  wortby  dede, 
b  sondiy  placea,  n  men  maie  redew 

taem  probat  annoram  probitas  Yenus  approbat, 
ecqiiein 

Torpor  babet  reprobtuny  reprobat  illa  tirutn. 
Vecon  aegaicies  insignia  nescit  amoris. 

Nam  piger  ad  braoium  taidios  ipie  veait. 

Hie  loąaitur,  qood  in  amorit  causa  militie  probł- 
tu  ad  armonim  laboris  exercitium  nullatenus 

toipescat 

That  eaery  loae  of  pnre  kynde 

biyrstfortb  drawe,  well  I  fynde: 

Kit  iietheles  yet  ouer  tbis 

DeKrte  doche  so,  that  it  is 

Tbe  nther  bad  in  many  place. 

^  tfay  wfao  sechetb  louei  grace, 

When  that  tbese  wortby  womea  are. 

Be  oaie  not  than  him  aelue  spare 

Upoo  bis  trauaile  for  lo  serae, 

^^berof  thatbe  maie  tbaoke  ifeserue, 

^^ere  as  tbese  men  of  armes  be, 

^f^^etyme  ouer  tbe  great  sea, 

Sotiiat  by  londe,  aod  eke by  sbip 

He  morę  limiiaile  for  worsbyp, 

^  make  many  bastie  rodea* 

Botttime  in  Pmis  aometyme  in  Eodes, 

Aad  nme  time  in  to  Tartarie : 

^  tbat  tbese  hennldes  on  bym  crie, 

VaihuiŁ  raybnt,  lo  wbere  be  gotb, 

Aad  tbao  be  yeueth  bem  golde  and  clotb : 

So  that  bis  fiune  migbt  spryoge,    ' 

Aid  to  his  ladies  eare  bry  nge 

SoM  tidynge  of  bis  worthinesse, 

80  tfast  sbe  mi{^  of  his  prowesse, 

Of  tbat  sbe  berde  men  recorde, 

^better  rnteliis  lone  accorde, 

M  daanger  pot  oat  of  btr  mood, 

^^ aO  men  recorden  good: 

Aad  that  sbe  wote  well  for  bir  sake> 

^  be  no  trauaile  woU  forsake. 

Hy  loone  of  this  trauaile  I  mene, 
^  ibriae  tbe:  for  it  sball  be  sene, 
'(tbosarte  ydell  in  this  cas. 

My  fatber  ye^  and  euer  was. 
^  u  me  tby  uketh  truely, 
^  enery  man  doth  raore  tban  I, 
^foftbii point,  and  if  so  is, 
Ast  1  haoe  oogbt  done  sa  er  tbis. 


H  is  so  littetl  of  aocoaspte, 

As  wbo  saitb,  it  maie  not  amoant 

To  winne  of  loue  bis  lustie  yiCte. 

For  this  I  tell  yon  in  sbrifte, 
Tbat  me  were  leuer  bir  loue  winne« 
Than  Kaire,  and  all  tbat  is  tberinne. 

And  for  to  slea  tbe  beathea  all 
I  not  wbat  good  there  migbt  foli 
So  muchę  blood  tbough  there  were  sfaad: 
This  fynde  I  write,  howe  Christe  bad, 
That  no  man  other  shulde  s4ea. 
Wbat  shulde  I  wynne  ouer  tbe  sea. 
If  I  my  ladie  loste  at  borne ł 
But  passe  tbei  tbe  salte  fome, 
To  whom  Christe  bad  thei  sbuklen  preehe 
To  all  tbe  worlde,  and  bis  feith  teacbeu 
But  now  tbei  rncken  ia  ber  aest. 
And  resten,  as  bem  liketh  beete 
In  all  tbe  swetoes  of  delioes, 
Thus  tbei  defeadea  vt  tbe  Ticesy 
And  sitten  bem  selfe  all  amidde» 
To  slea  and  fight,  tbei  tb  bidde. 
Hem  whom  tbei  sbabl,  as  tbe  boke  saith^ 
Conuerten  Tnto  Cbristes  foitbe. 
But  berof  baue  I  great  oieruaale, 
How  tbat  tbei  sbuld  me  bid  trauaile* 
A  sarazyn  if  I  ^lea  sbally 
I  slea  tbe  soule  fortb  witball: 
And  tbat  was  neoer  Christea  loiei 
Bot  now  boo  tberof  I  saie  no  morę. 

But  I  woli  speke  Tpon  my  sbrilt. 
And  to  Cupide  I  make  a  yifte, 
That  wbo  as  euer  price  dMeme 
Of  arme,  1  woli  loues  seme, 
As  tbough  I  sbnUle  barn  botbe  kepe, 
Ais  well  yet  wolde  1  take  kepe^ 
When  it  were  time  to  abide. 
And  for  to  trauaile,  aad  for  to  fide. 
For  how  as  euer  a  man  laboiire 
Cupide  appointed  batb  bis  houre. 

■ 

Hic  allegat  Amans  in  sui  eTcusationem,  qnaViter 
Achilles  apud  Trolam  propter  amorem  Mikena 
arma  sua  per  aliąood  tempus  dimisit. 

For  I  baue  berde  tell  aiso, 
Achilles  lefte  his  armes  so, 
Botb  of  bym  selfe,  and  of  bis  men» 
At  Troie  for  Polizent 
Upon  bir  loue  when  be  foli : 
Tbat  for  no  chance  that  befell 
Amonge  tbe  grekes,  or  rp  or  downe, 
He  wolde  nought  ayene  tbe  towne 
Ben  armed,  for  tbe  loue  of  bir : 
And  so  me  tbinketh  leue  syr, 
A  man  of  armes  maie  him  teśta 
Sometyme  in  hope  for  tbe  beste, 
If  be  maie  fynde  a  werre  nerre, 
Wbat  shulde  I  tban  go  so  ferre? 
In  strauge  londes  many  a  mile 
To  ride,  and  lese  at  boine  there  wbile 
My  loue,  it  were  a  shorte  bey^e 
To  winne  chaffe,  and  lese  whete. 
But  if  my  ladie  bidę  wolde, 
Tbat  I  for  bir  loue  sholde 
Tiauaile,  me  thynkcth  troeTy, 
I  migbt  flee  through  out  the  skie, 
And  go  throu.i(h  out  the  depe  sea. 
For  all  ne  sctte  I  not  a  strea-, 
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What  thonke  that  I  myi^fat  elf  gete. 
What  helpeth  a  man  haue  metę, 
Wbere  drinke  lacketbe  on  the  borde: 
What  helpeth  any  mana  worde : 
To  saie  howe  I  traoaile  ftiste, 
lYbere  as  me  fuletb  at  laste 
That  Łhyoge,  whicbe  I  trauaile  fore. 

0  in  good  ty  me  were  he  borę, 
That  migbt  attetiie  suche  a  mede. 
But  certes  if  1  might  spede 
With  any  maner  besioesae 

Of  worides  trauaile  than  I  gesse, 
Tbere  ahulde  me  nonę  idelsbip 
Departe  from^  hir  ladishtp. 

Bot  thii  I  see  on  daies  nowei 
The  blynde  god  (I  wote  not  howe) 
Cupido,  whicbe  of  loue  is  lorde, 
He  sette  the  thynget  in  discorde, 
That  thei  that  lest  to  loue  entende, 
Tuli  ofte  he  woli  hem  yeue  and  sende 
Sfoste  of  hia  grace:  aod  thna  I  fynde, 
That  he  that  ahulde  go  behynde, 
Goth  majiy  a  tyme  ferre  to  fore. 
So  wote  I  not  right  well  therfore. 
On  whetber  borde  that  I  ahall  aaile. 
Thna  can  I  noaght  my  aelfe  coan8aiIe» 
But  all  I  sette  on  auenture, 
And  am,  aa  who  saitb/ont  of  cure. 
For  ougbt  that  I  can  sey  or  dOb 
For  euermo  1  fynde  it  so^ 
The  morę  beainesse  I  laie, 
Tbe  morę  that  I  knele  and  praie, 
With  good  wordea,  and  with  Bofte, 
The  morę  i  am  refused  ofte 
With  beainea,  and  maie  not  winne. 
And  in  good  feith  that  is  great  sinne. 
For  J  maie  seie  of  dede  and  thought, 
That  idell  man  haue  I  be  nooght. 
For  howe  as  euer  that  1  be  deslaide, 
Yet  euermore  I  haue  assaide. 
Bat  though  my  beayneaae  laste, 
Ali  is  but  ydell  at  laste. 
For  whan  theffecte  ia  idelnease^ 

1  not  what  thynge  is  beainesse. 
Saie  what  auaileth  ail  the  dede, 
Whicbe  nothynge  helpeth  at  nede. 
For  the  fortunę  of  eoery  fanie 
Sball  of  his  ende  beare  a  name. 

Aod  thna  for  ougbt  is  yet  befalle, 
An  idell  man  1  woli  me  calle. 
And  after  myn  entendement. 
But  vpon  your  amendement 
Myn  holy  fiither,  as  you  semeth, 
My  reason  and  my  cause  demeth. 

My  son  1  haue  berde  pf  thy  matere, 
Of  that  thon  hast  the  ahryuen  here. 
And  for  to  apeake  of  idell  fiare, 
Me  aemeth  that  thon  tharat  not  care. 
But  onły  that  thou  might  not  apede, 
And  therof  sonne  I  wol^  tbe  redę 
Abide,  and  hąste  not  to  faate 
Thy  diedes  ben  euery  daie  to  oaate 
Thou  nost,  what  chance  ahall  betide: 
Better  is  to  waite  vpon  the  tide, 
Than  rowe  ayeoste  tbe  stremes  stronge* 
For  though  so  be  the  thynke  longe : 
Percaae  the  reuolncion 
Of  heuen»  and  thy  condicion 
Ke  be  not  yet  of  one  accorde. 
But  I  dare  make  this  recorde 


To  Yenua,  whose  prieat  that  I  aib: 
That  sithen  that  I  hitber  cam 
To  here,  as  she  me  badde,  thy  life> 
Wherof  thou  els  be  gyitife, 
Thou  might  herof  thy  conscienoe  * 
Gxcu8e,  and  of  great  diligence, 
Whicbe  thou  to  loue  hast  ao  diapendad, 
Thou  oughtest  wel  to  be  commended. 

But  if  ao  bCf  that  tbere  ougbt  faile 
Of  that  tbou  aloiithest  to  trauaile 
In  armes  for  to  ben  abaent. 
And  for  thon  makeat  an  argument 
Of  that  thou  aaidest  here  aboue, 
How  Achilles  throogb  atrength  of  looe 
Hia  armea  lefŁ  for  a  throwe: 
Thou  ahalt  an  other  tale  knowe, 
Whicbe  ia  contrarie,  aa  tbou  ahalt  witte* 

For  tbia  a  man  maie  finde  writte, 
Whan  that  knighthode  ahall  be  wcired, 
Luat  maie  not  than  be  preforred: 
The  bed  mot  than  be  foraake, 
And  ahelde  and  spere  on  hond  take, 
Whicbe  thing  ahall  make  hem  after  glade» 
Whan  thei  be  worthy  knightes  madę : 
Whecof,  so  aa  it  cometb  to  honde> 
A  tale  thou  ahalt  Yuderatonde, 
How  that  a  knight  ahall  armes  aewe. 
And  for  the  while  hia  eaae  eachewe. 

Hic  dicit,  quod  amoria  delectamento  postpoait*, 
miłea  arma  sua  preferre  debet,  Et  ponit  ezem- 
plom  de  (Jlyaae,  cum  ipee  abello  Troiano  Jupi- 
ter amorem  Penelope  remanere  domi  voluiaaet, 
Nauplua  pater  Palamidia  cum  tantia  aeittonibus 
allocutua  eat,  quod  Ulyases  thoro  soe  coniugia 
relicto  labores  armorum  vna  cum  aliis  Troie 
magnanimis  aubibat. 

Upon  knighthode  1  redę  thus, 

Howe  whłlom  the  kyng  Nauplus, 

The  fader  of  Palamides,  * 

Came  for  to  preyen  Ylysses, 

With  other  Gregois  eke  also, 

That  he  with  hem  to  Troie  go, 

Wbere  that  the  siege  shulde  be. 

Aoone  ypon  Penelope 
His  wife,  whom  that  he  loueth  hott, 
Thinkend,  wolde  hem  nought  behote: 
But  be  shope  theo  a  wonder  wile, 
Howe  that  he  shulde  hem  best  begile^ 
So  that  he  might  dwelle  atille 
At  homej  and  weld  his  loue  at  wille: 
Wherof  erly  the  morowe  daie, 
Out  of  hia  bed,  wbere  that  he  laie, 
Whan  he  was  vp,  he  gan  to  (are 
In  to  the  felde,  and  loke  and  stare, 
Aa  he  whicbe  feigneth  to  be  wood : 
He  toke  a  płough,  wbere  that  it  stoode, 
Wherin  anone  in  stede  of  oxes 
He  let  do  yoken  great  Fozes, 
And  with  great 'salt  the  londe  he  sewe. 

But  Nauplus,  whicbe  the  cauae  knewe, 
Ayeue  the  sleighte,  whicbe  he  foignelh, 
Anotber  sleighte  anone  ordeineth. 
And  fell  that  tyme  Ylyssea  had 
A  childe  to  aonne,  aod  Nauplua  bad, 
How  men  that  aonne  take  aholde, 
And  set  bym  vpon  tbe  molde, 
Wbere  that  hia  foder  helde  the  plottgh> 
In  thilke  forongb,  wbiche  he  tho  drougk^ 
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Por  \n  sacfa  wise  he  thought  asteie, 
Hoir  it  VlysseB  sbolde  paie, 
If  that  he  were  wood  or  oone. 

The  knigbtes  for  tHis  child  forth  gone, 
Tefemachus  anone  was  fette, 
Tofore  tbe  plougb  and  eiien  sette, 
Where  that  his  fiider  sbulde  drine. 
Bot  whan  he  sawe  his  childe  as  bline, 
He  drof  the  plougb  out  of  the  weye. 
And  Naaplus  tho  bęgan  to  seye. 
And  hath  halfe  in  a  i«pe  cried: 

O  yiysaes,  thou  art  aspied, 
What  is  all  this  thoa  woMest  mene? 
For  openlicbe  it  is  nowe  sene, 
That  tbough  hast  feigned  all  tbis  thyog, 
Whiche  is  great  sbame  to  a  kynge, 
Whan  that  for  last  of  any  sloathe, 
Tliou  wilten  a  quarel  of  trouthe 
Of  annes  tbilke  hoDoor  forsake. 
And  dwelle  at  home  for  loues  sake. 
For  better  it  were  honour  to  wynne 
Tban  lone,  whicbe  likyngeis  ynne. 
Por  Łby  take  worsbłp  vpOD  hondę. 
And  clles  thoa  sbalt  Tnderstondey  ' 
Tbese  other  worthie  kynges  all 
Of  Grece,  whiche  ynto  the  cali, 
Towardes  the  wol  be  right  wroth, 
And  grene  the  per  chaos  both : 
'Whiche  shall  be  to  the4double  shame. 
Most  for  the  byndryng  of  thy  naae,  * 
That  tbcw  for  sloothe  of  any  loue, 
Shalt  90  thy  lustes  set  abooe. 
And  lene  of  armes  tbe  knightbode, 
Whiche  is  tbe  price  of  thy  manbode. 
And  ooght  first  to  be  desired. 

But  he,  whicbe  had  his  herte  fired 
Upon  his  wife,  whan  be  tbis  herde, 
Noogbt  one  word  there  ayene  answerde. 
Bat  tometh  home  haluyn  ashamed, 
And  hatb  with  in  bym  selfe  so  tamed 
His  herte,  that  all  tbe  aotie 
Of  looe  for  chiualrie 
He  lefte,  and  be  bym  leef  or  lotb. 
To  Troie  forth  with  hem  he  gotb, 
That  be  hym  might  not  excu8e. 
Thoa  staot  it,  if  a  knight  refuse 
Tbe  last  of  armes  to  tranatle. 

There  maie  no  worldes  ease  auaile. 
Bat  if  worship  be  with  all, 
And  tbat  hath  shewed  oueralL 
Por  it  sit  wel  in  all  wise 
•A  knight  to  hen  of  bigbe  emprise. 
And  pntteu  all  drede  aweye. 
For  in  this  wise  I  haue  herd  seye. 

Hic  narrat  snper  eodem,  ąoallter  Łaodomia  regis 
Prothesalai  vxor,  Yolens  ipnim  a  betlo  Troiano 
wcom  retinere,  latałem  sibi  mortem  in  portu 
Troie  prenunciaait:  sed  ipse  militiam  potius- 
qiiam  ocia  affectans,  Troiam  adiit:  vbi  sue 
nortia  precio  perpetae  laudis  Cronicam  ademiC. 

Trb  worthie  knigbt  Prothesalaie 

On  bas  passage,  where  he  laie 

Toirard  Troie  tbilke  siege, 

Tbe  whicbe  was  all  his  owne  liega     ' 

Laodomie  bis  lustie  wife, 

Whicbe  for  bis  looe  was  peosife^  , 

Aa  be  wbtcbe  all  hir  hert  had 

VpOD  a  tJiyng,  wherof  sha  drad. 


A  letter»  for  to  niake  hym  dwelle 
Fro  Troie,  send  bym,  thas  to  telle^ 
Howe  sbe  hath  asked  of  tbe  wise 
Touchend  of  hym  in  suche  a  wise, 
That  thei  haue  dune  hir  ynderstondei 
Toward  other  howe  so  it  stonde, 
The  destyne  "it  hath  so  sbape, 
That  he  shall  not  the  deth  escapei 
In  caas  that  be  arriue  at  Troie, 
For  thy  as  to  hir  worides  ioye, 
With  all  hir  herte  sbe  bym  preyde. 
And  many  anotber  cause  alleyde, 
Tbat  he  with  hir  at  home  abide. 

But  he  hath  cast  hir  letter  a  aide, 
As  he  whicbe  tho  qo  manere  bede 
Toke  of  hir  womau^iche  drede : 
And  forth  be  trotb,  as  nougbt  ne  were 
To  Troie,  and  was  tbe  firste  there, 
Wh iche  londetb,  and  toke  arrioaile. 
For  hym  was  leuer  in  the  bkttaile, 
He  seitbyto  deyeo  aa  a  knight, 
Than  for  to  liue  io  all  his  might. 
And  be  reproited  of  his  oame. 

Lo  tbus  Tpon  tbe  worides  famę 
Knighthode  hath  eoer  yet  beset, 
Whiche  with  no  cowardis  is  let* 

« 

Adhuc  super  eodem  qualiter  Rez  Sani,  non  ob- 
stante  quod  Samuelem  a  Phitonissa  suscitatum 
et  coniuratum  responsum,,  'quod .  ipse  in  belló 
moreretur,  accepisset:  hoftes  tamen  suos  ag- 
grcdiens  miiitie  famam  cunctis  haius  ^ite  blan- 
dimentłs  preposuit. 

Of  kynge  Saul  also  I  finde, 
Whan  Samuel  out  ofhi^kinde, 
Through  tbat  tbe  Philonea  hath  lered 
In  Samarie,  was  arered 
Longe  tyme  after  that  he  was  dede, 
The  kynge  Saul  bym  asketh  redę, 
If  that  he  shall  go  fight  or  nonę. 

And  Samuel  hyip  said  anone, 
The  first  daie  of  the  bataile 
Thou  shaltebe  slain  witbout  faile. 
And  lonatbas  thy  sonue  also. 

But  howe  as  euer  it  felle  soo, 
This  worthy  knight  of  his  coarage 
Hath  mdertake  the  Tiage, 
And  wolde  nougbt  his  knighthode  let 
For  no  perille  he  couth  set: 
Wherof  that  both  his  sonne  aud  be^ 
Upon  the  Mount  of  Oelboe  . 
Assemblen  with  hir  enemies. 
For  thei  knighthode  of  suche  a  pris 
By  olde  daies  than  heldeu, 
That  thei  nonę  other  tbyng  bebdden. 
And  tbus  the  fader  for  worsnip, 
Forth  with  his  spnne  of  felauship,. 
Through  lust  of  armes  weren  dede, 
As  men  maie  in  tbe  bibie  redę, 
Thei  whos  knighthode  is  yet  in  mynde. 
And  shall  be  to  the  worlde  eode. 

Hic  1oquitur,  quod  miles  in  suis  primordiis  ad  au' 
daciam  prouocari  debet.  Et  narrat  qualiter 
Chiro  Centaurus  Achillem,  qui  secum  ab  infan« 
tia  in  montem  Peleon  educauit,  vt  audax  ef&- 
ceretur,  primitus  edocuit,  quod  cum  ipse  vena^ 
tionibus  ibidem  insisleret,  leones,  et  tigrides, 
huiusmodlque  animalia  sibi  resistencia,  et  nulla 


ito 
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alia  fugitiua  agiUrcŁy  at  lic  Acłiilłot  in  iuueo- 
tute  aoimatufe  famotittima  milida  probitatem 
posŁmodum  ado|»taaiL 


Ako  for  to  loken  ouennoref 
Ir  hath  an4  shctll  ben  euennore^ 
Tbat  cf  knighthode  tbe  prowessa^ 
Is  grooDded  vpoo  baidineaie 
Of  hym  that  dare  y^eW  vadcrtake : 
And  who  that  wolde  eosample  Łake 
Upon  the  furme  of  knigbtes  lawę, 
Now  that  Achillc»  was  forth  drawe 
With  Cbiro,  whiche  Centauras  bight^ 
Of  many  a  woader  bera  be  mtgbt. 
For  it  stood  tbilke  time  tbait  . 
That  tbis  Chiro  thi«  Centaonis  ■ 
Witbin  a  larg e  wyldernetse^ 
Where  was  lyon  ańd  leooesse, 
The  leparde,  aad  tbe  Tygre  also» 
With  bert,  and  byn^,  buk,  and  do^ 
Had  bis  dwellynge,  as  tho  befilia 
Of  Peleon  Tpon  the  biUe: 
Wheipf  was  than  mtichell  specbe, 
There  hath  Chiro  tbis  cbilde  to  t«cbc» 
What  tyme  be  was  of  tweine  yere  ag«. 
Wberof  to  maken  bis  eauiagfr 
Tbe  morę  hardy  by  otber  weye^ 
Id  tbe  Ibrest  to  huat  and  pleid 
Whaa  that  Achilles  walkę  wolde, 
Centaurus  badde,  that  be  ae  sholde 
After  no  best  make  bis  cbas, 
^Thicbe  wolde  ileen  ont  of  bis  place:  ' 
As  bucke  and  do,  and  bertę  and  bynde, 
Vntb  wbicbe  be  maie  no  werre  fynde. 
Bnt  tho,  that  wolden  hym  withstonde, 
Tbere  shuld  be  with  bis  darte  on  bonda 
Upon  the  Tygre  and  the  lion 
Parcbace  anid  make  his  yenison, 
As  to  a  knight  is  aceordaot: 
And  tberapon  a  couenant 
Tbis  Chiro  witb  Achilles  set, 
That  eoery  dale  witbont  let 
He  sbuld  secbe  a  cmell  bext, 
Or  sle  or  wonnden  at  tbe  lest, 
So  tbat  he  might  a  token  brynge 
Of  bloude  Tpon  bis  borne  comynge. 

And  thns  of  tbat  Chfro  hym  taugbt, 
Achilles  suche  an  herte  caugbt, 
Tbat  he  no  morę  a  lion  drad, 
Whan  be  bis  darte  on  bonde  bad^ 
Tban  if  a  lion  were  an  asse, 
And  tbat  batb  madę  hym  for  topassa 
Al  otber  knigbtes  of  bis  dede^ 
Whan  it  cam  the  gpreat  nede, 
As  it  was  afterwarde  well  knowe. 

Lo  thus  my  son  tbc^i  might  knowe^ 
Tbat  tbe  courage  of  bardinesse 
Is  of  koigbtbodetbe  prowesse^ 
Wbicbe  is  to  loue  sufRsant 
Abouen  all  tbe  remenant, 
Tbat  rnto  lones  courte  pursne. 

But  wbo  tbat  wolde  no  slontbc  cichcwa 
Upop  koigbthode,  and  not  trauaile, 
I  not  wbat  loue  bym  shulde  aąailc: 
fint  euery  lobom-  askcth  wby 
Of  some  rewarde,  wberof  tbat  I 
Ensamples  couth  tell  enoogb, 
Of  hem  that  towarde  loae  droagh 
By  oide  daies,  as  thei  sholde. 
My  Ćider  tfaerof  hcre  I  wolde. 


My  sonoe  it  is  well  reasroblt 
In  place,  whiche  is  hooouriibley 
If  Uiat  a  man  \u9  herte  sette, 
Tbat  than  he  fof  no  sidutb  lett« 
To  do  wbat  longetb  to  manhedo* 

For  if  tbon  wolt  tbe  bokes  rade 
Of  Launcdot,  and  otber  itio, 
Tbere  might  tbou  seeo,  how  it  wm  tbft 
Of  armes,  for  .Ibei  wolde  atteine 
To  loue,  whiche  withonten  pwtf 
Maie  not  be  gette  of  Idelnes, 
And  tbat  I  take  to  witnesse 
An  olde  Cronik^  in  specialU 
Tbe  ^wbicbe  in  tQ  memoriall 
Is  writte  for  his  loucp  sake, 
Howe  tbat  a  knight  shaU  ▼ndeituk*. 

Hic  didt,  quod  miles  priusąoam  amoris  amplen 
dignus  efficiatur,  eueotus  bellicos  Tictoriosny 
amplectere  debet,  at  narrat  ąualiter  Hercules  f  t 
Achillous  propter  Deianirtim  Calidonie  regis 
filiam  singuiare  duellum  adinuicem  inierunt,  co* 
'  ius  victor  Hercnles,  existens  armonim  mńftis 
amorem  Tirginis  laodabiliter  conqueatattit« 

There  was  a  kynge,  wbicbe  Oeoea 

Was  hoCe,  and  be  rnder  pc^ 

Held  Calidonie  in  his  empyres 

And  bad  a  donghter  Deianire^ 

Men  wiste  in  tbilke  tyme  nonę. 

So  layre  a  wight,  as  she  was  one. 

And  as  she  was  a  Łosty  wight, 

Rjght  so  was  than  a  noble  knigbt« 

To  wbom  Mercnńe  fisder  iras, 

Tbis  knight  tbe  two  pilers  of  brat, 

The  whiche  yet  a  man  maie  lyndt 

Set  vp  in  tbe  deserte  of  Inde, 

Tbat  was  tbe  woithy  Hercoles»  ' 

Wbos  name  shall  ben  endeles. 

For  tbe  meraailes,  wbicbe  he  wroOgbt* 
Tbis  Hercules  tbe  łone  sougbt 

Of  Deianire,  and  of  this  tbynge 

Unto  hir  fader,  whiche  was  kynga 

He  spake  touchend  of  mariage. 
The  kynge  knowend  his  hi«  Unagff^ 

And  drad  also  his  mightes  sterp6» 
To  hym  ne  durst  his  donghter  weme* 

And  netbeles,  tbis  he  hym  seyde, 

Howe  Aębiloua,  ar  hę,  fyrst  preyde 
To  wedden  hir:  and  in  aCorde 
Thei  stode,  as  it  was  of  recorde. 

But  for  all  tbat^tbis  he  him  granntetb* 
Tbat  wbicbe  of  hem,  that  otber  da«nteth»  % 

In  armes,  bym  she  shulde  take^ 
And  tbat  tbe  kynge  batb  vndeftake« 

This  AchUons  was  a  geaunty 
A  subtiU  man,  a  deceiuaunt^ 
Wbicbe  tbrougb  Magike  and  sorceria 
Coothe  all  tbe  werlde  of  trecherie. 

And  whan  tbat  be  tbis  tale  benjkt 
Howe  vpon  that  the  kynge  aaswęrde, 
Witb  Hercules  he  mustfeigbt: 
He  trusteth  uoogbt  Tpon  bis  sleigbt 
Al  onely,  whan  it  coroeth  to  nede :  ^ 
But  that,  wbicbe  Toideth  all  drede,  ^ 
And  euery  noble  herte  stereth 
The  loue,  that  no  lyfe  fofberetb. 
For  his  lady,  wbome  be  desyreth, 
With  bardinesse  his  herte  fyreth, 
And  sęnt  hym  worde  witbont  h\\t, 
Tbat  he  woli  take  tbe  baUile* 
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Tbei  RtUn  dale,  tliei  dioten  fielde» 

Tbe  kaightfts  oouered  wndtT  ai^de 

To  gyder  come  at  tyaie  lettty 

Andecbeoneiswtthoiliwmctte.   .       . 

It  feO  thei  fonghtea  bsilie  on  fiMte» 

Tbere  wsf  np  stoDę,  th«re  wa«  no  tOBte,, 

Whicfae  might  letten  hem  tbe  ireie. 

Bat  ail  was  vołde  aad  take  aweie»  . 
Tbei  smiteo  atroket  but  a  fowc* 

For  Hertolct,  wkicshe  wolde  Aewe 

fiis«reatttrengtke,  as  for  tbeAonea 

He  stert  ypoo  hys  all  at  oaes. 

And  caoglit  hyni  io  iiia  aimea  stpe«0e»    . 
Tbis  gcaonl  wole^  be  maie  not  longe 

Eodore  Tnder  ao  baade  beades* 

Aid  tbongbt  be  woide  out  of  bia  hondta 

^7  Bleigbte,  m  aone  Bkaner  eacape. 

Aid  as  be  eoutbe  bym  aelle  fonhape 

Ib  lykeoesse  of  ao  adder  be  aiipte 

0>t  oT  bis  bomto,  aad  fortbe  be  akipte^ 

Aad  ofte,  as  be  tbat  fygbtwoUe, 

Hetonetii  bym  ^sto  a  botle, 

Aad  po  to  belove  iii  anebe  a  aomae 

AMfaoagfa  tbe  woside  abold  all  go  doue; 

^grooiid  be  aporoeth,  and  be tranooatb, 

Hńłaiie  bornes  fae  aaaoDoetb, 
Aadeastbem  baae»ikl  tbere  abonte. 

1^  he,  vbtebe  staut  of^bem  no  dootc, 
A«aitetb  41811  wbM  tbat  be  came, 
Aad  bym  by  both«  boniea  nam, 
Aad  all  at  ooes  be  bym  caate 
yoto  tbe  gronnde,  and  belde  bym  fiwtty 

IWt  be  oe  migbt  witb  do  sleigbt  - 
Jjtof  his  bonde  ^ete  ^pon  beigbt, 
T3  be  aras  onercofne,  and  yoł<&, 
Atd  Hercoies  baCh  wbat  be  wolde. 

The  byBgb  bym  grauated  to  fuifiUe 
Hit  ińyjąe  at  bia  imne  wUie. 
^"d  ihe,  for  wbome  be  bad  aenJed, 
nir  tboagbt  be  batb  bir  «eU  deaeraed. 

Aad  tbas  with  great  deaerte  of  armea' 
«  Win  bym  for  to  ligge  in  armes, 
«  be  wbicbe  batb  it  derę  abought. 
MrattanriieabiiUe  be  oonfbt. 

^  de  I^entbeailea  Amasonie  reginą,  qae  Hec- 
^  amore  coUigata,  contra  Pirrum  Acbillis 
fijm  apmi  Troiam  arma  ferie  etia^  person- 
^litonooiecuaauit. 

Jw  aoer  tbis  if  tboa  wilte  here 
^POB  knigfatbode  of  thia  mattere, 
aa*  ioae  and  armes*  ben  acąneinted, 
A  asa  maie  aee  both  writte  and  peinted, 
Jjferferth,  tbat  Penlheaile, 
JWche  waa  tbe  qaene  of  Fecnine, 
•fie  loae  of  fieetor  for  to  seke, 
*■*  fcr  tbononr  of  armes  cke, 
«Th>ie  cam  witb  apere  and  sbelde, 
«*  lode  bir  aelfe"m  to  tbe  felde, 
j[idk  anidena  armed  all  a  roule, 
Jieicas  of  tbe  Towoe  abonte, 
*«fce  witb  tbe  grekes  waa  belein. 

^  qaa1iter  Tbilimenia  propber  militie  &mam  a 
■tibu  terre  in  defenaionem  Troić  Teniena^  treą 
P^cHas  a  reg^o  Amazonie  ąuolibet  anno.perei- 
P«adas  sibi  et  heradibaa  anią  imperpetiwm  ea 
*«^tt  baberepigmerait. 


I  Fao  Papblagonie  and  aa  men  aein, 
Whiche  atant  vpon  the  worldes  ende, 
That  tyme  it  liked  eke  to  wende 
Philimenisy  whicbe  waa  kyage, 
To  Troie,  and  came  ^pon  tbia  tbynge 
In  belpe  of  tbilke  noble  towne» 
And  all  was  tbat  for  the  renouna 
Of  worsbip  and  of  worldes  fiame: 
Of  whicbe  be  wo}de  beare  a  aame. 
And  80  be  did,  and  fortb  witb  all 
He  wan  of  loue  in  apedaU 
A  £aire  tribute  for  euermo« 
For  it  felle  tbilke  tyme  so, 
Pyrrua  tbe  aonne  of  Achillea 
Thia  wortby  quene  amonge  tbe  prea 
With  dedely  swerde  aought  oat,  and  fionde^ 
And  slough  bir  with  bia  owne  hondę. 
Wberof  thia  kynge  ef  Papblagonie 
Pentheaile  of  Amazonie* 
Wbere  sbe  was  otiene,  witb  bym  Iadd% 
Witb  suche  maioega  aa  abe  badde 
Of  hem  tbat  ii^ere  left  aliue, 
Fortb  in  his  abip,  till  tbei  ariue, 
Wbere  that  tl^  body  waa  bei^raue 
Witi)  worsbip,  and  the  women  aąue« 
And  for  tbe  g/Midabip  of  thia  dedCr 
Tbei  graunten  bym  a  lustie  mede, 
That  euery  yere,  for  bia  tmage* 
To  bym  and  to  bia  beritage, 
Of  maidena  iaii«  be  aball  baue  tbtee. 
And  in  thia  wise  apedde  bee» 
Whicbe  the  fortunę  of  armea  aouglitf 
Witb  hia  trauaUe  bia  ease  be  bpugbt. 
For  other  wise  be  abolde  bane  fiuled* 
If  tbat  be  bad  noagbt  trauailed. 


Nota  pro  eo,  quod  Bneaa  ragem  Tarnnm  io  bello 
deuicit,  non  eolum  amorem  Lauine,  aed  et  ieg« 
nmn  Italie  sibi  snbiugątnm  obtiimit, 

EirsAa  eke  witbin  Itaile 
Ne  bad  be  wonne  tka  bateiley 
And  done  hia  might  ao  beaily- 
Ayene  kynge  Tnme  hia  enemie, 
Ne  bad  nougbt  JLanine  wonne. 
But  for  be  batb  b]^  ooer  ronne 
And  gat  hia  pria,  be  gat  bir  io«e. 

By  tbeae  enaamplea  berę  abone, 
lx>  nowe  my  aonne,  aa  I  baue  tolde^ 
Thou  might  wel  aee,  wbo  tbat  ia  boldi^ 
And  dar  tmnailey  and  TDdertake 
The  canae  of  loue,  be  ahall  be  take 
The  rather  Tnto  lonea  grace. 
For  comonliche  in  worthie  pteoe 
The  women  lonan  wortfaineaae 
Of  manhode,  and  of  gentilneaae. 
For  the  gentila  be  moat  deaired. 

My  faderbnt  I  were  inapired 
Throogh  lorę  of  you,  I  wote  no  weye. 
What  gentilneaae  ia  for  to  aeye: 
>  Wherof  to  telle  I  yon  beaecbe. 

The  grounde  my  aonne  for  to  aecb9 
Upon  thia  diffiniciony 
The  worldea  conatitncion 
Hatb  aet  the  name  of  gentilneaae 
Upon  tbe  fortunę  of  ricbease : 
Whiche  of  longe  tyme  ia  falle  in  age» 
Than  ia  a  man  of-bighe  łtnage 
After  tbe  formę  aa  tbou  abalt  betę. 
But  no  fbynge  aftcr  the  watere. 
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For  wbo  ŁhaŁ  reason  ▼nderetonde^ 
IJpOD^richesse  it  maie  dot  stonde. 
For  ihat  is  tbyiig,  wbiche  failetb  ofte4 
For  he  tbat  stant  to  daie  alofte. 
And  all  the  worlde  batb  in  bis  wooes^ 
To  morowe  be  (ulletb  all  at  ones 
Out  of  ricbcs  in  to  poueite: 
So  tbat  tberof  is  no  deserte,  > 
Wbiche  getitilnesse  maketb  abide. 
And  for  to  toke  on  other  side, 
Hove  tbat  a  gentilman  is  borę: 
Adam,  wbiche  was  all  tofore, 
With  Eue  bis  wife,  as  of  beni  two 
All  was  aliche  gentill  tbo. 
So  tbat  of  geueracłOD 
To  make  declaracion, ' 
Tbcre  maie  no  gentilnes  bee. 
For  to  the  reason  if  we  see 
Of  mans  byrtbe  tbe  meosure, 
It  is  so  common  to  naturę^ 
Tbat  it  yeuetb  euery  man  alicbe, 
As  well  to  tbe  poore  as  to  tbe  riehe. 
For  naked  thei  ben  borę  botbe, 
Tbe  lorde  no  morę  batb  for  to  dothe^ 
As  of  bym  tbat  like  throwe, 
Tban  batb  tbe  pOorest  of  the  rowe. 
And  whan  tbei  shall  both  passe, 
I  not  of  hem  wbiche  batb  tbe  lasse 
Of  worldes  good,  but  as  of  cbai^e, 
Tbe  lorde  is  morę  for  to  charge, 
Whan  god  shall  bis  accompte  berę. 
For  be  batb  had  bis  lustes  berę. 
Snt  of  tbe  body,  wbiche  shall  deye, 
AU  thougb  there  be  diaers  weye 
To  deth,  yet  is  tbere  bat  one  ende. 
To  wbiche  tbat  euery  raan  shaH  wende,' 
As  well  tbe  begger  as  tbe  lorde, 
Of  one  natare  of  one  accorde. 

Sbe  wbiche  oor  olde  mother  ta 
Tbe  ertbe,  dotbe  tbat  and  tbis 
Receyuetb,  and  aliche  deuouretb, 
Tbat  sbe  to  nouther  part  fisnoweth. 
So  wute  I  notbyng  after  kinde, 
Where  I  maie  gentilles  flnde. 
For  lacke  of  vertue  lacketh  of  grace, 
Wherof  Riebesse  in  many  place, 
Whan  men  best  wenę  for  to  stoode, 
AH  sodeinly  goth  out  of  hondę. 
But  vertue  sette  in  'the  courage, 
There  maie  no  woilde  be  so  saluage, 
Wbiche  might  it  take  and  done  awaye, 
Till  when  tbat  the  body  deye: 
And  tban  be  shall  be  riched  so, 
Tbat  it  maie  faile  neuenno. 

So  maie  tbat  well  be  gentilnesse, 
Wbiehe  yeuetb  so  great  a  sikernes. 
For  after  tbe  condicion 
Of  reasonable  intencion, 
Tbe  wbiche  out  of  the  sonie  growetb, 
And  tbe  vertue  fro  vioe  knowetb, 
Wherof  a  man  the  Tiee  eschewetb', 
Without  alouth,  and  rertne  lewetb, 
Tbat  is  a  Tery  gentill  man : 
And  notbyng  els,  wbiche  be  can 
Ne  wbiche  be  batb,  ne  wbiche  he  maie. 

But  for  all  tbat  yet  nowe  a  daie, 
In  lones  court6  to  taken  bede, 
The  poore  rertue  shall  not  spede, 
Wbere  tbat  tbe  ricbe  Tice  wowetb. 
For  selde  it  is,  tbat  loue  allowetk 


The  gentill  man  witbonien  goo<^ 
Thougb  bis  condicion  be  good^ 

But  if  a  man  of  botbe  two 
Be  ricbe  and  vertQous  aiso : 
Tban  is  he  well  tbe  morę  worth« 
But  yet  to  pat  bym  seife  forUi, 
He  must  done  his  beslneise 
For  notber  good,  ne  gentilnease 
Maie  belpen  hem,  wbiche  idei  bee^ 

But  wbo  tbat  woli  in  bis  degre 
Trauaile  so,  aa  it  belongetb, 
U  happeth  ofte,  tbat  he  fongetk 
Worship,  and  ease  botbe  two. 
For  ener  yet  it  batb  be  so, 
Tbat  loue  bonest  in  sondne  wey 
Profiteth:  for  it  dotbe  aweye 
The  vice:  and  as  tbe  bokes  seyne, 
It  maketb  curteis  of  tbe  Tileyne, 
And  to  tbe  oowarde  haidiesse 
It  yeuetb:  so  tbat  tbe  very  prowes80 
Is  caused  ypon  lones  reule^ 
To  bym  tbat  can  manhode  renie: 
And  eke  towarde  the  wonianbede, 
Wbo  tbat  tberof  woli  taken  bede. 
For  thougb  the  better  afiaited  bee 
Ii>  euery  tbjrng,  as  men  maie  see. 
For  loue  batb  euer  bis  lustes  grene 
In  gentill  folke,  as  it  is  sene, 
Wbiche  thyng  there  maie  no  kind  areale 

I  trowe  tbat  tbere  is  no  beste, 
Tf  be  with  loue  sbulde  acqueint, 
Tbat  be  ne  wolde  make  it  queint 
As  for  tbe  wbile,  tbat  it  last 

And  thus  I  conclude  at  last, 
Tbat  tliei  ben  idell,  as  me  semetb^ 
Wbiche  Tnto  thyng,  tbat  loue  demetb. 
For  slootben,  tbat  tbei  sbulden  do. 

And  ouer  tbis  my  sonne  aIso, 
After  tbe  veitae  morall  eke 
To  speke  of  loue  if  I  sball  seke 
Amonge  the  boly  bokes  wise,  « 

I  finde  writte  in  sucfae  a  wise* 

Notpi  de  amore  cbaritatis,  vbi  dicit|  ąul  non  diligit, 
manet  in  morte. 

-  Wro  loueth  not,  as  berę  is  dead. 
For  loue  aboue  all  other  is  bead, 
Wbiche  batb  tbe  yertiies  for  to  lede, 
Of  all  tbat  vnto  mannes  dede 
Belongetb.    For  of  idelsbip 
He  batetb  all  the  felausbip* 
For  sloutbe  is  euer  to  despise, 
Wbiche  in  diśdeigne  batb  all  apprise. 
And  tbat  accordeth  nought  to  man. 
For  he  tbat  wit  and  reason  can, 
It  sit  bym  wel,  tbat  be  trauaile 
Upon  suche  thyng,  which  might  auaile. 
For  idelsbip  is  nought  comended. 
But  euery  laWe  it  batb  defended. 
And  in  ensample  therrpon 
The  noble  wise  Salomon, 
Wbiche  had  of  euery  thyng  insight, 
Seith:  As  tbe  birdes  to  tbe  iligbt 
Ben  madę,  so  tbe  man  is  borę 
To  labonr,  wbiche  is  nought  forbore 
To  hem,  tbat  tbinken  for  to  tbriue. 

For  we,  wbiche  are  nowe  a  liu(*, 
Of  hem  tbat  besy  wbiloiyi  were 
(As  wal  iu  schole  as  ais  whart) 
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Xove  eueiy  daie  ensample  taloe, 
Tbat  if  łt  \rere  nowe  to  naake 
Tbynir,  which  that  tbet  firste  fbunden  out» 
It  shuld  not  be  brought  about. 
Her  liues  than  were  looge, 
Her  wittes  great,  ber  mi^tes  strong. 
Hor  bcrles  fulł  of  besinesse, 
Wbcrof  the  worldes  redinesse» 
In  body  both,  and  id  eourage, 
Stant  euer  ypon  his  aoantage : 
And  for  to  drawe  in  to  memorie 
Her  names  bothe,  and  her  biatorio 
Upon  the  rertu  of  h«r  dede 
io  londiy  bokes  thoo  might  redę. 

Bipedit  de  manibas  labor,  n  de  cotidianis 

Actibos  ac  rita  viuere  poscit  homo. 
Sed  qai  doctrina  causa  fert  mente  labores 

Pneualet,  et  merita  perpetuata  parat. 

Hic  łoąaitur  contra  ociosos  quoscunque,  et  maxi- 
me  contra  istos^  qui  excellenti8  pnidentie  inge- 
ninm  habentes  absque  fructu  operum  torpes- 
cant  Et  ponit  exeofiplum  de  diligentia  pre- 
decessorum.  qui  adtotius  humani  generis  doc- 
trinam  et  aurilium  sois  continais  laboribus  et 
itiidiis  gratia  nediante  diuina  artes  et  acicntias 
prioiitns  innenerunt. 

Of  euery  wiadome  the  pariite 

Tbe  highe  god  of  his  spirite 

Yafc  to  men  in  erth  licre, 

UpoD  tbe  fonne  and  tbe  matere, 

Of  that  he  wolde  make  hem  wiite 

Aod  thns  eam  in  the  firate  aprise 

Of  bokes,  and  of  all  good, 

Throagh  hem,  that  wbilom  rnderstode 

Tbe  lorę,  wbicbe  to  hem  was  yeoe: 

Wherof  these  otber,  tbat  nowe  Kue 

B«  aitry  daie  to  leme  newe : 

^ot  er  the  tyme  tbat  nnen  ^ewe, 

And  that  the  laboair  forth  it  bronght, 

"Tbere  was  no  corne,  though  men  it  aonghl 

In  ooDe  of  all  the  fełdes  oute, 

And  er  the  wisedonie  cam  abonte 

Of  hen,  that  first  the  bokes  writte, 

This  joaie  wel  eoeiy  wise  man  wi^. 

There  vas  great  laboor  eke  ałso. 

Tbas  was  nonę  idei  of  the  tivo, 
"^  one  the  plough  hath  Tndertake 
Witb  laboar,  wbietie  the  hond  hath  take. 

That  other  toke  to  stodie  and  muse, 
Al  he  whiche  wolde  not  reftMe 
The  labonr  of  his  wittes  aH : 
And  ia  this  wise  it  is  befoll 
Of  laboor,  whiche  tbat  tbei  begonne 
we  be  DOW  taiight,  of  that  we  conne^ 
J**"  besines  ia  yet  to  seenct 
Tbat  it  stant  euer  aliche  greene. 
^  i>e  it  ao  tbe  bodie  deye, 
T^  name  of  hem  sball  neuer  aweye, 
h  tbe  Cronieke  aa  1  finde, 
Cham,  whos  labour  i»  yet  in  mynde, 
Was  he,  whiche  flrste  tbe  lettera  fonde, 
And  wrote  in  helirewe  witAi  hitt  hond« 
Of  natonll  philoiophie. 
He  fonde  fint  alad  the  ctei^ie. 
C^us  the  letters  of  gregois 
First  madę  Tpon  bia  owne  chotae. 

Theges  of  thyng,  whiche  shal  beftU 
Be  «as  the  first  augur  of  ąJL 


And  Phiicmon  by  the  visage^ 
Foode  to  descriue  the  couiage. 

Clau(}iu8,  Esdras,  and  Sulpices, 
Termegis,  Pandulfe,  and  Frigidilłes^ 
Menander,  £philoquonis, 
Solinus,  Pandas,  and  losephus^    ' 
The  fii-st  were  of  enditoure 
Of  olde  Cronike^  and  eke  auctoUrs^ 

Aod  Hcrodot  in  his  science 
Of  metre,  of  ryme,  and  of  cadence 
The  first  was,  whiche  men  note. 
And  of  musika  aiso  the  notę 
In  mans  voyce  or  sofie  or  shaipe, 
That  fonde  luball,  and  of  the  harpe 
The  mery  sowne,  whiche  is  to  like, 
That  fonde  Paulius  forth  witb  phisike^ 

Zeuzis  fonde  first  the  portiature : 
And  promaetbeus  the  sculptare, 
After  what  formc  that  hem  thought, 
The  resemblace  anon  tbei  wrought. 

Tubail  in  yron  and  in  stele  * 
Fonde  first  the  foi^ge,  and  wrought  it  wel^s 

And  ladahel,  as  saith  the  boke, 
Firste  madę  nette,  and  fishes  toke. 

Of  huntyng  eke  he  fonde  tbe  cbace, 
Whiche  nowe  is  knowe  iu  many  place, 
A  tent  of  clotbe  with  corde  and  stake 
He  aette  vp  first,  and  did  it  make. 

Herconius  of  cokerie 
First  madę  the  delicacie. 

The  crafle  Myneure  of  woUe  fonde^ 
And  ihade  dotb  hir  owne  hondę. 

And  Delbora  madę  it  of  lyne. 
The  women  were  of  great  engyne. 

But  thyng  which  yeueth  metę  and  drinke^ 
And  dotb  the  labour  er  for  to  swynke, 
To  till  tbe  londes,  and  satte  the  vine8» 
Wherof  tlie  corne  and  the  wynes 
Ben  sustenance  to  mankynde, 
In  olde  bokes  as  I  finde, 
Saturnus  of  his  owne  wit 
Hath  founde  first:  and  morę  yit    . 
Of  chapmenhode  he  fonde  the  weye,^ 
And  eke  to  coyg^e  the  money 
Of  sondry  metali,  as  it  is, 
He  was  the  first  man  of  this. 
But  howe  that  metali  cam  a  place 
Througb  mans  wit  and  goddes  graca^ 
The  roate  of  philosopbers  wise 
Cootreueden  by  sondry  wjse. 
First  for  to  gette  it  out  of  myue. 
And  after  for  to  trie  and  fine. 

And  also  with  great  diligence 
Tbei  fonde  thiike  experience, 
Whiche  cleped  is  Alconomie, 
Wherof  the  silner  multiplie 
Tbei  madę,  and  eke  tbe  golde  also^ 
And  for  to  telle  howe  it  is  so 
Of  bodies  seuen  in  speciall 
With  foure  spirites  ioynt  withall, 
Stant  the  substance  of  t!ii!«  n:aton*^ 
The  bodiesy  whiche  ł  spt  k<'  ^m  ijeic^ 
Of  the  planettes  ben  bei?.»;mc 
The  golde  is  titled  to  tbe  sonnc, 
The  moone  of  silucr  liath  ł»is  r.art, 
And  Iron  that  słonłle  vpoii  Mart, 
The  leed  after  Saturnc  groweth, 
And  lupiter  the  brasse  bostowethj 
The  copper  sette  is  to  Ycous, 
And  to  his  part  Mcroufius 
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Hath  the  quicke  tiluer,  as  it  falletb, 

The  whiehe  after  the  boke  it  calleth 

Is  Grst  of  thilke  foure  named 

Of  spirites,  whicbe  ben  proclaymed, 

And  the  ^pirite,  whiehe  is  seconde, 

In  Sal  Armoniake  is  founde: 

The  Łhirde  spirite  Sulphur  is, 

The  fourth  sewende  after  this 

Arcennium  by  name  is  hote, 

With  blowyng  and  witb  fires  hote* 

In  the^e  thynges,  whiehe  t  saye, 

Tbei  worchen  by  diuers  waye. 

For  aa  the  philosopher  tolde 

Of  golde  and  siluer  thei  ben  holdc 

Two  princjpall  extremitee8, 

To  whicbe  alt  otber  by  degrees 

Of  4he  metalłes  ben  accordant. 

And  80  through  kinde  resemblant: 

That  what  man  couth  awaie  take 

The  rusit,  of  whiehe  thei  woxeo  blake. 

And  the  sauour  of  tlie  hardnes, 

Thei  shulden  take  the  sikenes 

Of  golde  or  siluer  parfectly. 

But  for  to  worcbe  it  sikerly 

Betwene  the  corps  and  tbe  spiilte. 

Er  that  the  metali  be  perfite 

In  spuen  fbrmes  it  is  sette 

Of  all:  and  ifone  be  lette, 

The  remenant  may  notauaile: 

.But  other  wise  it  maie  nought  faile. 

For  thei.  by  whom  this  art  was  founde. 

To  euery  poynt  a  certayne  bounde 

Ordeincn,  that  a  maninaie  fyiide, 

This  erafte  is  wrought  by  wey  of  kinde, 

So  that  there  is  no  iallace  in. 

But  wha|  man  that  tbis  werke  begyn, 

He  mote  awaite  at  euery  tide, 

So  that  nothynge  be  lefte  a  side. 

Fyr&t  of  the  distilłacion, 
Foith  with  the  eongeljacion, 
Solucion,  Disceneion, 
And  kepe  in  his  eiitencion 
The  point  of  sublimacion. 
And  forth  with  Calcinacion 
Of  very  apprubacion. 
Do  that  there  be  fixaeion, 
"With  tempcratf  hetes  of  the  fyre, 
Tyli  he  the  parfite  £lixer 
Of  thilke  phili>Bophers  stone 
Maie  gette,  of  whiehe  that  many  one 
Of  philosophers,  whilome  write: 
And  if  thuu  wolt  the  names  wite 
Of  thilJEe  stone,  with  other  two, 
Whiehe  as  the  clerkes  maden  tho, 
So  as  the  bukes  it  recorderi, 
The  kynde  of  hem  I  shall  recorden. 

Nota  de  tribus  lapidibus,  quos  philosophi  com- 
posuemnt:  quorum  primus  est  lapis  yegctabilis, 
qui  sanitatem  conseniat,  Seeundus  dieitur  lapis 
Auimalis,  que  membra  et  virtutes  sensibiles 
fortificat,  Tertius  dieitur  lapis  mineralis,  que 
omnia  metałia  purifient,  et  in  suum  perfectum 
uaturali  potentia  deducit 

Thesb  oMc  philosophers  wise. 
By  wey  of  kynde  in  londrie  wise 
Thre  Stones  madę  through  clergie, 
The  fyrste  I  shall  speoifie. 
Was  cleped  Yegetabilis: 
QC  wbicbę  the  propre  Tertne  is 
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To  mans  heale  for  to  serue, 

As  for  to  kepe  and  to  preserue 

The  boily  fro  sTckenes  alł, 

TiiI  death  of  kynde  vpon  bym  falT. 

The  seeonde  stone  I  the  bebote 

Is  lapis  Animalis  hote: 

Tbe  wbose  vertue  is  propre,  and  couth 

For  earc,  and  eie,  nose,  and  moutb, 

Wherof  a  man  maie  here  and  see, 

And  smelle,  and  taste  in  his  degree. 

And  for  to  fele,  and  for  to  go 

It  helpeth  a  man  of  both  two: 

The  wittes  fiue  he  vnderfongeth 

To  kepe,  as  i t  to  bym  belongetfa. 

The  thinle  stone  in  speciall 
By  narae  is  eleped  M  inerall, 
Whiehe  the  męttals  of  euery  myne 
Attempreth,  tiU  that  thei  ben  f^ne. 
And  pureth  hem  by  suehe  a  wey, 
That  all  the  viee  goth  a  wey 
Of  rust,  of  Sty  nke,  aud  of  hardnes : 
And  whan  thei  ben  of  suehe  elenoes, 
This  minerail,  so  as  T  f}*Dde, 
Transformeth  all  the  fyrste  kynde,  . 
And  maketh  hem  able  to  eoneeiue 
Through  his  vertue,  and  receiue 
Both  in  substance  and  in  figurę 
Of  golde  and  siluer  the  naturę. 
For  thei  two  ben  thextremitee8. 
To  whiehe  after  the  properteea 
riath  euery  metali  hisdesire, 
Wit)i  heipe  and  eomfbrte  of  the  fyrew 
F  )rth  with  this  stone,  as  it  is  saide. 
U'hiehe  to  the  soune  and  moone  is  laide: 
For  to  the  redde,  and  to  the  white 
i  his  stone  hath  power  to  profite. 
It  maketh  multiplicacioa 
Or  gnide,  and  the  fiKaeion 
U  causeth,  and  of  his  habite 
i  le  doth  the  werke  lo  be  parfite 
Of  thilke  Elixer,  whiehe  men  caH 
Aleonomy.  as  is  heftjłe 
To  hem,  that  whilom  were  wise. 
Mot  now  it  slant  all  otberwise. 
Thei  apeken  faste  of  thilke  stone,  • 
But  howe  to  make  it,  nowe  wote  nonę, 
After  the  so<>the  experienep. 
.\iid  netheles  great  diligence 
Thei  setten  vp  thilke  dede. 
And  spillen  morę  than  thei  spede. 
Kor  alway  thei  fynde  a  lette, 
Whiehe  bringeth  in  pouertee  aud  dette 
To  hem,  that  riche  were  tofore; 
The  losse  is  bad,  the  lucre  is  lorę: 
To  get  a  pounde  tbei  spenden  fiue, 
I  not  how  suche  a  cralte  shall  tbriue, 
In  the  maner  as  it  is  vsed, 
U  were  better  be  refused, 
Than  for  to  worchen  vpon  wenę 
In  thynge,  wbiche  atant  not  as  tbei  wenę 
But  not  for  thy  who  that  it  knewe, 
The  science  of  hym  selfe  is  trewę, 
Upon  the  formę,  as  it  was  founden, 
Wherof  the  names  yet  be  grounded 
Of  hem,  that  first  it  founden  out: 
And  thus  the  famę  goth  all  about 
To  suche  as  soughten  t)e8ine8 
Of  vertue,  and  of  worthines, 
Of  whom  if  I  tbe  names  cali, 
Hermes  was  one  the  first  of  all^ 
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To  wbom  this  arte  is  moste  applied: 

Geber  tberof  was  magnified, 

And  Ortoiao,  and  Moriea, 

Amonge  tbe  whiche  is  Aaicen, 

Whicbe  fonde  and  wrote  a  great  partia 

Tłie  practike  of  Alconomie : 

Whose  bokes  pleinly,  as  thci  stonde 

Upon  this  crafte,  fewc  Yoderstonde.     * 

Bot  yet  to  pnt  hem  In  assaie, 

Tbere  ben  fuli  many  nowe  a  daie, 

Thatknowen  litt^l  what  tliei  mene^ 

It  is  not  one  to  wite,  and  wenę. 

In  formę  of  wondes  thei  it  trete. 

But  yct  thei  failen  of  beyete. 

For  of  to  mache,  or  of  to  lite, 

Tbere  is  algate  founde  a  wite: 

So  that  thei  folowe  not  tbe  linę 

Of  tbe  perfecte  medicine, 

Whicbe  grounded  is  Tpon  naturę: 

Bot  tbei  that  writen  the  scriptnre 

Of  Grfke,  Arabe,  and  Caldee, 

Thci  wcre  of  suche  auctoritee, 

Tbst  thei  first  foanden  out  the  wey 

Of  all  that  thou  hast  herde  me  sey. 

Wherof  tbe  cronike  of  her  lorę 

Phall  stonde  in  price  for  euermore. 

But  towarde  our  marcbes  here     » 

Of  the  LaŁins,  if  thou  wolt  here 

Of  bem  that  whilom  vertuoua 

Werę,  and  tbetto  laborious. 

Cannent  madę  of  hir  engine 

Tbe  fłrst  letters  of  latine, 

Of  whicbe  the  tonge  romayn  came, 

Wheroif  that  Aristarcus  name, 

Forth  with  Donat,  and  Didyouis 

Tbe  fyrste  nile  of  sehole,  as  thus, 

Howe  that  latine  shatl  be  compowned, 

Aod  in  what  mse  it  shalt  be  sowned, 

That  eoery  worde  in  his  degree 

Shal  stonde  rpon  congruitee. 

And  tbilke  time  at  Home  also 
Was  Tnllias  Cicero, 
That  writeth  vpon  Rethorike, 
Hov  tbat  men  shulde  her  wordes  pjke 
After  tbe  fbrme  of  e]oquence, 
Whiche  is,  men  seine,  a  great  prudence. 
And  after  that  out  of  hebrewe 
Jerome,  whicbe  the  langage  knewe, 
The  Bibie,  In  whiche  the  lawę  is  closed, 
In  to  latine  be  bath  transposed. 

And  many  an  other  writer  eke 
Oot  of  Caldee,  Arabe,  and  Greke» 
With  great  labour  tbe  bokes  wise 
Trarislatcdei),  and  otherwise 
Tbe  latins  of  hem  selfe  also 
Her  study  at  thilke  tyme  so 
With  great  t^ttuaile  of  sehole  toke 
In  soodry  formę  fór  to  toke, 
That  we  maie  take  ber  euidence 
U|MNi  the  lorę  of  tbe  science 
Of  craftes  bothe,  and  of  clergie, 
AmoDge  the  whiche  in  poesie 
To  tbe  loaers  Ouide  wrote 
And  taoght,  if  looe  be  to  hote» 
In  wbat  maner  it  shulde  akele. 

For  thy  my  sonne  if  tbat  thou  Me, 
That  loae  wrynge  the  to  sore, 
Bebolde  Onide,  and  take  his  lorę. 

My  fatber  if  tbei  might  spede, 
Hy  looe,  I  wolde  bis  bokes  rede^ 


And  if  they  techen  to  restreyne 
My  lóue,  it  were  aa  idell  peyne 
To  leme  a  thynge,  whiche  naai  not  bee» 
For  liche  vnto  tbe  grene  tree, 
If  that  men  take  his  roote  aweie: 
Right  80  myn  herte  shulde  deie, 
If  that  my  loue  be  withdrawe, 
Wherof  touchende  vnto  this  sawe 
There  is  but  onely  to  pursewe 
My  loue,  and  ideiship  eschewe. 

My  good  sonne  sooth  to  seye, 
If  there  be  siker  any  weye 
To  loue,  thou  hast  saide  the  best 
For  who  that  woU  haue  all  his  rest, 
And  do  no  trauaile  at  nede, 
It  is  no  reason  that  be  spede, 
In  loues  cause  for  to  wynne. 
For  be,  whiche  dare  nothyng  begynne, 
I  not  what  thyng  he  shulde  acheue. 

But  ouer  this  thou  shalte  beleue, 
So  as  it  sit  tbe  well  to  knowe, 
That  tbere  ben  other  vices  slowe, 
Whiche  yiito  loue  do  great  lette, 
If  thou  thyn  herte  ypon  hem  sotte. 

Perdit  homo  cansam  linquen8  sua  ium  sopori. 
Et  quasi  dimidium  pars  sua  mortis  babet 

Est  in  amore  rigil  Yenus,  et  qoe  babet  yigilantłj^ 
Obseąuium  thalamis  fert  vigilata  suis. 

Hic  loquitur  de  SomnoIenUa,  que  Accidie  Came« 
raria  dicta  est,  cuius  natura  semimortua  alicui« 
us  negotii  vigilias  obseruari  soporifero  torpora 
recutfbt,  vnde  quatenu$  amorem  concemit  Coi|<« 
fessor  Amanti  diligentius  opponit. 


Towarde  tbe  slowe  progenię 
There  is  yet  one  of  oompanie. 
And  he  is  cleped  Somnolence, 
Whiche  dothe  to  Slouth  his  renerence, 
As  he  whiche  is  his  chamberlein, 
That  many  an  bonderde  tyme  hath  leiu 
To  ślepe,  when  be  shulde  wake. 
He  hath  with  loue  truce  take, 
That  wake  wbo  so  wake  will, 
If  he  maie  couche  adov/ne  bis  bill, 
He  hath  all  wowed  what  hym  list, 
That  ofte  be  goth  to  bedde  Tnkist, 
And  saith,  that  for  no  druerie 
He  woli  not  leue  his  sluggardie.    ' 

For  thougb  no  man  wold  it  alowe« 
To  slepe  leuer  than  to  wowe 
Is  his  matier,  and  thus  on  nightet 
When  he  seeth  tbe  łasty  knigbtes 
Reuelen,  where  thcse  women  are, 
Atrey  he  sculketh  as  an  hare» 
Aml  gothe  to  bed,  and  leyth  bym  softe^ 
And  of  bis  sloothe  he  dremetb  ofte, 
Row  tbat  he  sticketh  in  the  mirę, 
And  bowe  he  sitteth  by  the  6re, 
And  claweth  on  his  bare  skankes. 
And  bowe  he  clymeth  vp  the  bankes^ 
Aud  ftiUeth  in  the  slades  depe. 
But  then  who  so  take  kepe, 
When  be  is  falle  in  suche  a  dreme« 
Right  as  a  sbip  against  the  sti^eme 
He  ronteth  with  a  stepie  noyse. 
And  broustleth  as  a  monkes  liroyse^ 
When  it  is  throwe  in  to  the  pannc^- 
And  otberwbile  selde  wh^nuf 
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That  he  maie  dreme  a  lustie  swrucn, 

Hym  thinkcth  as  tboughe  he  were  m  heuen: 

And  as  the  worid  were  liolly  his. 

And  than  he  speakcth  of  tłiat  and  this, 

And  maketłi  his  (-Kposicion 

Ąfter  his  disposicion, 

Of  that  he  wold,  and  in  suche  wise 

He  dothe  to  loue  «11  his  seniise. 

I  not  what  thonke  he  shall  deserae. 

Bat  sonne  if  thou  woltę  loue  serue, 

I  redę  that  thou  do  not  lo. 

A  good  father  certes  no, 
I  had  leauer  by  my  trouth, 
£r  I  were  sette  oo  suche  a  slouŁb, 
And  beare  suche  a  slepye  snouŁe, 
BoŁbe  eien  of  my  head  were  out. 
for  me  were  better  ftiłly  die, 
Than  I  of  suche  sluggardie 
Had  any  name,  irod  me  sbilde. 
For  wban  my  roother  was  with  childe. 
And  I  lay  iu  ber  wombe  close, 
I  wolde  ratber  Atropos, 
Whicbe  is  goddesse  of  ałł  death, 
Anone  as  I  had  any  breaih. 
Me  had  fro  my  mother  cast. 

But  nowe  I  am  nothyng  agast, 
I  thanke  god :  for  ŁacbesiS) 
Ne  Cioto,  whicbe  hir  felawe  is^ 
Me  sbopen  no  suche  destinee, 
Wban  thei  at  my  natiuitee 
My  weixlet  satten  as  tbei  wolde. 
But  thei  me  sbopen  that  I  sbolde 
£schewe  of  slepe  the  tniandise, 
So  tbat  I  hope  in  suche  a  wise 
To  loue  for  to  ben  escuscd, 
That  I  no  sompnolence  haue  rsed. 

For  certes  father  Geniust 
Yet  vnto  nowe  it  batb  be  tbus 
At  all  ty  me  if  it  befełle, 
So  that  1  might  come  and  dwelle 
]n  place  there  my  lady  were^ 
I  was  not  slowe  ne  ślepy  there* 
For  than  I  dare  well  vndertake, 
Tbat  whan  hir  list  on  nigbtes  wake 
]n  chambre  as  to  carole  and  daunce. 
Me  thinke  I  maie  me  morę  auaunce 
}f  I  may  gone  Tpon  bir  bonde, 
Then  if  I  wynne  a  kynges  łońde. 
For  whan  I  maie  bir  hondę  beclip, . 
With  suche  gladnes  I  daunce  and  skip. 
Me  thinketb  I  touche  not  the  floore. 
The  Ro,  whiche  renneth  on  the  moore 
1 8  than  nought  so  light  aa  1. 
So  mowę  ye  witten  all  for  thy, 
That  for  tbe  tyme  slepe  I  bate, 
And  wban  it  fślletb  other  gate, 
So  tbat  hir-Iikeih  not  to  daunce. 
But  on  the  dyes  to  caste  a  chaunce, 
Or  aske  of  loue  some  demaunde, 
Or  els  tbat  hir  list  commaunde 
To  redę  and  here  of  Troilus, 
Rięht  as  sbe  wolde,  so  or  tbus, 
I  am  all  redie  to  consent. 
And  if  so  is,  that  I  maie  heiit 
Somtyme  amonge  a  good  leyser, 
So  as  I  dare  of  my  desire, 
I  telle  a  part:  but  whan  I  praie, 
Anone  shę  biddetb  me  go  my  weye, 
And  saith :  it  is.  ferne  in  the  night. 
And  I  sw^r^  it  is  eu«ą  light 


But  as  it  falleth  at  laste, 
There  may  no  worldes  ioyc  last, 
So  mote  I  nedes  fro  hir  wende. 
And  of  my  watcbe  make  an  onde. 
And  if  sbe  than  hede  toke, 
Howe  pitousliche  on  hir  I  looke, 
Whan  that  I  shall  my  leue  take, 
Hir  on^ht  of  mercy  for  to  slake 
Hir  daunger,  whiche  saith  euer  naie. 

But  he  seith  often,  Haue  good  daie, 
Tbat  lothe  is  forto  take  bis  leue. 
Therfore  while  I  maie  beleue, 
I  tary  fortb  the  nigbt  mlonge. 
For  it  is  nought  on  me  alońge, 
,  To  slepe,  that  I  soone  go, 
Till  that  I  mote  algate  so. 
And  than  I  bidde,  god  hir  -see. 
And  so  downe  knelende  on  my  kneey 
I  take  leue,  and  if  I  shall, 
I  kisde  hir,  and  go  fortb  withall. 
And  other  wbile^  if  that  I  dore. 
Er  I  come  fuł^  at  dore, 
I  tourne  ayene,  and  foigne  a  thynge, 
As  thougb  I  had  lost  a  rynge, 
Or  somwhat  els,  for  I  wolde 
Kisse  bir  eftsoooe,  if  I  shulde. 
But  selden  is,  tbat  I  so  spede. 
And  whan  I  see,  tbat  I  mote  nede 
Departe,  I  departe,  and  than 
With  all  my  herte  I  curse  and  banne, 
Tbat  euer  slepe  was  madę  for  eye. 

For  as  me  thinketb  I  might  drie      ' 

Without  slepe  to  waken  euer, 

So  that  I  shulde  not  disseupr 

Fro  hir,  in  whom  is  all  my  ligbt. 

And  than  I  curse  aiso  the  night, 

With  all  the  will  of  my  courage. 

And  saie,  Away  thou  blacke  imace^ 

Whicbe  of  thy  derkę  cloudie  face 

Makest  all  the  worldes  light  deface. 

And  causest  vnto  sfepe  awdye. 

By  whiche  I  mote  nowe  gone  awaye 

Out  of  my  ladies  companie. 
O  slepy  night  [  the  defie, 

And  wolde  that  thou  lay  in  presse 

With  Proserpine  the  goddesse, 

And  with  Pluto  the  helle  kynge. 

For  till  I  se  the  datę  spńn^e, 

I  sette  slepe  nought  at  a  risshe. 

And  with  that  worde  I  sii;h  and  wisslie. 

And  saie:  A  why  ne  were  it  daie. 

For  yet  my  lady  thao  I  maie 

Beholde,  thouzh  I  do  no  more. 

And  efte  I  thinke  fortbermore. 

To  some  man  howe  the  night  ^loth  ease, 

Whan  behath  thyng,  that  may  hym  please 

The  longe  night  by  his  side, 

W  here  as  I  faile,  and  go  beside. 

But  slepe,  I  not  wtierof  it  serueth, 

Of  whicbe  no  man  bis  thanke  deserueth 

To  get  hym  loue  in  any  place, 

But  is  an  byndrer  of  his  grace, 

And  maketh  bym  dead  as  fur  a  throwe, 

Right  as  a  stocke  were  ouerthrowe. 

And  so  my  fader  in  this  wise 

The  slepy  niglites  I  despise: 

And  euer  a  middes  of  my  tale 

I  thinke  vpon  the  nightyngale, 

Whiche  slepeth  not  by  wey  of  kyi)de 

For  loue,  in  bokes  as  I  fynde. 
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Thofl  at  laf  te  I  go  to  bedde; 
And  yet  myo  herie  Ueth  to  wedde 
Witb  hjr,  where  as  I  cam  ho, 
Though  I  departe,.  he  woli  not  so, 
Tbere  is  do  locke  maie  shet  hym  oate, 
Hym  nedeth  nougbt  to  gone  aboute, 
Tbat  perce  maie  tbe  harde  wali. 
Thiis  is  he  with  hir  ouerall 
Tbat  be  hir  leef,  or  he  1qUi» 
In  to  hir  bed  myn  bertę  goth : 
Aod  softely  taketh  hir  in  his  arme, 
Aod  feleth  bo  we  that  she  is  warme,, 
And  nrisahetb  tbat  his  body  were 
To  fele,  that  he  feleth  thcre. 

Aud  thus  my  selfeo  I  torment, 
Tyli  that  the  dead  ślepe  me  beat. 
Bat  than  by  a  tbousand  score, 
Wel  morę  than  I  was  tofore 
I  am  tormented  ia  my  slepe: 
But  that  I  dreme  ia  not  on  sbepe^ 
For  I  ne  thynke  nougbt  on  wull, 
But  I  am  dretched  to  tbe  fuU 
Of  loue^-łbat  I  haue  to  kepe: 
That  nowe  I  laugh  and  nowe  I  wepe, 
And  nowe  1  lese  and  nowe  I  wynne. 
And  nowe  1  ende,  aod  nowe  beginne: 
And  other  while  1  dreme,  and  metę, 
Tbat  1  alone  with  hiKroete, 
And  that  daunger  is  lefte  behynde: 
And  than  in  slepe  suche  ioye  i  fynde, 
Tbat  I  ne  bede  neuer  awake. 

Bat  after,  whan  I  hiode  take, 
And  shall  arise  vpon  the  morowe, 
Thao  is  all  tomed  in  tn  sorowe : 
Nougbt  for  the  cause  I  shall  arise. 
But  for  I  mette  in  suche  a  wise. 
And  at  laate  I  am  bćthought, 
Tbst  ail  is  Taine,  and  helpeth  nougbt. 
Bat  yet  me  tbynketh  by  my  wille, 
I  wold  haue  ley  and  slepe  stille, 
To  melen  euer  of  Kucbe  a  sweuen. 
For  than  I  had  a  ślepie  heuen. 

GOKFSSSOR* 

My  soone  aod  for  tboa  tellest  so, 
A  inan  maie  finde  of  tyme  a  go, 
Tbstmany  a  swenen  bath  be  certeyn, 
itn  be  it  so,  tbat  som  men  seyn, 
Tbat  sweuens  ben  of  no  credence : 
Bat  for  to  shewe  in  euidence, 
Tbat  they  foli  ofte  sotb  thynges 
Be  tóken,  I  thynke  in  my  wrytinges 
To  tdle  a  tale  thempon, 
^f%iche  folie  by  old  dayes  gone. 

Hic  ponit  exemplum,  qualiter  somnia  prenostice 
Teritatis  quandoque  certitudinem  figurant.  Et 
narrat,  quod  cum  Ceixrex  Troceiiie  pro  reforma- 
tione  fratris  sui  Dedalionis  in  ascipitrem  tran^ 
fflntati  peRfgre  proficiscens  in  mari  looidus  a 
patria  dimersus  fuerat,  luno  mittens  Iridem 
nanciam  suam  in  partes  Chimerie  ad  domum 
fomai  łusńt,  quod  ipse  Alcione  dicti  regis  vxori 
buios  rei  euentum  per  somnia  certificaret.  Suo 
ftcto  Alciona  -rem  perscrutans  corpus  mariti 
sui,  ?bt  super  flnctas  mortuus  iactabatur,  in- 
aeait:  qae  prodolore  angustiata  capiens  corpus 
amplectere,  in  altnm  marę  super  ipsum  prosiliit, 
▼nde  dii  miserti  amborum  oofpora  m  aues,  que 


adhuc  Alcionet  dicte   aunt,  subito  coBuertd- 
runt. 

This  fynde  I  writte  inn  poesie, 

Cey-x  the  kynge  of  Troceiiie 

Had  Alceon  to  his  wyfe, 

Wbiche  as  hir  owne  hertes  lyfe 

Hym  loueth,  and  be  had  also 

A  foroder,  wbiche  was  cleped  tho 

Dedalion,  and  be  par  cas, 

Fro  kynde  of  man  forshape  was 

In  to  a  goshauke  of  likenes, 

Whereof  this  kynge  great  heauinesse 

Hath  take.*  and  thought  in  his  courage 

To  gone  ypon  a  pilgremage 

Ina  strange  region, 

Where  he  bath  his  deuocion 

To  done  his  sacrifice,  and  preye, 

IF  that  he  might  in  any  weye 

Towardes  the  goddes  fynde  grace, 

His  broders  hele  to  purchace, 

So  that  he  might  be  reformed, 

Of  that  he  had  ben  transformed. 

To  this  purpose,  and  to  this  ende, 

This  kynge  is  redy  for  to  wende': 

As  he  whiche  wold  go  by  ship, 

And  for  to  done  hym  felauship. 

His  wife  vnto  the  sea  hym  brought 

With  all  hir  herte,  and  bym  besought, 

That  he  the  tyme  hir  wolde  seyne, 

Whan  tbat  he  thought  come  ageyne. 
Within,  he  saitb,  two  monethes  daie. 

And  thus  In  all  the  hastę  he  maie 

He  toke  his  leue,  and  forth  he  saileth. 

Wepend  and  she  hir  selfe  bewailetb. 

And  torneth  home  there  she  cam  fro. 
But  whan  the  monethes  were  a  co, 

The  wbiche  he  set  of  his  comynge. 

And  tbat  she  herd  no  tydynge, 
There  was  no  care  for  to  sećhe, 
Wherof  tbe  goddes  to  besecbe 
Tho  she  began  in  many  wise. 
And  to  luno  hir  sacrifice 
Aboue  all  other  moste  she  dede. 
And  for  hir  lorde  she  hath  so  bede. 
To  witte  ańd  knowe  ho  we  tbat  he  ferde, 
That  luno  the  goddes  hir  herde 
Anone,  and  vpon  this  matere 
She  badde  Iris  hir  massagyer. 
To  Slepes  hous  that  sbe  shall  wende. 
And  byd  hym,  that  he  make  an  ende 
By  sweuen,  -and  shewen  all  the  caa 
Unto  this  ladie,  howe  it  was. 

This  Iris  fro  the  bighe  stage 
(Wbiche- vndertake  hath  the  message) 
Hir  reinie  cópe  dyd  vpon, 
The  whiche  was  wonderly  begone 
With  coloure  of  dyuers  hewe, 
An  honderd  mo  than  men  it  knewe, 
The  heuen  lyche  vnto  a  bo  we 
She  bende,  and  she  cam  downe  lowe, 
The  god  of  slepe  where  that  sbe  fonde. 
And  that  was  in  a  strauoge  londe, 
Whiche  marcheth  rpon  Chimerie. 
For  there,  as  seith  the  poesie, 
The  god  of  slepe  hath  mhde  his  hous, , 
Whiche  of  entaylle  is  meruailous. 

Under  a  bille  there  is  a  caue, 
Whiche  of  the  sonne  maie  not  hane, 
So  that  no  man  maie  knowe  aright 
•The  poynt  betwene  tbe  daie  and  night 
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Tbere  is  no  fyre,  there  is  tio  sparke, 
There  is  no  dore,  whiche  maie  cbarke, 
Wherof  sn  eie  shulde  Yosbet, 
So  tbat  inward  there  is  no  let. 

And  for  to  speke  of  tbat  witboute, 
Tbere  stant  no  great  tree  uigb  aboute, 
Wberon  tbere  migbt  crowe  or  pre 
Alight?  for  to  clepe  or  cne, 
liberę  is  no  cocke  to  crowe  daie, 
Ne  best  nonę,  whicbe  noise  maie 
The  hyll,  but  all  aboute  rounde 
There  is  growend  vpon  the  grounde    . 
^upie,  whiche  beareth  tbe  sede  of  ślepe, 
Witb  othcT  berbes  suche  an  hcpe. 
A  still  water  for  tbe  noiies 
Rennend  vpon  the  smatl  stones, 
Whiche  bight  of  Letbes  the  riuer, 
Under  tbat  bille  in  suche  maner 
There  is,  whicbe  yeueth  great  appetite 
To  siepe,  and  thus  fuli  of  delite 
Slepe  hatb  bis  bous.    And  of  his  couche 
Within  his  chamber  if  I  sball  toucbe> 
Of  Hebenus  tbat  ślepie  tree 
*rhe  bordes  all  aboute  bee. 
And  for  be  sbuld  slepe  softe, 
Upon  a  fether  bed  alofte 
He  lietb,  witb  many  a  pylow  of  downe. 
The  ehambre  is  strowed  vp  and  downe 
With  sweuens  many  a  thousande  folde. 

Thus  came  Iris  in  to  this  boldei 
And  to  tbe  bed,  whiche  is  all  blacke 
She  goth,  aud  tJier  witb  slepe  she  spake. 
And  in  this  wise  as  she  was  bede, 
The  massage  of  luno  she  dede. 
FuU  ofŁe  bir  worde  she  reberseth^ 
Er  she  bis  ślepie  eares  persetb. 
Witb  mochell  wo  but  at  laste 
His  slomerend  eies  be  Ypcaste^ 
And  sald  bhr»  tbat  it  sball  be  do» 
Wberof  amonge  a  thousand  tho 
Within  bis  bous,  that  ślepie  were 
In  speciall  be  chese  out  there 
Three,  whiche  shulden  do  this  dede. 

The  first  of  bem,  so  as  I  redę, 
Was  Morpheus,  tbe  wbose  naturę 
Is  for  lo  take  tbe  fygure 
Of  tbat  person,  that  bym  liketh, 
Wherof  tbat  he  fuli  ofte  entriketh 
The  lyfe,  whiche  slepe  sball  by  night 
And  Ithecus  tbat  otber  higbt, 
Whicbe  hatb  the  voice  of  euery  soune, 
The  chere  and  the  coudicioun 
Of  eucry  life  what  so  it  is. 

The  thirde  sewende  after  this, 
Is  Panthasas,  Wbiche  maie  transforme 
Of  euery  thynge  tbe  right  formę, 
Aud  chaunge  it  in  an  other  kynde. 
Upon  hem  three,  so  as  1  fynde, 
Of  sweuens  stant  all  thapparence^ 
Whicbe  other  wbile  is  euidencci 
And  other  wbile  but  a  iape, 
But  netheles  it  is  so  shape, 
Tliat  Morpheus  by  night  aUone 
Appereth  viitill  Alceone, 
In  lykrnesse  of  hir  husbonde, 
Ali  iiaked  dead  vpon  the  strondCi 
And  how  he  drt-iiit  in  speciall 
These  other  two  ii  shewin  all, 
Tlie  tcmpest  of  tbe  blacke  clowde, 
The  woode  sea,  tbe  wyndes  lawde. 


All  this  she  met,  and  seeth  byiil  dieAł 
Wherof  that  she  began  to  crien 
Slepend  a  bedde  there  she  laif^, 
And  with  that  noisc  of  hir  affraie, 
Hir  women  sterten  vp  aboute, 
Whiche  of  hir  ladie  were  in  doubtr. 
And  asken  hir,  ho  we  that  sbe  ferde. 
And  she,  right  as  she  sigh  and  herde, 
Hir  sweuen  hatb  tolde  bem  euery  dele. 
And  thei  it  halsen  all  wele, 
And  seyn,  it  is  a  token  of  good. 
Rut  till  she  wist  ho  we  that  it  stood, 
Sbe  hatb  no  comfort  in  hir  bertę. 

Upon  the  morowe  and  vp  she  stertę. 
And  to  tbe  sea  (Where  as  she  mette 
The  bodie  laie)  wttbout  lette 
She  drough:  and  wban  that  she  cam  nigbj 
Starkę  dead  his  armes  sprade  she  sigbe 
Hir  lorde,  fleteode  Tpon  the  wawe : 
Wberof  bir  wittes  be  witbdrawe. 
And  she  whiche  toke  of  death  no  kepe, 
Anone  forth  lepte  in  to  the  depe. 
And  woulde  haue  caught  bym  in  hir  aime* 
This  infortune  of  double  harme 
Tbe  goddes  from  the  heuen  abone 
Bebeld,  and  for  the  tron  the  of  loue, 
Whicbe  in  this  wortbie  ladie  floode 
Thei  haue  vpoo  the  salt  floode, 
Hir  dreintlorde  and  hir  also 
For  deth  to  life  tomed  so, 
That  thei  ben  shapen  in  to  briddes 
Sirimmend  vpon  the  waue  amiddes. 
And  whan  she  sawe  bir  lorde  łyuend 
In  lykenesse  of  a  birde  swymende. 
And  sbe  was  of  the  same  sorte, 
So  as  she  roight  do  disporte 
Upon  tbe  ioie,  whiche  sbe  bad 
tiir  winges  botb  abrode  sbe  sprad. 
And  hym  buth  so  as  she  maie  suffise^ 
Beclipte  and  kiste  in  suche  a  wise^ 
As  she  was  whilome  wont  to  do> 
Hir  wiąges  for  hir  armes  tho 
She  toke,  and  for  bir  lippes  softe 
Hir  harde  bille,  and  so  fuli  ofte 
Shefondeth  in  hirbirdes  formę, 
If  that  she  might  hir  selfe  coufonne 
To  do  the  plesance  of  a  wife, 
As  she  did  in  that  other  life. 
For  though  she  bad  hir  power  !ore> 
Hir  wille  stode,  as  it  was  tofore. 
And  serueth  hym  so  as  she  maie, 
Wherof  in  to  this  ylke  daie 
To  geder  vpoa  the  sea  thei  wonne, 
Whcre  many  a  doughter  and  aonne 
Thei  bringen  forth  of  byrdes  kynde. 
And  for  men  shulden  take  i  u  myude 
This  Alceon  the  trewe  quene, 
Hir  briddes  yet  as  it  is  sene, 
Of  Alceon  the  name  beare. 

U>  thus  my  sonne  it  maie  tbe  stere 
Of  sweuens  for  to  take  kepe. 
Fur  oft  tyme  a  man  a  slepe 
Maie  se,  what  after  sball  betide« 
For  thy  it  helpeth  at  some  tide 
A  man  to  slepe  as  it  belongetb : 
But  slouthe  no  life  rnderfungeth, 
Whicbe  i»>  to  loue  app«!rtenant 

My  fader  vpon  the  coueuaut 
I  dare  well  make  this  auowc^ 
Of  all  my  life  in  to  uowci 
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Alt  ferforth  as  1  can  ^nderatonde, 

Yet  toke  I  neuer  ślepe  oo  hoiide^ 

Wbat  it  vas  tyme  for  to  wake. 

For  though  mya  eie  it  wolde  take, 

Myn  berte  is  eaer  there  a^yne.  * 

Bot  oetheles  to  speake  it  playne, 

Ali  this  that  I  haue  sayde  yoa  here, 

Of  my  wakynge,  as  ye  maie  here,  . 

Ic  toucheth  to  my  lady  swete. 

Forother  wiae  I  you  bihete, 

In  Btraonge  place  wban  I  go, 

Me  lyst  no  thynge  to  wake  so. 

For  whan  the  women  łysten  plaie, 

And  I  bir  M  not  in  the  waie, 

Of  whome  1  shułde  in3rithe  take^ 

Me  lift  ooŁ  longe  for  to  wake^ 

Bat  if  it  b«  for  pnre  tliame^ 

Of  Łbat  1  wotde  eschewe  a  namć, 

Tbat  thei  ne  shuld  bane  caase  nonę 

To  seie,  A  lo  w  berę  suche  one, 

That  hath  foriore  his  countenaunce. 

Aod  thaf  amoDge  I  synge  and  daance 

And  feigne  lost,  there  nonę  is. 

Foroftesyth  Ifeletbis  t 

Of  tbottght,  wbiche  in  minc  bertę  faltetfr, 

Whan  it  i»  night  myn  heade  appalletb : 

Aod  tbat  is  for  I  see  hir  nought, 

Whicbe  is  tbe  waker  of  my  thoogbt, 

Aod  thns  as  tymeliche  as  I  maie 
Foli  ofte,  vban  it  is  brodę  daie« 
I  take  of  all  these  otber  leae, 
And  go  my  wey :  and  thei  beleue, 
That  Been  per  cas  her  loues  tliere. 
And  I  go  forth  as  nougbt  ne  were 
t}oto  my  bed,  so  tbat  alone 
I  maie  there  ligge  sigb  and  gTX>r)e, 
Aod  włsaben  all  the  longe.night, 
TyH  that  I  see  the  daies  light : 
I  not  if  that  be  spmpnolence^ 
^Qt  rpon  yoor  conscience 
Myn  holy  fader  demeth  ye. 

My  sonne  1  aavwell  payd  with  the 
Of  ilepe,  tbat  Łhou  the  sluirgardie 
By  oights  ra  loaes  compaaie 
Cicbewe  hast,  aod  do  tby  peyne 
So,  tbat  thy  łoue  dare  not  płeyne. 

Forlooe  rpon  his  last  wakende 
le  mer,  and  wold  tbat  nonę  ende, 
Whemf  the  longe  night  is  sette^ 
Wberof  that  tbou  beware  the  bette^ 
To  telle  a  tale  I  am  bethought, 
Howeloue  and- ślepe  acorden  nougbt. 

Hic  dicit,  qnod  vigiUa  in  aroantibns,  et  non  som- 
nolentia  laudanda  est.  £t  ponit  exemplum  de 
Cephalo  filio  Pbebi,  qai  nocturno  silentio  Auro- 
nuB  amicam  suam  diligentius  amplecteus,  Solem 
et  Lonam  interpdlabat,  videlicet  quod  sol  in 
circnło  ab  ońeute  distantiori  currum  cum  luce 
sua  retardaret,  et  quod  Luna  sphera  sua  lougis- 
tima  orbem  circuens,  noctem  continua  ret,  i  ta 
Tt  ipsąui  Cephalum  amplexibus  Aurorę  yolutum 
priasquam  dies  illucesceret  suis  delitiis  adquies- 
cere  dintimi  permittere  dignarentur. 

For  lone  arbo  that  lust  to  wake 

By  night,-  be  maie  ensample  take 

Of  Cephalus,  whan  that  he  laie 

With  Aurora  the  swete  maie 

n  anofsall  the  longe  night. 

Bttt  whaa  it  droogh  towarSc  the  lyght, 


That  hc  within  his  herte  sic 
The  daie,  wbiche  was  the  morowe  nie» 
Anooe  vnto  the  sonne  he  praide, 
For  luste  of  loue:  and  t4iiis  he  saide: 

O  Phebus,  wbiche  the  daies  light 
Gouernest  tyli  that  it  be  night,  ^ 

And  gladdest  euery  creature 
\ftHr  the  lawę  of  thy  naturę, 
But  netbeles  there  to  a  thynge, 
Whicbe  oolicbe  to  thy  knowlechyngc 
Belongeth  as  in  priaitee 
To  laue,  and  to  his  dutee, 
Wh/icbe  asketb  not  to  ben  a  pCtt, 
But  in  scilence,  and  in  cooert 
D('syr.  th  for  to  be  beshaded: 
And  thus  whan  tbat  the  light  is  faded^ 
And  vesper  sbewetb  bym  alofte 
And  that  the  night  is  longe  and  softe 
Under  the  loudes  derka  and  stille. 
l'han  hath  this  thynge  most  of  his  wille. 
For  thy  vnto  thy  mightes  hie, 
As  tbou,  whicbe  art  the  daies  eie 
Of  loue  and  migbt  no  c(»unseyl  hy«le> 
Upon  this  derkę  nightes  tida 
With  all  myn  herte  I  the  besecbe, 
ITiat  I  plesaoce  might  seche 
With  bir,  whicbe  lyeth  in  myn  armes, 
Withdrawe  the  baner  of  thyn  armes. 
And  lete  thy  lightes  ben  rnboroe, 
And  in  the  signe  of  Capricome 
The  hous  appropred  to  Satume, 
I  preie  the,  that  tbou  wolt  soioume 
Where  ben  the  nightes  derkę  and  longe. 
For  I  my  loue  haue  mderfonge, 
Wbiche  lieth  here  by  my  side  naked, 
As  she  wbiche  wolde  ben  awaked, 
And  me  list  no  thynisre  for  to  ślepe : 
So  were  it  good  to  take  kepe 
Nowe  at  this  nede  of  my  praier, 
And  that  the  like  for  to  stere 
Thy  fyńe  carte,  and  so  ordeine, 
That  tbou  thy  swift  hors  restremc 
Lowe  yfader  erthe  in  occident, 
That  thei  towatd  tborient 
By  cercie  go  the  longe  weie. 

And  eke  to  the  Dianę  I  prcie, 
Which  cleped  art  of  thy  noblesse 
The  nightes  moone,  and  the  Goddest^, 
That  tbou  to  me  be  gracious. 
And  in  Cancro  thyn  own  hous, 
Ayene  Phebus  in  opposite 
Stoud  at  this  time,  and  of  delite 
Beholde  Yenus  with  a  gladde  eie. 
For  than  vpon  Astronomie  • 
Of  due  constellacion, 
Tbou  makest  prolificacion* 
And  dost  that  children  ben  begete, 
Whicha  grace  if  that  I  might  gete^ 
With  all  myn  herte  1  woli  serue 
By  nyght,  and  thy  vtgille  obseme. 

Lo  thus  this  lustie  Cephalus 
Praied  vnto  Pbebe,  and  to  Phebus, 
The  night  in  lengthe  for  to  drawe» 
So  that  he  migbt  do  the  lawę 
In  thilke  poynt  of  loues  he8t4*, 
Whicbe  cleped  is  the  nightes  feste» 
With  outen  ślepe  of  sluggardie, 
Wbiche  Yenus  out  of  companie 
Hath  put  awey,  as  thilke  same, 
Whiche4ustles  fer  from  gama 
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In  cbambre  doth  fuli  ofte  wo 
A  bedde  whan  it  falleth  so, 
^Tbat  łoue  sbulde  ben  awaited. 

But  slouŁbe,  whicbe  is  euill  affaited 
With  ślepe  bath  madę  bis  retenue, 
That  wbat  thynge  is  to  loue  due, 
Of  all  his  detle  be  paietb  nonę, 
He  wote  not  howe  the  nygt  is  gone, 
"Se  howe  the  daie  is  come  aboute. 
But  onely  for  to  ślepe  and  route; 
Till  bigh  middaie,  that  he  arise. 
But  Cepbalus  did  otherwise, 
As  thou  aiy  sonne  hast  berd  abone. 

My  fader  who  tbat  bath  bis  loue 
A  i>edde  naked  by  bis  aide. 
And  wołd  than  bis  eien  bidę 
'With  ślepe,  I  not  wbat  mau  is  he. 
But  certes  as  toucbend  of  me; 
Yhat  felle  me  neuer  yet  «r  ^is. 
But  other  while  wban  so  is, 
That  1  maie  catcbe  slepe  on  hondę 
Lyggend  alone,  Łhan  1  fonde 
To  dreme  a  mery  Rweuen  er  daie. 
And  it  so  falle,  tbat  I  maie 
My  tbougbt  with  suche  a  sw^ueu  please, 
Me  tbyniće  I  am  somdele  at  ease. 
l^or  I  nonę  other  comfort  baue, 
So  nedeth  nought  that  I  sball  cratie 
The  Sonnes  carte  for  to  Łarie 
Ke  yet  the  Moo&e  that  sbe  carie 
Hir  cours  a  ionge  vpon  the  heuen. 
For  I  am  nought  the  morę  in  eiieo 
Towardes  loue  in  no  degree. 
But  in  my  slcpe  yet  than  I  see 
Somwhat  in  sweuen  of  tbat  me  Jiketh, 
Włiićhe  afterwarde  myn  bertę  entrikeib, 
Wban  tbat  I  fynde  it  other  wise: 
So  wote  1  not  of  wbat  seruice 
That  slepe  to  mans  ease  dootb. 

My  sonne  certes  thou  sayst  sooth: 
But  onely  that  it  helpetb  kynde^ 
Sooityme  in  Phisike  as  T  fyode^ 
Whan  it  is  take  by  measure 
But  he  whicbe  can  no  slepe  measure 
ITpou  the  redę  as  it  belongetb. 
Fuli  ofte  of  sodeine  chaunce  he  foogetb. 
Suche  i D fortunę,  that  bym  greueth. 

But  who  these  olde  bokes  leuetb, 
Of  somnolence  howe  it  is  writtc. 
Thete  maie  a  man  the  soth  witte, 
If  that  he  wolde  ensample  take, 
lliat  otberwhile  is  good  to  wake^ 
Wherof  a  tale  in  Poesie 
I  thynkę  for  tu  specifie. 

Hic  Ioquitur  in  amoris  causa  contra  istos,  qui 
somnolentie  dediti,  ca  que  seruare  tenentur, 
amittunt,  £t  narrat  quod  cum  lo  puelia  puł- 
cherrima  a  lunonc  in  vaccam  transformata,  et 
in  Argi  custodiam  sic  depositam  fuisse  super- 
ueniens  Mercurius  Argum  dormientem  occidit, 
vt  ipsam  vaccam  a  paetura  rapiens^  quo  voliut, 
secum  perduxłtk 

• 

t)uiDB  tellcth  in  liis  saies 

liowe  Jupiter  by  olde  daies 

Laie  by  a  mai  de,  whicbe  lo 

Was  cłepcd,  wheruf  tbat  luno 

^is  wife  was  wrotbę,  aud  the  goddesM 

Of  io  turned  tha  li4ceuesse 


In  to  a  Cowe  to  goe  tbere  ^iit6 

The  large  fełdes  all  aboutc, 

And  get  hir  metę  vpon  tbe  grene* 

And  therupon  tbishighe  queue  • 

Beloke  hir  Argus  for  to  kepe. 

For  be  was  seldon  wonte  to  siepe  : 

And  yet  be  bad  an  boudred  eyen. 

And  all  aliche  well  tbei  sy«n. 

Now  berken  bow  he  was  begiłed 

Mercnrie  whicbe  was  aU  afiUed 
This  Cowe  to  stelie  be  caq|ie  desguised/ 
And  bad  a  pipę  well  denised 
UpoD  the  notes  of  masike, 
Wherof  he  might  his  eres  like. 
And  ouer  that  he  bad  aAaited 
His  Insty  tales,  and  awaited 
His  time ;  and  tbus  in  to  the  felde 
He  came,  where  Argus  be  bebelde 
With  lo,  whicbe  beside  bym  went: 
With  that  bis  pype  anon  he  heat. 
And  gan  to  pipę  in  his  manere 
Thynge,  whicbe  was  ślepie  for  to  here. 
And  in  his  pipynge  euer  amonge 
He  tolde  bym  suche  a  lusty  songe, 
Tbat  be  the  fool  bath  brougbt  a  slepe> 
Tbere  was  nooe  eie  tbat  might  kepe 
His  heade,  whicbe  Mercurie  of  smote. 
And  fbrth  with  allanone  fote  hote 
He  stale  the  cowe,  whicbe  Argus  kepte> 
And  all  this  fell  for  tbat  be  slepte. 

Ensample  it  "was  to  many  mo, 
That  mochell  slepe  doth  ofte  wo, 
Whan  it  is  time  for  to  wake. 
For  if  a  man  this  vice  take, 
In  somnolence  and  bym  delite. 
Men  shulde  vpon  his  dore  write 
Hjs  Epitaphe,  and  on  bis  graue. 
For  he  to  spille,  and  nought  to  saue 
Is  sbaped,  as  thougb  be  were  .deade. 

For  thy  my  sonne  holde  vp  tbin  beade. 
And  let  no  slepe  thyn  eie  englue. 
But  whan  it  is  to  reasou  due. 

My  fader  as  touchend  of  this, 
Right  80  as  I  you  tolde,  it  is, 
-Tbat  ofte  a  bedde,  whan  I  sbolde, 
1  maie  not  slcpe  thongb  I  wolde. 
For  loue  is  euer  fest  bsrrpe, 
Whicbe  taketh  nonę  hede  of  due  tyme. 
For  whan  1  shall  myn  eien  dose, 
Anone  my  bert  be  woli  oppose. 
And  hołd  his  schoie  in  suche  a  wise 
Tyli  it  be  daie  tbat  I  arise : 
That  selde  it  is  whan  that  I  slepe. 
And  thus  fro  somnolence  I  kepe 
Myn  eie,  and  for  thy  if  tbere  beć ' 
Ought  elles  morę  in  this  degree 
Now  aske  forth.     My  soniie  yis. 
For  slouth,  whicbe  as  moder  is, 
Tbe  fburth  drawer  and  the  Norice 
To  man  of  many  a  dredfuH  vice, 
Hatb  yet  anotfaer  last  of  all, 
Whicbe  many  a  man  hath  madę  to  falle^ 
Where  that  he  might  neuer  arise : 
Wherof  for  thou  the  shalt  auise. 
Er  thou  80  with  thy  selfe  mis&re, 
Wbat  vice  it  is  I  woli  declare. 

Nil  fortuna  iuuat,  vbi  desperatio  ledit. 

Ono  desiccat  humor  non  viridescit  humus. 
Magnanimus  sed  amor  spem  pouit,  et  inde  salutesi, 

Ccmse(|uitur,  quo  ei  prospcra  futa  faueuU 


CONFESSIO  AMAKnS.    BOOK IV. 


m 


^ic  loąuituriup^  vliiaia  apecie  aceidie,  queTri^ 
Łicia,  słue  despertcio  dłcitur,  cttius  cibstinata 
condicio  totius  consolationis  spen  deponeus  ali- 
cuius  remedji)  quo  libcrari  poCerit,  fuitanaiB  si- 
bi  eoenire  unponibUe  credit. 

WttAV  slouth  doth  all  Łbat  be  maie 
To  driue  forth  the  longe  daie 
Till  be  become  to  tbe  Dede, 
Than  at  last  rpon  the  dede 
He  loketh  %oire  bis  tyme  is  lorę, 
Aod  18  so  wo  begone  therfore, 
Tbat  be  wiihin  bis  tboagbt  coneeinetb 
TrisŁesse^  aad  so  bim  selfe  deceiueth^ 
Tbat  he  wanbope  brli||;etb  iune, 
Wbere  is  no  oomfbrte  to  beginney 
But  euery  ioye  bym  is  delaied, 
So  tbat  witbio  bis  bertę  affraied 
A  tbousande  tyme  witb  one  bi^ath 
"Wepende  he  wissheth  ailer  deatb, 
Wbaa  be  fortunę  fynt  aduerse. 
For  tbaa  he  woli  bis  bope  reherse, 
Af  thou^b  bis  worlde  were  all  forlore, 
Aod  saitb,  alas  tbat  I  was  borę, 
How  shall  I  liue?  bow  sball  1  do  ? 
For  nowe  fortunę  is  thus  my  fo, 
I  wote  well  god  me  woli  not  belpe : 
What  shulde  I  tban  of  ioye  yelpe  } 
Wbere  tbere  no  bote  is  of  my  care. 
So  ouercaste  i$  my  weUare 
TKat  1  am  sbapen  all  to  strife  : 
Alas  tbat  I  nerę  of  tbis  life> 
Er  1  be  fuHtcbe  ouertake. 
And  tbus  be  will  bis  sorowe  make, 
As  god  bim  might  not  auaile : 
Bat  yet  ne  woli  be  not  trauaile» 
To  belpe  bym  sdfe  at  sucbe  a  nade« 
But  sloutbeth  vnder  sucbe  a  drede, 
Wbicbe  is  affermed  ia  bis  herte: 
Rigbt  as  be  might  nougb  asterte 
Tbe  worldes  wo,  wbicbe  be  is  inne. 
Also  wban  be  is  falle  ia  synac. 

Mym  tbynketh  be  is  so  fer  culpable, 

Tbat  god  MToll  not  be  merciable 

So  great  a  sinne  to  foryeue. 

And  thus  be  leneth  to  be  sbrioe. 

Aod  if  a  man  in  thilke  tbrowe 

Wold  bym  connseile,  be  wolde  not  koowe 

Tbe  solh,  thoogh  a  man  it  fyiide. 

For  tristesse  is  of  suche  a  kynde, 

Tbat  for  to  maintene  his  folie 

He  bath  witb  bym  obstinacie, 

Wbiche  is  witbin  of  suche  a  sioutby 

Tbat  he  forsaketb  ali  tbe  trouth. 

And  wooll  to  no  reason  bowe. 

And  yet  be  can  not  atowe 

His  owae  skille,  but  of  bede 

Tbos  dwinetb  he,  Łill  he  be  dede, 

In  byndrynge  of  bis  owoe  estate. 

For  wbere  a  man  is  obstinate, 

Wanbope  £eilletb  at  laste, 

Whiche  maie  not  ionge  aiter  laste, 

Till  sluuth  make  of  bym  an  ende. 

Bat  gud  wote  whether  he  shall  wende. 
My  sonne  and  rigbt  in  suche  manere 

Tbere  be  louers  of  heuie  chem, 

That  sorowco  morę  tban  is  nede, 

Whan  tbey  be  taried  of  ber  spede^ 

Aad  can  oot  tbem  selfe  redę, 

fint  lesea  bope  for  to  spede, 


And  stynten  lone  to  pursewe. 
And  thus  tbei  faden  byde  and  he«*t. 
And  lustles.in  bar  hertes  ware. 
Herof  it  is,  that  I  wolde  are, 
If  thou  my  sonne  art  one  of  tho. 

A  good  father  it  is  so, 
Out  take  o  point  1  am  bekaowe. 
For  els  I  am  ouerthrowe 
In  all  that  euer  ye  baoe  seide. 
My  sorowe  is  euermore  ^aftaide. 
And  sechetb  ouer  all  my  reyftes. 
But  for  to  counsaile  of  my  peiaes 
1  can  no  bote  do  tberto. 
And  thus  withoutea  bope  I  go : 
Só  that  my  wittes  bea  empeired. 
And  1  am,  as  wbo  saitb  diapeired 
To  winae  loue  of  tbilke  twete, 
Without  whom,  1  you  behete, 
Myn  herte,  that  is  so  bestadde, 
Rigbt  inly  neuer  maie  be  gladde. 
For  by  my  troutb'1  sball  not  li«. 
Of  pure  sorowe,  whiche  Idrie, 
For  that  she  saitb  she  will  me  nougbt, 
Witb  dretcbyng  of  myn  owne  tbought« 
In  suche  a  waddiope  I  am  falle, 
That  I  ne  can  vnethes  calie, 
As  for  to  speke  of  any  grace. 
My  ladies  mercy  to  purcbace. 
But  yet  I  saie  nougbt  for  tbis, 
That  all  in  my  defaute  it  is, 
Tbat  1  am  neuer  yet  in  stede, 
Wban  time  was,  that  I  me  bede 
Ne  sayde,  and  as  I  dur^t  tolde. 
But  neuer  fonde  I,  that  sbe  wolde 
For  ought  she  knewe  of  myn  entent. 
To  speke  a  goodly  woide  assent. 
And  netheles  tbis  dare  I  saie, 
Thąt  if  a  sinfuU  wolde  praie 
To  god  uf  his  foryeueues, 
Witb  balfe  so  grcal  a  besinesse, 
As  1  haue  do  to  my  ladie, 
Tn  lacke  of  askynge  of  mercie, 
He  shulde  neuer  oome  i  a  helle. 
And  thus  I  maie  you  southly  telle, 
Saufe  onely  that  I  crie  and  bidda, 
I  am  in  tristesse  all  amidda, 
And  fulfilled  of  desperance : 
And  thcrof  yeue  me  my  penance 
Myn  holy  father,  as  you  liketh. 

My  sonne  of  thajt  tbya  herte  siketb, 
Witb  sorowe  might  thou  not  amende, 
Tyli  loue  his  grace  wolt  the  aendc. 
For  thou  thyn  owne  cause  empeirest, 
What  tyme  as  thou  thy  selfe  despeirest 
I  not  what  other  thyng  auaileth 
Of  bope,  wban  the  herte  foileth 
For  suche  a  sore  is  iucurable : 
And  eke  the  goddes  ben  vengeable, 
And  that  a  man  maie  rigbt  well  frede^ 
These  olde  bokcs  who  so  redę 
Of  tbinge,  whiche  hath  befalle  er  this. 
Nowe  here,  of  what  ensaniple  it  is. 

Hic  narrat  qualłter  Iphis,  regis  Thencri  filius,  ob 
aniorem  cuiusdam  puelle  nomine  Araxaratben, 
quam  neque  donis  aut  precibus  viocerc  potuit, 
desperans  antę  patris  ipsius  puelle  iauuas  noc- 
tanter  sc  suspendit,  vnde  dii  commoti,  Jictaiu 
puellam  in  lapidem  durtbsimam  transinuŁarunt, 
quam  rex  Theucer  vna  cum  filio  suo  a^)u(l  Sala« 
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minam  id  Templo  veneris  pro  perpetaa  memo- 
ria  sepeliri  et  locari  fecit. 


Whilom  by  olde  dates  fer, 

Of  Mfcse  was  thc  kynge-Theucer, 

Whithe  bad  a  kDigbt  to  Bonne  Iphis^ 

Of  loue  and  be  bo  maUtred  is, 

That  be  hatb  set  all  his  couragc^ 

As  to  regarde  of  his  lignage, 

Upofi  a  maide  of  lowe  estate. 

But  thougb  he  Werę  a  potcst&te 

Óf  worldes  good,  he  was  subiecte 

To  looe  and  pat  iu  suche  a  plite, 

Tbat  be  esccedeth  thte  measure 

Of  reason,  tbat  bym  selfe  assure 

He  ćan  nought     For  tbe  morę  he  praid, 

The  lasse  loue  on  hym  she  layde. 

'  He  was  with  loue  VDwise  constreigned. 
And  she  with  reason  was  restreigued. 
Tbe  lustes  of  bis  bertę  be  seweth, 
And  she  for  drede,  shame^  escheweth : 
And  as  she  shulde,  toke  good  hede. 
To  saue  and  kepe  hir  womańhede. 
And  thas  tbe  thynge  stode  in  debatę 
Betwene  bis  lust,  and  hir  estate. 
He  yaue,  be  sende,  he  spoke  by  mouthk 
But  yet  for  ougbt  tbat  euer  he  couth 
Unto  his  spede  he  fonde  oo  weie : 
So  that  he  cast  hjs  hope  aweie, 
Within  his  herte  he  gan  despeyre 
Fro  daie  to  daie,  and  so  empeire, 
That  he  bath  lost^l  his  delite 

'  Of  lust,  of  slepe,  of  appetite, 
That  he  through  strength  of  loue  passeth 
His  witte,  and  reason  ouerpasseth  : 
As  he  whiche  of  bis  life  De  rought, 
His  deatb  vpon  bym  selfe  he  sought : 
So  that  by  night  bis  weie  he  nam» 
There  wist  nonę  where  hc  becam. 
The  night  was  derkę,  there  shooe  no  moone, 
Tofore  tbe  gates  he  cam  soune, 
YHiere  that  this  yooge  maide  was. 
And  with  this  wofull  worde,  aias 
His  deadly  plaintes  be  began 
So  stiil,  that  there  was  no  man 
It  herde :  and  tban  he  saide  thus : 
O  thou  Cupide,  O  thou  Yenus, 
Fortuned  by  whose  ordinance 
Of  loue,  is  euery  mans  cbance. 
Ye  knowen  all  myn  hole  herte, 
Tbat  I  ue  maie  your  bondes  astertCk 
On  you  is  euer  that  I  crie, 
And  you  deigneth  not  to  plie, 
Ne  towarde  me  your  eare  encline. 
Thus  for  I  see  no  medicine 
To  make  an  ende  of  my  ąuarele. 
My  deatb  shallbe  in  stede  of  hele 

Ha  thou  my  wofull  ladie  derę, 
Whiche  dwellest  with  thy  father  here. 
And  slepest  in  thy  bedde  at  ease, 
Tliou  wotest  nothyng  of  my  disease, 
Howe  thou  and  I  be  nowa  vnmete, 
A  lorde,  what  sweiien  shalt  thou  roete : 
What  drenies  hast  thou  nowe  on  hondę  } 
Thod  slepest  there,  and  I  herde  stonde. 
Thougb  I  no  deatb  to  the  deserue, 
Here  shall  1  for  thy  loue  sterue, 
Here  shall  1  a  kynges  sonuedie 
For  loue,  aud  for  no  felunie. 


Whether  thou  therof  haue  ioy  i)r  sorow^ 
Here  shalt  thou  se  me  dead  to  morowe. 
O  harde  herte  abouen  aUe,   • 
This  deatb,  whiche  shall  to  me  falle. 
For  that  thou  wotde  not  do  me  grace, 
It  shall  be  tolde  in  many  place, 
That  I  am  dead  for  loue  and  troutb, 
In  thy  defente,  and  in  thy  slouth. 
Thy  daunger  sball  to  many  mo 
Ensample  be  for  euermo,  ^ 

Whan  thei  the  wofiill  death  recorde. 

And  with  that  worde  be  toke  a  corde, 
With  whiche  vpon  the  gate  tree 
He  henge  him  selfe,  that  was  pitee. 

The  morów  cam,  the  night  is  gone. 
Men  come  out  and  see  anone 
Where  that  this  yonge  lorde  was  dede, 
There  wa&s  an  hous  without  redę. 
Por  no  man  knewe  the  cause  whie, 
There  was  wepyng,  there  was  crie. 

This  maiden,  whan  she  it  herde. 
And  słgh  this  thynge  howe  it  misferde  i 
Anone  she  wist  what  it  ment. 
And  all  tbe  cause  ])Owe  it  went. 
To  all  tbe  worlde  she  tolde  it  out. 
And  preieth  to  hem,  that  Werę  abouta 
To  take  of  hir  the  vengeance. 
For  slie  wa^i  cause  of  thilke  cbance, 
Why  that  this  kynges  son  is  spilte : 
She  taketb  vpon  hir  selfe  the  gilte. 
And  is  alt  redie  to  the  peine, 
Whiche  any  man  hir  wolde  ordeine. 
But  if  any  other  wolde,  - 
She  saith,  that  hir  selfe  she  sholde 
Do  wreche  with  hir  owne  hondę, 
Through  out  the  worlde  in  euery  ionde, 
Tbat  euery  lyfe  therof  shall  speke, 
Howe  she  hir  selfe  it  shulde  wreke. 
She  wepeth,  she  crieth,  she  swouneth  ofte, 
She  caste  hir  eien  yp  alofte. 
And  saide  amonge  fuli  piteously: 
O  god,  thou  wost  that  Jt  am  I, 
For  whom  Ipbis  is  thus  beseine, 
Ordeine  so,  that  men  maie  seine 
A  thousande  winter  after  this, 
Howe  suche  a  maiden  did  amis* 
And  as  I  did,  do  to  me. 
For  1  ne  did  no  pitee 
To  hym,  whiche  for  my  loue  is  lorę. 
Do  no  pitee  to  me  theifbre. 
And  with  this  worde  she  foli  to  grounde 
A  swoune,  and  there  she  laie  a  stouode. 

'  Tbe  goddes,  whiche  hir  plaintes  herde> 
And  sith  how  wofolly  sbe  ferde, 
Hir  life  thei  toke  awey  anone, 
And  shopen  hir  into  a  stóne, 
After  the  formę  of  hir  image, 
Of  body  both,  and  of  visage. 
And  for  tbe  meruaile  of  tbis  thynge 
Unto  tbe  place  came  tbe  kynge, 
And  eke  tbe  queene,  and  many  mo: 
And  whan  thei  wisten  it  was  so, 
As  I  haue  tolde  it  here  aboue, 
How  that  Iphis  was  deade  for  loue, 
Of  that  he  bad  be  refused  : 
Thei  helden  all  men  excused, 
And  wondren  vpon  the  yongeancCi 
And  for  to  kepe  remembrancc, 
This  fayre  image  maiden  liche, 
Wilh  companie  noble  and  riche, 
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Wtth  torcbcfl,  and  gn^i  solemaitee, 

To  Salaminethe  Cite« 

Thęy  leade  and  carie  foith  withall 

This  deade  corps,  and  seiue  it  shall, 

Besyde  thilke  image  haue 

His  sepulture,  and  be  begraue. 

This  oorps  and  this  image  tbns 
In  to  the  citee  to  Yeaus, 
Where  tbat  god^esse  bir  tempie  had, 
To  gether  botfae  two  thci  ladde. 
Tbisilke  image  as  for  a  miracle, 
Was  set  Tpon  an  high  pinnacle, 
tbat  all  men  it  might  knove : 
And  vnder  tbat  thei  maden  lowe 
A  tombe  ricbe  for  the  nones 
Of  marble  and  eke  of  Jaspre  stones, 
"Wherin  tbat  Iphis  was  belokeń, 
Tbat  enermore  it  shall  be  spoken. 
And  for  men  shall  the  sothe  witte 
Thei  haue  ber  epitaphe*  writte, 
As  thyngp,  nrbiche  shulde  abide  stable, 
The  letters  grauen  in  a  table 
C>f  marble  were,  and  saide  this : 
Herę  lieth,  whiche  slough  bym  selfe,  Iphis 
For  loue  tk  Araxaratbeu. 
And  in  ensample  of  the  tromen, 
Tbat  suffren  men  dien  so, 
Hir  formę  a  man  maie  seen  aiso, 
Howe  it  is  toumed  flesshe  and  bonę 
In  to  the  figurę  of  a  stone. 
He  was  to  nesshe^  and  sbe  tu  harde. 
Beware  for  thy  here  afterwarde 
Yemen  and  women  both  two, 
Ensampletb  yon  of  tbat  was  tho. 

Lo  thus  my  sonne  as  1  the  saie 
It  greoeth  by  diners  watę 
Id  dispeire  a  man  to  falle,  . 
Wbicbe  is  the  last  branche  of  all 
Of  slepCy  as  thou  hast  herde  deuiie^ 
Wherof  tbat  thou  thy  selfe  auise, 
Good  isy  er  tbat  thou  be  deceiued, 
Wher  tfaat  the  grace  of  hope  is  weiued. 

My  fether  howe  so  tbat  it  stonde, 
Nowe  baae  I  pleyuly  Tnderstonde 
Of  sluutbet  courte  the  propertee, 
Wherof  touchende  in  my  degree> 
For  euer  I  thynke  to  beware. 
Bat  ouer  this  so  as  I  dare, 
With  all  myn  bertę  I  you  beseche, 
Tbat  ye  me  wolde  enforme  and  tpcbe^ 
What  there  is  morę  of  your  apprise 
lo  loue,  ais  well  as  otherwise, 
So  tbat  1  maie  me  cleane  shriue. 

My  sonne  wbite  thou  arte  aline, 
And  hast  also  thy  fuli  mynde, 
^monge  the  TJces,  whiche  I  fynde» 
There  is  yet  one  suche  of  the  seuen, 
Whiche  all  this  worlde  batb  set  vneuen. 
And  caoseth  many  a  wronge, 
Whete  hfe  the  caase  hath  voderfonge, 
Wherof  bereafter  thou  shalte  here 
The  Ibnne  botbe,  and  the  matere. 

ESPUCrr  u  BER  ^UARTUS. 


Non  decet,  vt  soli  seniabitur  aes,  sed  amori 
Debet  homo  solam  solus  habere  suam. 


t)bsfat  anaritia  naturae  legibus,  et  anse 
Largns  amor  poscit,  strictius  illa  vetat. 

\)mne  quod  est  nirorum,  vitiosam  dicitur  auroDDy 
Yellera  sicut  oues  seruat  auarus  op«s. 


Hic  in  quinto'tibro  intendit  Confessor  tractare  de 
auaritia,  que  omnium  malorum  radix  esse  dici- 
tur, necnoa  de  eiusdem  ricii  speciebus,  et  pri* 
mum  ipsius  auaritie  natnram  describiu 

INCIPIT  LIBER  ^UINTUS. 

Fyhste  wban  the  bigbe  god  begaone 

This  woride,  and  tbat  the  kynde  of  man 

Was  fal  into  no  gret  encres. 

Por  worldes  good  was  tho  no  pres. 

But  all  was  set  to  the  comroune. 

Tliei  speken  than  of  no  fortunę, 

Or  ibr  to  lese  or  for  to  winne 

TiU  Auarice  brought  it  in. 

And  that  was  wban  the  worlde  was  wore 

Of  man,  of  hors*  of  shepe,  of  ore, 

And  that  men  knewen  the  money : 

Tho  went  pees  out  of  the  wey. 

And  werre  came  on  euery  side, 

Whiche  all  loue  leide  aside, 

And  of  coromon  his  propre  madę, 

So  that  in  stede  of  shouell  and  spade 

The  sharpe  sworde  was  take  on  hondę* 

And  in  this  wise  it  came  to  londe^ 

Wherof  men  madę  diches  depe. 

And  high  walles,  for  to  kepe 

The  golde^  whiche  Auarice  encloseth. 

But  all  to  littel  bym  supposetb, 

Thougb  be  might  all  the  worlde  purchace. 

For  what  thing,  that  be  maie  enbrace 

Of  golde,  of  caŁell>  or  of  londe, 

He  let  it  neuer  out  of  bis  hondę, 

But  gette  hym  raore,  and  halt  it  fast, 

As  thougb  the  worlde  shnlde  euer  laste. 

So  is  hc  liche  Tnto  the  helłe. 

For  as  these  olde  bokes  telle, 

Wbat  cometh  tbcrin  lasse  or  morę, 

U  shall  departe  neuermore. 

Tbus  wban  be  hath  his  cofer  loken, 

It  shall  not  after  ben  vnstoken, 

But  whau  be  list  to  haue  a  sight 

Of  golde,  Howe  tbat  it  shineth  bright^ 

That  be  theron  nniie  loke  and  muse 

For  otherwise  be  dare  not  vse 

To  take  his  parte  or  lesse  or  morę, 

So  is  he  poore,  aud  ouermore 

Hym  lacketh,  that  he  hath  enongh* 

An  ore  draweth  in  the  piough 

Of  tbat  bjrm  selfe  hath  no  profite  t 

A  shepe  right  in  the  same  plite 

His  woli  beareth,  but  on  a  daie 

An  other  taketh  the  flees  awaie. 

Thus  hath  be,  that  he  nought  ne  hath. 

For  he  therof  his  parte  ne  tath. 

To  seie  howe  suche  a  man  hath  good, 

Who  so  that  reasone  vnder8toode 

It  is  ynproperlłche  sayde : 

That  good  hath  bym,  and  halt  bim  taide, 

Tbat  be  ne  gladdeth  nought  withall, 

But  is  vnto  his  good  a  thrall, 

And  a  subiecte  thus  seruetb  he: 

Where  tbat  he  shulde  maister  be. 

Suche  is  the  kynde  of  tbauarous. 

My  sonne  as  thou  art  amorous. 
Tell  if  thou  farę  of  loue  so. 

My  faiber  as  it  semetb  no, 
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That  aoarous  yet  neuer  I  was, 
So  as  ye  setten  me  tba  cas. 
For  as  ye  tolden  here  abone, 

,  In  filii  possessioa  of  lone 
Yet  was  I  neuer  here  tofbre : 
So  Łhat  me  thyoketh  well  tberfoie 
I  maie  excu8e  wetl  my  dede. 
Bat  of  my  wyli  withouteo  drede, 
If  1  that  treasour  might  gete, 
It  shulde  neuer  be  foryete, 
That  I  ne  wolde  it  iaste  holde, 
Tyli  god  of  loue  bym  selue  wolde, 
That  death  vs  shulde  departe  a  two. 
For  leueth  well,  I  loue  hir  so, 
That  euen  with  myn  owne  life, 
If  1  that  swete  lustie  wife 
Migbt  ones  welden  at  my  wille, 
For  euer  I  wolde  holde  hir  stiUe: 
And  tn  this  wise  taketh  kepe, 
If  1  hir  had,  I  wbide  hir  kepe^: 
And  yet  no  fridaie  wolde  I  fest, 
Though  I  hir  kepe  and  helde  fast 
Fie  on  the  bagges  in  the  chist. 
I  had  enough,  if  I  hir  kyst. 
For  certes  if  she  were  myne, 
1  had  hir  leuer  than  a  myne 
Of  golde :  for  all  this  worides  ryche 
Ne  might  me  make  so  riche, 
As  she  that  is  so  inly  good: 
I  set  nought  of  other  good. 
FoF  might  I  gette  suche  a  thynge, 
I  had  a  treasour  for  a  kynge. 
And  though  I  wolde  it  fast  holde, 
1  were  than  well  beholde. 
But  1  might  pipę  nowe  with  lasae, 
And  suffre  that  it  ouer  passe, 
Not  with  my  will,  for  thus  I  wolde 
Ben  auarous,  if  that  I  sholde. 
But  father  I  herde  you  sey, 
How  the  auarous  hath  yet  some  wey 
Wherof  he  maie  be  glad.    For  hee 
Maie,  whan  bym  list,  bis  tresurę  see, 
And  grope,  and  fele  it  all  aboute : 
But  1  fuli  ofte  am  shet  theroute, 
There  as  iny  worthie  tresour  is. 
So  is  my  life  liche  vnto  this, 
That  ye  me  tolden  here  to  fore, 
Howe  that  an  oxe  his  yóke  hath  borę 
Forthynge  that  shulde  hym  not  auaile : 
And  in  this  wise  I  me  trauaile. 
For  who  that  euer  hath  the  welfare, 
1  wote  well  that  I  haue  the  care. 
For  I  am  had,  and  uought  nc  haue. 
And  am,  as  who  saith,  loues  knaue. 
Nowe  deme  in  yoor  owne  thonght, 
If  this  be  auarice  or  nought. 

My  sonne  I  haue  of  tlie  no  wonder, 
Though  thou  to  serue  be  put  vnder 
With  loue,  whiche  to  kynde  accocdetb: 
But  so  as  euery  boke  recordeth, 
U  is  to  kynde  no  pleasance, 
That  men  aboue  his  sustenauoe, 
Unto  the  golde  sball  serue,  and  bowe. 
For  that  maie  no  reason  auowe. 
But  auarice  netheles, 
If  he  maie  getten  his  encrees 
Of  golde,  that  wolde  he  serue  and  kepe. 
For  he  taketh  of  nought  els  kepe, 
But  for  to  fylle  bis  baprges  large : 

%  And  all  u  to  hym  but  a  charge. 


m 

For  he  ne  parteth  nought  withall, 
But  kepeth  it  as  seruaunt  shall. 
And  thus  t))Ough  that  he  multiplie 
Bis  golde,  without  treasorie 
He  is,  for  man  is  nought  amended 
With  golde,  but  if  it  Im  dispended 
To  mans  vse,  wherof  I  redę 
A  tale,  and  take  therof  good  hede, 
Of  thatbefelle  by  olde  tide, 
As  telłeth  vs  the  clerke  Ouide. 

Hic  Ioquituv  contra  istos  auaros,  et  narrat  quaUter 
Mida  rex  Frigie  Silenum  Bacchi  sacendotem, 
quem  rustici  vinculis  ferreis  alligarunt  dissolait, 
et  in  hospicium  suum  benignissime  recollćgit : 
pro  quo  Bacchus  quodcunque  munus  rer  exi» 
gere  vellet,  donari  concessit.  Unde  rex  auari- 
tia  ductus,  vt  quicquid  tangeret,  in  aurum  coo- 
uerteretur,  indiscrete  petiit. 

Bacchus,  whiche  is  the  god  of  winę 

Accordant  vnto  his  diuine 

A  prest,  the  whiche  Silenus  hight, 

He  had,  and  fell  so,  that  by  nigbt 

This  prest  was  drunke,  and  goth  a  strayde, 

Wherof  the  men  were  euill  apayde 

In  Frigelonde,  where  as  he  weuL 

But  at  last  a  chorle  hym  hent 

With  streugth  of  other  felawship ; 

So  that  vpon  his  drunkeship' 

They  bounden  hym  with  cheynes  iaste. 

And  forth  tbey  lad  hym  aiso  faste 

Unto  the  kynge,  whiche  hight  Mide. 

But  he  tbat  wolde  hi«  rice  hide, 

This  curtois  kynge  toke  of  hym  hede 

And  bad,  that  men  shulde  hym  lede 

In  to  a  chambre  for  to  kepe, 

Till  he  of  leyser  had  ślepe. 

And  thus  this  priest  was  soone  Tubound, 

And  vpon  a  couche  fro  the  grounde 

To  ślepe  he  was  leyde  soft  enough. 

And  whan  he  woke,  tbe  kinge  hira  drongli 

To  his  presence,  and  did  hym  chere. 

So  that  thjs  preest  in  suche  manere, 

While  that  him  liketh,  ther  he  dwelietb. 

And  al  this  he  to  Bacchus  telleth. 

Whan  that  he  cam  to  hym  ageyne. 

And  Whan  that  Bacchus  bard  seyne, 
How  Mide  hath  done  his  curtesie, 
Hym  thinketh,  it  were  a  vi]anie. 
But  he  rewarde  hym  for  his  dede, 
So  as  he  might  of  his  godhede. 
(Jnto  this  kynge  this  god  appereth, 
And  clepeth,  and  that  other  hereth. 
This  god  to  Mide  thonketh  fayre, 
Of  that  he  was  so  debonayre 
Towarde  his  prost,  and  bad  hym  seye, 
What  thynge  it  were,  he  wolde  preye, 
He  shulde  it  haue  of  worides  good. 
This  kynge  was  glad,  and  stille  stoode. 
And  was  of  his  askynge  in  doute. 
And  all  tbe  worłde  he  casteth  aboute, 
What  thynge  was  best  for  his  astate. 
And  with  hym  selfe  stode  in  debatę 
Upon  thre  pointes,  whiche  I  fynde, 
Ben  leuest  riito  mans  kynde. 
The  first  of  hem  it  is  delite, 
The  two  ben  worsbip  and  profite. 
And  than  he  tbou^ht,  if  that  I  craue'  ' 

Delite,  though  I  delite  maie  haue, 
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Młte  shall  pasien  in  my  age, 

That  ij  no  siker  aaantage. 

For  eoery  ioye  bodily 

Shall  ende  in  wo,  delite  for  thy  . 

Woli  I  Dot  cbese.     And  If  I  worship 

Aske,  and  of  tbe  worlde  lonlship, 

Tbis  18  an  occupacion 

Of  proude  imagiuaciony 

Whiche  maketh  an  bertę  Taine  withia, 

Thcre  is  no  certaine  for  to  winne. 

For  lorde  and  knaac  ii  all  one  wey, 

Wbao  tiiei  be  borę  and  wan  thet  dey. 

And  if  I  profite  aske  wolde, 
I  not  in  wbat  maner  I  sholde 
Of  workk^  good  baue  sikernes. 
For  eoery  thefe  ypon  ricbesae 
Awaitetb,  for  to  robbe  und  stele : 
Sochę  good  ig  cause  of  barmes  fele. 
And  aiso  tbongb  a  man  at  ones 
Of  a|l  tbe  worlde  within  bii  wones 
The  treaoor  miebt  baue  euery  d«)e: 
Yet  had  be  bat  one  maiis  dele 
Towarde  bym  selfo,  to  ai  I  tbynka, 
Of  clotbynge,  and  of  meate  and  drinke. 
For  morc  (out  take  Taattee) 
There  hath  no  lorde  in  bis  degree. 

And  tbua  rpoo  th^se  pojnites  dioerse 
Diueraly  be  gan  reberce, 
Wbat  poynt  bym  tboagbt  for  tbe  beste. 
Bat  playniy  for  to  gette  bym  reat, 
He  can  no  stker  waie  ca»te. 
Aad  netbdes  yet  at  laste 
He  feli  rpon  tbe  couetise 
Of  goMe,  and  than  in  sundrie  wisa 
He  thought;  aa  I  baue  said  tofort, 
How  treasour  maie  be  soone  lorę. 
And  had  an  inly  great  desyre 
ToDcbeode  of  aucfae  recooere, 
Howe  that  be  migbt  bis  cause  auayle. 
To  get  bym  golde  witbouten  faile. 
Within  his  bertę  and  tbns  be  preisetb 
Tbe  gołde,  and  faith,  bow  that  be  peiseth 
Abouen  all  otber  metali  rooste. 
Tbe  golde,  be  saith,  maie  lede  an  boste 
To  make  werre  ayene  tbe  kynge, 
^e  golde  puŁ  ruder  aU  tbynge. 
And  set  in  what  bym  list  aboue; 
Tbe  golde  can  make  of  hate  loae, 
And  werre  of  pees :  and  right  of  wronge, 
^^  looge  to  sborte,  and  shoite  to  tonge. 
Without  golde  maie  be  no  fest: 
Coide  ii  tbe  lorde  of  man  and  best, 
Aod  maie  bem  both  bte  and  selle 
So  that  a  man  maie  sotliely  telle, 
That  all  tbe  worlde  to  golde  obeieth. 

For  thy  tbis  kyoge  to  Baccus  prefth. 
To  grannte  him  golde,  but  be  ezcedetb 
Measure,  more  tban  bym  nedetb. 
Meo  tellen,  that  tbe  maladie, 
Wbichc  cleped  is  hydropsie, 
fieaeoibled  is  mto  tbis  vice. 
By  «aie  of  kynde  of  Auarice 
'llie  more  bydropsie  drinketb, 
The  more  bym  thirsteth :  for  bim  thynketb, 
Tbat  be  maie  neuer  drinke  his  filie, 
So  that  tbere  maia  no  tbynge  futfille 
Tbelastes  of  his  appetiie, 
And  right  in  sochę  a  maner  plite 
Stant  ener  Aoarice,  and  euer  stoode^ 
Tbe  more  be  hath  of  worldęs  good|^ 


Tbe  more  be  wolde  it  kępa  streite, 
And  euer  more  aod  more  coneite. 
And  right  in  suche  condicion, 
Witbout  good  discrecion, 
Tbis  kynge  with  Auarice  is  smitte, 
Tbat  all  tbe  worlde  it  inigbt  witte. 
For  be  to  Bacobus  than  preid, 
That  wherupon  his  hondę  be  leyd, 
It  sbulde  througb  bis  touche  anone 
Become  golde:  and  theropon 
This  god  hym  graunteth,  as  be  badde. 

Tho  was  this  kynge  of  Frige  gladde. 
And  for  to  put  it  in  assaie, 
With  all  the  hast  that  be  maie, 
He  toucheth  that,  be  toucbeth  thJs  : 
And  in  bis  hond  all  golde  it  is, 
The  stone,  tbe  tree,  tbe  leaf,  the  gras, 
Tbe  floure,  the  fniite  all  goM^  it  was. 
Tbus  toucbeth  be,  while  be  maie  laste 
To  go:  but  honger  at  laste 
Hym  toke  so,  that  be  mote  nede, 
By  wey  of  kynde  his  honger  fede. 
The  cloth  was  leid,  the  borde  was  -set* 
And  all  was  forth  tofore  hym  set. 
His  dissbe,  bis  cup,  his  drink,  hi  A  meate. 
But  whan  be  wolde  or  drinke  or  eate, 
Anone  as  it  his  mouth  cam  nigbe, 
It  was  all  golde :  and  than  be  sigbe 
Of  Auarice  tbe  folie: 
And  be  with  tbat  beganne  to  crie. 
And  preide  Bacchus  to  foryeue 
His  gy  ttf  and  sufier  hym  f<>r  to  lyne, 
Ajid  be  suche  as  be  was  tofore: 
;  So  that  be  were  nought  forlore, 

This  god,  whiche  berde  of  tbis  greoance, 
Toke  routbe  rpon  bis  repeutance, 
And  bad  hym  go  forth  redily 
Unto  a  floiod  was  fast  by, 
Whiche  Paceole  than  hight; 
In  whiche  ais  fast  as  euer  be  might 
He  shuld  hym  Wassjie  oueralt : 
And  said  hym  than  that  he  shall 
Recouer  his  first  astate  ageine. 

Tbis  kynge  right  as  he  herd  seyn, 
In  to  tbe  flood  gotb  fro  the  londe, 
And  wessbe  bym  both  fbote  and  hondę, 
And  80  forth  all  the  remenante, 
As  hym  was  set  in  couenant. 
And  tban  be  sigb  meroailes  strange, 
The  ilood  bis  colonr  gan  to  ehange, 
The  grauell  with  the  smali  stoncs. 
To  gold  thei  tome  both  attones: 
And  he  was  quite  oF  that  he  hadde: 
And  thus  fortunę  his  chance  ladde. 
And  wban  he  sigb  his  touch  awey, 
He  goth  bym  borne  tbe  right  wey, 
And  liueth  forth  as  he  did  er, 
And  put  all  aoarice  a  fer, 
And  the  riches  of  gohie  despiseth. 
And  seith,  that  meate  and  cloth  suffis^th. 

Tbus  bath  this  kynge  experience, 
Howe  fooles  done  the  reuerence 
To  golde,  whicbe  of  his  owne  kynde 
Is  lasse  wortb  than  is  the  rynde. 
To  sustenanoe  of  mans  foode: 
And  than  be  madę  lawes  good, 
And  all  bis  tbynge  set  vpon  skJIle: 
He  bede  his  peopfe  for  to  tille 
Her  loode,  and  Hue  Tnder  the  lawę. 
And  that  thei  shuld  also  forthdrawe. 
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Bestail,  and  seche  nonę  encre^s 
Of  golde^  whiche  is  the  breche  of  pces 
For  tbis  a  man  maie  fynde  writte. 
To  fora  the  ttme,  er  golde  was  smitte 
|n  coygne,  that  men  tbe  floren  knewe, 
Tbere  was  wel  nigbe  no  man  vntrewe. 
Tbo  was  tbere  sbelde  ne  speare, 
Ne  deadly  wepen  for  to  beare. 
Tho  was  the  towne  withouten  walie, 
Whłche  nowe  is  closed  ouer  alle. 
Tho  wast  there  no  brocage  in  londe, 
Whiche  nowe  taketh  enery  cause  on  hondę 
So  maie  men  knowe,  how  tlie  floreya 
^  Was  moder  first  of  malengini 
And  bringer  in  of  all  werre» 
Wherof  this  world  stant  out  ef  herre, 
Throagh  the  eounseill  of  Auarice, 
Whiche  of  bis  owne  propre  vice 
Is  as  the  helle  wonderfull. 
For  tt  maie  neuermore  be  fuli; 
That  what  as  euer  cometh  therinne, 
A  wey  ne  maie  it  neucr  winne. 

But  sonne  myn  do  thou  not  so, 
let  all  suche  Auarice  go, 
And  take  thy  parte  of  that  thou  hast: 
I  bid  not  that  thou  do  wast. 
But  holde  largesse  in  his  measure. 
Ąud  if  thou  see  a  creature, 
Whiche  througb  pouert  is  ialle  in  nede, 
Yeue  hym  soroe  good:  for  tbis  I  redę 
To  hym  that  woli  not  yeuen  here, 
What  peyne  be  shall  haue  els  where: 
There  is  a  peyn  amonge  all 
Benethe  in  helle,  whiche  men  callc 
The  wofull  peyne  of  Tantal  ie^ 
Of  whiche  1  shnll  the  redily  . 
Deuise  howe  men  tberin  stonde. 

In  heli  thou  shalt  ynderstonde^ 
There  is  a  flood  of  thilke  office, 
Whiche  serueth  all  for  auarice: 
What  man  that  stond  shall  tberin^ 
He  stant  vp  eoen  to  the  chinne. 

Aboue  his  hede  also  tbere  hongeth 
A  fruite  whiche  to  tbatpeine  longeth: 
And  that  fruite  toucheth  euer  in  one 
His  oberlippe,  and  therupon   ^ 
Suche  tbirste  and  honger  bym  assailetb, 
That  neuer  his  appetite  ne  ^ileth. 
But  whan  hs  wolde  his  bonger  fede, 
The  frute  withdraweth  hym  at  nede : 
And  tbough  be  heue  his  hede  on  high, 
The  fruite  is  euer  aliche  nigh, 
80  is  the  bonger  well  the  morę. 
And  also  tbough  hym  thurst  sora, 
And  to  the  water  bowe  a  doune, 
Tbe  flood  in  suche  condicion 
Aualetb,  that  his  drinke  areche 
He  maie  not.  lo  nowe  whiche  a  wreche, 
That  meate  and  drinke  is  hym  so  couth, 
And  yet  ther cometh  nonę  in  his  mouih. 
Uchę  to  tbe  peines  of  this  flood 
Stant  Auarice  in  worldes  good. 
He  bath  enough,  and  yet  bym  nedeth, 
For  his  scaroenes  it  hym  forbedeth : 
And  euer  his  honger  after  morę 
^rauailetb  hym  aliche  sore : 
Śo  is  he  peined  ouerall. 
Por  thy  thy  goodes  forth  withall 
My  sonne  loke  thou  dispende, 
Wherof  thou  mi^ht  th^  selfe  amcode 


Both  here,  and  eke  in  otber  płace- 
And  also  if  thou  woIte  purchace 
To  be  beloued,  thou  oiust  vse 
Lai^sse:  for  i  f  thou  refuse 
To  yeue  for  thy  loues  sake, 
It  is  no  reason  that  thou  take 
Of  loue,  that  thou  woldest  craue« 
For  tby  if  thou  wolt  grace  haue. 
Be  gracious  and  do  largesse: 
Of  Auarice  and  the  sekenesse 
Eschewe  abOue  all  otber  thjmge. 
And  take  iiisample  of  Mide  the  kjrnge^ 
And  of  the  flood  of  helle  also, 
Where  is  enough  of  all  wo. 
And  tbongh  tbere  were  no  mate.re. 
But  ooely  that  we  fitiden  here; 
Men  ought  Auarice  eschewe. 
For  what  man  thilke  vtce  sewe. 
^  He  gete  hym  scife  but  litell  rest^ 
For.  howe  so  that  the  body  rest, 
Tlie  bertę  rpon  the  golde  trauaileth, 
Whom  many  a  nightes  drede  assaileth*. 
For  tbough  be  ligge  a  bed  naked. 
His  bertę  is  cuermore  awaked, 
And  dremeth,  as  he  lieth  to  ślepe, 
How  besy  that  be  is  to  kepe 
His  tresour^that  00  thefe  it  stele: 
Thtts  batb  he  but  a  wofull  wele. 
And  right  so  in  the  same  wise, 
If  thou  thy  selie  wolt  wele  auise, 
Tbere  be  louers  of  sucbe  enowe, 
That  wol  Tnto  no  reason  bowe 
If  so  be  tBei  come  aboue, 
Whan  thei  ben  maisters  of  ber  łoue. 
And  that  thei  shulden  be  moste  gladde 
With  loue,  thei  ben  moste  bestadde: 
So  fayn  thei  wolde  it  bolden  all, 
That  ber  herte,  ber  eie  is  ouerall. 
And  wenen  euery  man  be  thefe. 
To  stele  awey  that  hem  is  lefe. 
Thus  througb  ber  owne  fantasift 
Taei  fallen  in  to  Jelousie. 

Than  hath  the  ship  to  broke  bis  cable, 
With  euery  wynde  and  is  menable. 

My  fadcr  for  that  ye  nowe  telle, 
I  haue  berde  oft  tyme  telle, 
Of  Jelousie,  but  what  it  is, 
Yet  vnderstod  I  neuer  er  this. 
Wherfore  I  wolde  you  beseche, 
That  ye  me  wolde  infonne  and  tecbe, 
What  maner  thyng  it  might  bee. 

My  sonne-4hat  is  harde  to  iiiee. 
But  netheles  as  I  haue  heide, 
Now  herken,  and  thou  sbaH  be  anawerde. 

Kota  de  Zelotipia,  cnius  iantastica  suspitio  am«« 
rem  ąuamuis  fidelissimum  mul totiens  sine  causa 
corrnptum  imaghiatur. 

Among  tbe  m^n  lacke  of  manbod 

Iii  mariage,  vpon  wifehode 

Maketh  that  a  maii  bim  selfe  deceiueth : 

Wherof  it  is,  that  he  conceiueth, 

That  ilke  vneasy  maladie, 

The  whiche  is  cleped  Jelousie : 

Of  whiche  if  I  the  propertee 

Shall  telle,  after  the  nicetee, 

So  as  it  worcheth  on  a  mao,;. 

A  feuer  it  ts  cotidiaq. 
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Whichc  euery  dahe  wol  come  aboute, 

Wbere  so  a  inan  be  in  or  onte. 

At  hoin«  ff  that  a  man  woU  wonne, 

This  feaer  is  thnn  of  comon  wonue 

Most  greuoos  in  a  mans  eie. 

For  than  he  maketh  bym  tote  and  prie, 

Wbere  so  as  eaer  his  loue  go, 

She  shaU  not  witb  hir  liteil  to 

Misteppe,  but  he  seeth  it  all: 

His  eie  is  walkend  ouerall. 

Where  tbat  she  synge,  or  that  she  dannce, 

He  seeth  the  lest  countenance, 

If  she  loke  on  a  man  a  sidt., 

Or  witb  bym  równe  at  any  tide, 

Or  that  she  laagh,  or  that  she  loare. 

His  eie  is  there  at  euery  houre. 

And  whan  it  draweth  to  the  night, 

If  she  tban  be  without  light, 

Anone  is  all  the  gamę  shente. 

For  tban  he  set  his  parliament 

To  speake  it  whan  be  cometh  to  bed> 

Aod  saitb :  if  I  were  nowe  to  wed, 

I  wolde  neoer  haue  wife. 

And  so  be  toroetb  in  to  strife 

Tbe  luste  of  loues  dutee, 

And  all  vpon  dioersitee. 

If  she  be  fresshe,  and  well  araied, 
He  saith  hir  baner  is  displaied 
To  depe  in  guestes  by  the  weie.  «v 

And  if  she  be  not  well  beseie, 
Aod  tbat  hir  list  not  to  be  gładde, 
He  beareth  on  bonde  that  she  is  madde, 
Aod  łooelb  not  hir  husbonde. 
He  saith,  he  maie  well  ynderstonde, 
That  if  she  wolde  his  companie, 
She  shaM  tban  afore  his  eie 
fihewe  all  the  pleasure  that  she  raight. 
So  tbat  by  daie  ne  by  night 
Sbe  not  wliat  thyng  is  fbr  the  beste. 
Bot  lioeth  out  of  all  rest. 
For  wbat  as  ener  bym  listę  to  seyn, 
She  dare  not  speke  o  worde  ageyn. 
Bot  vepetb,  and  holt  hir  lippes  close. 
Sbe  maie  welłe  writte,  Sance  repose 
The  wife,  whicbe  is  to  suche  one  maried^ 
Of  all  women  be  he  waried. 
Forwith  his  feuer  of  ieloosie. 
His  ecfae  daies  fiiotasie 
Of  sorowe  is  ener  aliche  grene, 
So  that  there  is  no  loue  sene, 
While  tbat  bim  list  at  home  abide. 
Aod  whan  ao  is  he  woli  out  ride, 
Thaa  hatb  be  redie  his  aspie 
Abtdyng  in  hir  compaaie, 
A  iangłer,  an  ewH  mootbed  one, 
That  she  ne  maie  no  whither  gone, 
Ne  speke  one  worde,  ne  ones  loke. 
Bat  he  ne  woli  it  wende,  and  croke. 
And  toroe  after  his  owne  entent, 
Thoiigh  she  no  thyng  bnt  bonour  ment : 
Whan  tbat  the  lorde  cometh  home  ageyne, 
The  tangler  must  somwhat  seyn. 

So  what  withotit,  and  wbat  withinne, 
This  feoer  is  euer  to  begynne. 
For  wbere  be  cometh  he  can  not  ende, 
Till  death  of  bym  bath  madę  an  ende. 
For  tboogh  so  be,  that  he  ne  berę, 
Ke  se,  ne  witte  in  no  manere. 
Bot  all  honoure  and  womanhede, 
Tberof  the  Jelous  taketh  nonę  hede : 


But  as  a  man  to  loue  rnkynde, 
He  cast  his  staffe  and  as  the  błinde, 
And  fint  defaulte,  where  is  nonę. 
As  who  so  dremeth  on  a  stoiie 
Howe  be  is  leyde,  and  groneth  ofte. 
Wt^an  he  lietja  on  his  piłowe  softe. 
So  is  there  nought  but  strife  and  chest, 
Whan  loue  shulde  make  bis  fest 
It  is  great  thynge  if  he  hir  kisse, 
Tbus  hath  she  lost  the  nightes  blisse^ 
For  at  suche  ty  me  he  gmtcheth  euer, 
And  beretb  on  hondę,  there  is  a  leuer, 
That  she  wolde  anotber  were 
In  stede  of  bym  abedde  there. 
And  with  tho  wordes,  and  with  mo 
Of  Jelousie,  he  torneth  hir  fro. 
And  lieth  vpon  that  other  side. 
And  she  with  that  draweth  hir  aside. 
And  there  she  wepeth  all  tbe  night. 

A  to  what  peine  she  is  dight. 
That  in  hir  youth  hath  so  be  set 
The  bonde,  whiohe  maie  not  ben  Tnlcentlt 
I  wote  the  ty  me  is  oft«  cursed, 
That  euer  was  the  golde  ^npursed, 
The  whiche  was  layd  ypon  the  boke, 
Whan  that  all  other  she  forsoke 
For  loue  of  bym,  but  all  to  late 
She  pleineth :  fbr  as  than  algate- 
She  mote  forbeare,  and  to  bym  bowe^ 
Though  he  ne  woli  it  noubt  altowe. 
For  man  is  lorde  of  thilke  fejrre : 
So  maie  the  woman  but  empe3rTe, 
If  she  speke  ought  agein  his  wille 
And  thus  she  bereth  ber  peyne  stille. 

But  if  this  Feuer  a  woman  take, 
She  shall  be  wpII  morę  harde  shake. 
For  though  she  both  see  and  here. 
And  fynde,  that  there  is  no  matere, 
She  dare  but  to  hir  selfe  pleyne: 
And  tbus  sbe  suffreth  double  peyne, 

IjO  thus  my  sonne,  as  I  hane  writte, 
Thou  might  of  Jelowsie  witte 
His  feuer,  and  his  condicion. 
Whiche  is  fuli  of  suspection. 
But  wherof  tbat  this  feuer  groweth, 
Who  so  these  olde  bokes  troweth, 
There  maie  he  fynde  howe  it  is. 
For  thei  vs  teche,  and  telle  this,  / 

Howe  that  this  feuer  of  Jeloosie 
Somdele  it  growatb  of  sotie 
Of  loue,  and  somdele  of  yntrust. 
For  as  a  siekę  man  lest  his  lust. 
And  whan  he  maie  no  sauoure  geate, 
He  hateth  than  his  owne  meate. 

Right  so  this  feuerous  maladie, 
Whiche  caused  is  of  fantasie, 
Maketh  tbe  Jelous  in  feble  plite, 
To  lese  of  loue  his  appetite 
Tbrougl\  feigned  informaciou 
Of  his  imaginacion. 
But  finally  to  taken  bede, 
Men  maie  well  make  a  likelyhede 
Betwene  bym  whiche  is  auarous 
Of  golde,  and  bym  that  is  Jelous 
Of  loue :  in  o  degree 
Thei  stonde  both,  as  semeth  mee, 
That  one  wold  haue  his  bagges  stili, 
And  nought  deparćen  with  his  will. 
And  dare  not  for  the  theues  ślepe, 
So  fayne  he  wolde  his  treasour  kępę; 
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That  otKer  maie  not  well  be  gUui. 
For  euermore  be  is  ad  rad 
Of  these  louers,  that  gone  aboute, 
In  aunter,  if  thei  put  bym  oute. 
So  haue  thei  both  litell  ioye, 
As  well  of  loue,  as  of  moneie. 

Now  bast  thou  son  of  my  techyngis. 
Of  Jelousie  a  knowiecbynge 
That  tbou  migbt  ynderstoode  tbis, 
Fro  whence  be  cometh,  and  what  be  is: 
'  And  eke  to  whom  that  be  is  like, 
Bewrare  for  tby  tbou  be  not  sike 
Of  thiłke  feuer,  as  1  bane  spoka^ 
!Por  it  woli  in  bym  selfe  be  wroke. 

For  loue  batetb  no  thyng  moie, 
As  men  maie  finde  bjr*  the  lorę 
Of  bem,  tbat  wbilom  were  wtse, 
Hoire  that  thei  speke  in  nnany  wise. 

My  fader  sotbe  is  that  ye  seyn. 
But  for  to  loke  there  ayen, 
Before  tbis  time  howe  it  is  falJe, 
Wherof  there  might  easaoip^  falle 
To  suche  men  as  ben  Jelous, 
In  what  maner  it  is  greuous>    , 
Right  fayn  I  wolde  ensample  here. 

My  good  sonne  at  thy  praiere, 
Of  suche  ensamples  as  1  finde^ 
So  as  thei  oomen  nowe  to  mynde, 
Upon  this  point  of  tyme  agone, 
I  thinke  for  to  tellen  ont. 


Hic  ponit  Confessor  exemplum  contra  i  stos  mań- 
tos,  quos  Zelotipia  maculauit.  Et  narrat  qua- 
'ter  Yulcanus,  cuius  vxor  Venus  extitit,  suspi- 
tionem  inter  ipsam  et  Martem  concipiensi, 
eorum  gestns  diiigentius  explorabat,  Ynde  con- 
iigit,  quod  cum  ipse  quadam  Ticeambos  inter  se 
pariter  amplexantes  in  lecto  nudos  inuenit,  et 
exc]amans,  omnem  ceŁum  deorum  et  dearum  ad 
tantum  spectaculum  conuocauit,  super  quo  ta- 
men  derisum  pofius  q^9m  remedium  a  tota  co* 
bortę  consecutus  est 

OuiDB  wrote  of  many  tbynges, 
Amonge  the  whicbe,  in  bis  writynges 
He  told  a  tale  in  poesie, 
Wbiche  toucheth  vuto  Jelousie, 
Upon  ą  certaine  cas  of  loue. 
Amonge  the  goddes  al  aboue. 
It  felle  at  thilke  tyme  thns: 
The  god  of  ńre,  wbiche  Yulcanus 
It  hote,  and  batb  a  crafte  fortb  with 
Assigned  for  to  be  the  smitb 
Of  Jupiter,  and  bis  figurę, 
Both  of  yisage  and  of  statnbe, 
Is  lotbly,  and  masgracious. 
But  yet  be  batb  within  his  hous, 
As  for  the  likynge  of  his  life, 
The  faire  Yenus  to  his  wife. 
But  Mars,  wbiche  of  batailles  is 
The  god,  an  eie  had  vnto  this, 
As  be  wbiche  was  cbiualrons. 
It  felie  bim  to  ben  amorous. 
And  thought  it  was  great  pitee« 
To  see  so  łustfe  one  as  she. 
Be  coupled  with  so  louiria  wight 
So  that  his  peine  daie  and  nigbt 
He  did,  if  he  hir  wynne  might. 
And  she  tbat  had  a  good  insight 
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Toward  ao  noble  a  knigbtly  lofdey 

In  loue  feł  of  his  acor£. 

There  lacketh  nought  but  tyme  and  plsee, 

That  be  nis  sicker  of  hir  grace. 

But  whan  two  hertes  fallen  in  one, 
So  wise  a  waite  was  ńeuer  noae, 
Thafat  sometyme  thei  ne  metę. 
And  thus  this  faire  lustie  swete 
With  Mars  hatl)  ofte  companie. 
But  tbilke  vnkynde  Jelousie, 
Whkbe  euermore  the  herte  opposetb^ 
Maketh  Yulcanus,  tbat  he  suppeaetb, 
Tbat  it  is  not  wel  oucrall : 
And  to  bym  selfe  he  seid,  he  shall 
Aspie  better,  if  that  he  nsaie. 
And  so  it  felle  vponadaie, 
That  he  tbis  thyng  so  slightly  ledde^ 
He  fonde  hem  both  two  a  bedde 
Ali  warme,  ecbone  with  other  naked. 
And  he  with  crafte  al  i  redy  maked 
Of  stronge  chęin^s  hath  hem  bound^ 
As  he  together  hem  had  founde, 
^  And  lefte  hem  bothe  ligge  so. 
And  gan  to  clepe  and  crie  tho, 
Unto  the  gooddes  all  aboute: 
And  tbei  assembled  in  a  route 
Come  all  at  ones  for  to  see. 
But  nonę  amendes  had  bee. 
But  was  rebnked  berę  and  there 
Of  hem,  that  Ioqes  firendes  were, 
And  saiden,  that  he  was  to  blame. 
For  if  there  felle  bym  any  shame, 
It  was  tbrough  bis  misgouemance. 
And  thus  he  iost  contenance, 
This  god,  and  let  his  cause  ialle, 
And  thei  to  scome  bym  laughen  all. 
And  Ibsen  Mars  out  of  his  hondes, 
Wherof  these  ertbly  bushondea 
For  euer  might  ensample  taker, 
If  suche  a  chaunce  hem  ouertake. 
For  Yulcanus  his  wife  bewniyd, 
The  blame  vpon  hym  selfe  he  laide, 
Wherof  his  shame  whM  the  morę, 
Wbiche  ought  for  to  ben  a  lorę 
For  euery  mao,  tbat  liuetb  here. 
To  reulen  hym  in  tbis  matere. 
Tbough  suche  an  bappe  of  loue  asterte, 
Yet  shuld  he  not  apoynte  his  herte 
With  Jelousie,  of  that  is  wrought: 
But  feigne,  ai  thougb  he  wist  it  nought. 
For  if  he  let  it  ooer  passe, 
The  sclaunder  shall  be  well  the  lasse. 
And  he  the  morę  in  ese  stende. 
For  tbis  thou  might  well  mderstoBde, 
Tbat  where  a  man  shaH  nedca  lese, 
The  lasse  harme  is  for  to  cbese. 

But  Jelousie  of  his  ▼ntriste, 
Maketh  fuli  many  an  harme  ariste, 
Whiche  elles  shulde  not  arise. 
And  if  a  man  wolde  bym  auise 
Of  tbat  befelle  to  Yulcanus, 
Hym  ought  of  reason  thinke  thns  : 
Tbat  sitb  a  god  was  therof  sbamcd, 
Well  shuld  an  erthily  man  be  błamed,, 
To  take  vpon  hym  suche  a  vice. 
For  thy  my  sonne  in  thyne  oAce 
Beware,  tbat  thou  be  nought  ielous, 
Wbiche  oft  tyme  hath  sbent  the  hous. 

My  fader  this  ensample  is  hanie, 
Howe  suche  tbynge  to  the  beuen.wąjtdA 
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Aawkge  the  foddss  might  ftUe. 
For  there  is  but  o  fod  of  mil, 

Whiciie  18  the  lorde  orheaai  and  beHe. 
But  ifitlikeyou  to  talie, 
Hove  suche  goddei  come  aplaotf j 
Ye  migbt  mocbell  thanke  purebece. 
For  I  shall  be  weH  taugfat  withall. 

Mj  sonoe  it  is  thos  ouerałl 
Witb  hem,  that  standen  misbUeuedy 
That  aocbe  goddes  ben  beleaed, 
In  loodry  place,  in  sondry  wite 
Aaonfet  hem,  wbicbe  be  vnwite, 
There  is  hetaken  of  credence, 
Wberofthat  I  the  difference 
tn  the  maner,  as  It  is  writte, 
ShaU  do  the  plainJj  for  to  witte. 


illosis  signantar  templa  deorom, 
VBde  deos  cecos  natio  ccca  colit 
Nolla  creatnri  ratio  focit  esse  cieatnm, 
Eąniparans  qaood  huc  iora  pagana  fonent. 

8aia  lecandom  poetaium  hbuiM  in  imiaflnodi 
fibelli  locis  qaamplaribos  ngmina  et  gestos  deo* 
mm  falsomm  intitolaotnr,  ąuorom  infidelitaSi 
n  Cbristtanis  chrios  innotescat,  ioteńdit  de  ip- 
sonnp  origine  tecandom  irarias  paganomm  sec- 
tas  scribere  conseąuenter.  Et  pcimo  ddecta 
Caldeornm  tnctare  proponit 

Ee  Christa  was  borę  among  ts  bera 
Ortbe  bytcoes,  that  tbo  irere, 
In  foore  foonnes  thns  it  was. 
Tbei  of  Chaldee,  as  in  this  cas 
Had  a  beleue  by  hem  selae, 
Wbicbe  stode  vpon  the  signestwelae, 
Pofth  eke  with  tbe  planiettes  seuen, 
Wbicbe  as  thet  sigben  Tpon  tbe  heuen 
Of  soodiie  consteUaciony 
In  ber  imagioacion 
Witb  sondrie  kerfe  aod  portratnre 
Tbei  madę  of  goddes  tbe  flgwe. 

fal  tbelementes  and  eke  idso 
Tbei  badden  a  bdeoe  tbo, 
And  all  that  was  vnresonable. 
For  tbe  elementes  ben  seraisable 
Td  man :  And  ofte  of  aocidence, 
As  men  maie  see  the  esperience, 
Tbei  ben  corrapt  by  sondrie  weye : 
80  maie  no  maos  reason  seye, 
That  tbei  ben  god  in  any  włae, 
Aad  eke  tf  men  hem  wd  anise, 
The  sonne  and  moone  eclipsien  botb, 
Tbat  be  hem  lef,  or  be  hem  loth, 
Tbei  snl&e,  and  wbat  thyng  is  passib^ 
To  ben  a  god  is  impossible. 
These  elementes  bcm  creatnres, 
|»  ben  these  bencnly  ilgores. 
Wherof  maie  wel  be  iustiied, 
That  thei  maie  not  be  deified. 
And  who  tbat  taketb  awaie  the  bODOOTy 
Wbicbe  doe  is  to  tbe  creatour, 
And  yeneth  it  to  the  creatore: 
He  dotbe  to  great  a  forfiiiture.  ' 
Bot  of  CaMee  netheles, 
Upon  tbis  feith  tbough.it  be  lesse* 
l^i  hoMe  aflermed  the  creaoce, 
80  tbat  of  belle  the  penance, 
Al  fbike,  wbicbe  stant  out  of  beleue, 
Tbei  shall  receine  as  we  beleue. 


Of  the  Caldens  so  fn  tbis  wite 
Stant  tbe  belene  out  of  assise : 
Bul  in  Egypte  worste  of  alle 
Tbe  Ibitb  is  ftis,  bowe  so  it  fidle« 
For  thei  diuers  beastes  there 
Honour,  as  thougb  thei  goddes  Wet«. 
And  netbelesse  yet  fortbe  witball 
Tbre  goddes  moste  in  spedall 
Tbei  baue  forth  with  a  goddesie« 
In  whome  is  all  ber  sikernesse.  > 

Tbo  goddes  be  yet  cleped  thus 
Onis,  Typboo,  and  Isims. 
They  weie  bretbren  all  tbree. 
And  tbe  goddesse  in  bir  degree, 
Her  sister  was,  and  Isis  hight: 
Whom  Isirus  forlaie  by  nigfat, 
Aud  helde  bir  after  as  bis  wifb. 
So  it  belelle,  tbat  ypon  sttife 
Typbon  batb  Isire  bis  brotber  śltyne, 
Wbicbe  had  achikle,  to  sonne  Oraynei 
And  be  his  fiitbers  dethe  to  bertę 
So  toke,  that  it  maie  tiought  asterte» 
That  be  Typbon  aftsr  ne  slougfa^ 
Wban  he  was  ripe  of  age  enougb. 
But  yet  the  Egypciens  trowe. 
For  aO  this  errour,  wbicbe  tbei  knowe, 
That  these  bretherae  ben  of  migfat. 
To  sette  and  kepe  Egypt  rprigbt. 
And  ooerthrowe,  if  thiit  bem  Itke. 
But  Isis,  as  seith  the  cronike, 
Fro  Grece  in  to  Egypte  camt 
And  she  than  rpon  faonde  nam 
I  To  teche  hem  for  to  sowę  and  ere, 
I  Wbicbe  no  man  knewe  tolbre  there. 
And  wban  tbe  Egypciens  sie 
Tbe  feldes  fbll  afore  ber  eie, 
And  tbat  tbe  londe  began  to  Ifreyne, 
Wbicbe  whilom  had  be  bareyne : 
For  the  erthe  bare  after  the  kynde 
ikis  due  charge,  this  I  fynde, 
Tbat  she  of  birtb  the  goddene 
Is  cleped,  so  tbat  in  distresse 
The  women  thenrpon  childynge 
To  bir  depe,  and  her  offrynge 
Thei  bearen*  wban  that  tbei  ben  light> 
Lo  bowe  Egypt  all  out  of  sight 
Fro  reason  stant  in  misbeleue 
For  lacke  of  lorę  as  I  bdeue. 

De  secta  Greconun. 

Amohgb  the  grekes  out  of  the  weie, 
As  thei  tbat  reson  pot  aweie, 
There  was,  as  tbe  cronike  saith, 
Of  misbeleue  an  other  faith, 
That  tbei  her  goddes,  and  goddessca 
As  wbó  saith  token  all  to  gesses, 
Of  suche  as  weren  fhll  of  Tice, 
To  whom  tbei  madę  sacrifice. 

Nota  ąualiter  Satumus  deorum  ftommus  appeU 

latur. 


TnB  higl«  godi  so  as  thei  sayde. 
To  whom  thei  worship  layde, 
Satumus  hight  and  ksmge  of  Crete 
He  had  be :  But  of  his  setę 
He  was  put  downe,  as  he  whiche  stoode 
In  firensie,  and  was  so  woode, 
That  fro  his  wyfe,  whiche  Rea  hight. 
His  owne  children  he  1^  pHgbt, 
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And  ete  htm  of  hit  commune  wonnc^ 
BilŁ  lupiter,  whtcbe  was  his  sonne^ 
And  of  fuli  age,  his  father  bonde. 
And  kyt  of  with  his  oWoe  hoode 
His  genitalles,  whicbe  also  fasie 
In  to  Łhe  tlepe  sea  he  caste : 
Wherof  the  grekes  afferme  and  sey 
TbuSy  whan  thei  were  caste  awey, 
Came  Yenus  forth  by  weie  of  kynde^ 
And  of  Saturne  also  I  fynde, 
Howe  afterwarde  in  to  an  ile 
This  lupiter  hjrm  dyd  exiley 
Where  tbai  he  stodc  in  gret  miscbiefe. 
Ło  whicbe  a  god  thei  maden  chiefe. 
And  sithen  Łhat  suche  one  was  hęe, 
WhKbe  stode  moste  high  in  his  degree 
Amonge  the  goddes,  thou  might  know 
These  otber,  that  ben  inore  lowe, 
Ben  litell  wortb^  as  it  is  fouode. 

lapUer  deus  deliciaram. 

For  lupiter  was  the.  seconde^ 

Whicbe  luno,  had  Ynto  his  wife, 

And  yet  a  Jechour  all  bis  life 

He  was,  and  in  auontrie 

He  wrought  many  a  trecherie. 

And  for  he  was  so  fuli  of  \;icesy 

Thei  cleped  hym  god  pf  delices. 

Of  wtiom  if  thou  wplle  morę  witte^  . 

Oulde  the  poetę  ^th  writte. 

But  yet  ber  sterres  bothe  two^ 

Saturne  and  lupiter  also,    . 

Thei  haue,  althougb  thei  ben  to  blame, 

Attitled  to  ber  owne  name. 

Mars  was  an  other  in  that  lawę, 
The  whicbe  in  Daoe  was  forthc  drawe: 
Of  wbom  the  clerke  Yegetius 
Wrote  in  his  boke,  and  tolde  thuf^ 
Howe  be  into  Italie  came. 
And  suche  fortunę  there  he  nam, 
That  he  a  maiden  hath  oppressed« 
Whicbe  in  bir  ordre  was  professedi 
As  she  whicbe  was  the  prioreąse 
tn  Yestes  tempie  the  goddesse: 
So  was  sbe  well  the  morę  to  blame« 
Damę  Ilia  this  la(tis  name 
'  Men  clepe,  and  eke  ąhe  was  also 
The  kynget  dougbter  that  was  tlto, 
Whiche  Minitorby  name  hight: 
80  that  ayene  thę  lawes  right. 
Mars  tbilke  tyme  Tpon  bir  that 
Remns  and  Rómulus  begat. 
Whicbe  after,  wban  thei  come  in  age, 
Of  knighthode,  and  of  vassellagc 
Italy  aU  hoUe  thei  ouercome. 
And  founden  the  great  Romę, 
In  armes  and  of  sdche  eniiprise 
Thei  weren,  that  in  thilke  wise,  ' 
Her  fotber  Mars  for  fhe  meruaile 
The  god  is  cleped  of  bataile. 

Thei  weren  his  children  botb  twog 
Through  hem  he  toke  his  name  so: 
TheTie  was  nonę  other  cause  wby. 
And  yet  a  sterre  irpon  the  skie 
He  hath  ynto  bis  name  applied, 
In  whicbe  that  he  is  sigpified. 
-    An  other  god  thei  hadden  eke. 
To  wbom  for  counsayle  thei  beseke, 
The  whicbe  was  brother  to  Yenus, 
Apollo  men  hfta  depe  tbas. 
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He  was  an  bont  vpon  the  hillesy 
There  was  with  bym  no  vertue  elles^ 
Wherof  that  auy  bokes  carpe,. 
But  onely  that  he  couth  barpe : 
Wbiche  wban  he  waiked  ouer  londcy 
Fuli  ofie  time  be  toke  on  hondę. 
To  get  hym  with  bis  sustenance. 
For  lacke  of  other  purueance. 
And  otherwbile  of  hts  falsebede 
Hę  feigneth  hym  to  counea  redę 
Of  thyng,  whiche  afterwarde  shuld  fali,  ■ 
Wherof  amonge  bis  sleigbtes  ali^ 
He  hath  the  lewde  folke  deceiued^ 
So  that  the  better  be  was  receiued. 
Lo  nowe  through  what  creaciou 
He  hath  deiflcacion, 
And  cleped  is  the  god  of  wit 
To  suche  as  be  the  fooles  yit. 

An  other  god,  to  wbom  thei  sought, 
Mercurie  hight,  and  bym  ne  rougbt, 
What  thyng  he  stale,  ne  wbom  ne  slougb. 
Of  sorcerie  he  couth  enough, 
That  whan  he  wold  hym  selfe  transformc. 
Fuli  ofte  tyme  he>toke  the  formę 
Of  woman,  and  his  own  lefte: 
So  did  he  wdl  the  morę  thefte, 
A  great  speker  in  all  thynges 
He  was  also,  and  of  lesynges 
An  autour,  that  men  wisten  nonę 
An  other  suche  as  he  was  one. 

And  yet  thei  maden  of  this  theie 
A  god,  whiche  was  vnto  hem  lefe^ 
And  cleped  hym  in  tho  beleues, 
The  god  of  marchantes,  and  of  tbeuei* 
But  yet  a  sterre  vpon  the  heuen 
He  hath  of  planettes  seuen. 

But  Yulcanus,  of  wbom  I  spake, 
He  had  a  coorbe  ypon  the  backe. 
And  therto  he  was  hippe  balte, 
Of  wbom  thou  vnderstonde  shalte; 
He  was  a  shrewe  in  all  bis  youtb. 
And  he  nonę  other  Tertue  couth 
Of  cnifte  to  hdpe  hym  selfe  with. 
But  onely  that  he  was  smitb 
With  lupiter,  whicbe  lo  his  ibrge 
Diuers  thynge  madę  hym  forge. 
So  wote  I  not  for  what  desyrs 
Thei  cleped  hym  the  god  of  fyrt. 

Kynge  of  Cicile  Hipolitos 
A  sonne  had,  andEolus 
He  hight,  and  of  his  fiitbers  granat, 
Hehelde  by  wey  of  couenant, 
The  gouemaunce  of  euery  ile, 
Whiche  was  longende  ynto  Sicile. 
Of  hem  that  fro  the  londe  foreyn» 
Laie  ypon  the  wynde  all  pleine. 
And  fro  tbilke  ileś  in  to  the  londe 
Fuli  ofte  cam  the  wynde  to  hondę. 
And  after  the  name  of  hym  for  thy 
The  wyndes  cleped  Eoli 
Thei  were,  and  be  the  god  of  W3rnde. 
Lo  nowe  howe  this  beleue  is  blynde* 

The  kynge  of  Crete  lupiter, 
The  same,  whiche  I  spake  of  er, 
Unto  his  brother,  whicbe  Neptune 
Was  hote,  itlist  bym  to  commune 
Parte  of  bis  good,  so  that  by  ship 
He  madę  bym  stronge  of  the  lordship 
Of  all  the  sea  in  tho  parties, 
Where  that  he  wrought  his  tyrannieib 
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And  the  strtiige  jle§  aboute 

He  wan,  that  euery  man  hath  donte 

Upon  his  nutfcbe  for  to  aayle. 

Forhe  aoooe  hem  wolde  asnyle 

Aod  robbe,  whatthyng  that  thei  Udden, 

His  sanie  conduit  but  if  thei  kadden  : 

Wberof  tbe  cogunen  voice  arooa 

lo  eueiy  tonde,  that  auche  a  looa 

He  caaght,  all  nerę  it  worth  a  stiea, 

That  he  was  cleped  of  tbe  aea 

Tlie  god  by  oaine,  and  yet  he  ia 

With  hem,  that  to  beltue  amis. 

ThU  Neptune  elęe,  was  thilke  alao, 
Wbicbe  u'as  the  first  founder  tho 
Ofooble  Troie,  and  he  for  thy 
Was  irell  the  morę  aette  by. 

Tiie  loresman  of  the  abepeherdes, 
Aad  eke  of  hem  thmt  oetberdea, 
Was  of  Arcade,  aod  byght  Pan : 
Of  whom  hath  spoke  many  a  man 
For  in  the  vodde  of  Nouarigne, 
Efidofied  with  the  trees  of  pigne, 
Aod  on  the  mount  of  Parisie, 
He  had  of  beastds  ihe  bailie,.     . 
And  eke  beneth  tbe  yalete, 
Wbere  thylke  riner,  as  men  maie  seie 
(Wkich  Lftdon  higbt)  madę  bb  cours 
He  was  the  chiefe  of  gonernoura 
Of  hem,  that  kepten  tamę  beastes, 
Wherof  thei  maken  yet  the  feastet 
Inthe  citie  of  Stirapbalides. 
And  forth  with  aH  yet  netbelet^ 
He  Uaght  men  the  fortb  dmwynge 
Of  bestaile,  and  eke  the  makyuge 
^otto,  and  of  hor,s  tbe  same, 
Howe  men  hem  ahnlde  ride  and  tamę. 
Of  feules  eke,  so  aa  we  fynde, 
fuli  many  a  subtile  crafte  of  kynde 
He  ibnde,  whicbe  no  man  knewe  tofore. 

Men  did  bym  worsbyp  eke  theribra 
Tkattbe  fyret  in  thiike  londe 
Was,  whicbe  tbe  melodie  fonde 
Of  leedes,  wban  thei  weren  ripe, 
With  doaUe  pipes,  fbr  to  pipę : 
Tberof  he  yafe  tbe  fyrst  lorę, 
TiU  afterwarde  men  cooth  morę* 
To  aery  crafte  of  nians  helpe  • 
Re  had  a  redy  witte  to  hdpe 
^VoQgh  natwall  eicperienee. 
And  tbiu  tbe  nice  re^nerence 
Of  fDoks,  wbaii  that  be  was  deade, 
Tbe  feole  was  toumed.to  tbe  heade, 
Aad  depen  bym  god  of  natore. 
lor  so  tbei  maden  bis^iygare. 

Aa  otber  god,  so  as  tbei  fele, 
Whicbe  Jupiter  Tpon  Semele 
Begatte  in  bis  anoutrie, 
Whooi  fbr  to  bidę  bis  lecberie» 
That  nonę  tberof  shaU  take  kepe, 
la  a  noantay  ne  for  to  kepe, 
Whicbe  Dion  higbt,  and  was  in  Indf  t 
He  seat,  in  bokea  as  I  fynde, 
Aad  he  by  name  Baccbos  higbt, 
Whicbe  afterwarde,  wban  that  be  migbt, 
A  *aitor  was,  and  aU  bis  rent 
la  wyne  and  boideU  be  dispent 
Bot  yet  all  were  be  wounder  bad, 
Aottoge  the  grekes  a  name  he  had, 
Thei  deped  bym. tbe  god  of  winę. 
Aad  thas  a  gło^n  wMdiainf. 


Tbere  was  yet  Esculapins 
A  god  in  thilke  tyroe  as  thos. 
His  craite  stode  ^pon  snrgerie, 
But  for  the  luste  of  lecherie 
That  he  to  Daires  doughter  drongb^ 
It  fell,  that  lupiter  hj^n  slough. 
And  yet  tbei  roąde  hym  nought  for  thy 
A  god,  and  wist  no  cadse  why. 
In  Romę,  be  was  longe  tyme  so 
A  god  amonge  the  Romaines  tho. 
Por  as  be  saide  of  his  presenoe, 
There  was  distroied  a  pestiie»ce,1 
Wban  thei  to  the  iłe  Delphos  went. 
And  that  Apollo  with  him  sent 
This  Escnlapios  his  sonne, 
Amonge  the  Romaynes  for  to  wonne: 
And  tbere  he  dwelte  for  a  white, 
Till  afterwarde  in  to  that  yle. 
Pro  wben  he  cam,  ayene  he  tounietb, 
Where  all  bis  life  that  be  soionmeth 
Amonge  tbe  grekes,  till  tbet  be  deyde* 
And  thei  vpou  hym  tban  loyde 
His  name,  and  god  of  medicine 
Be  batte,  after  that  ilke  lyne 

An  othcr  god  of  Hercules 
Thei  madę,  whiche  was  netheles 
A  man,  but  that  he  was  so  stronge, 
In  all  this  worlde  that  brodę  and  longe 
$0  mighty  was  no  man,  as  hee : 
Meruailes  twelue  in  bis  dearee 
Aa  it  was  couth  in  sondry  londes, 
He  did  with  his  owne  hondes,  ' 

Ageine  geantes  and  monsters  botb, 
Tbe  whiche  borrible  were  and  loth: 
But  he  with  strength  hem  ouercam» 
Wherof  so  great  a  price  he  nam, 
That  thei  hym  clepe  amonges  all 
The  god  of  streogthe,  and  to  bym  caUe. 
Hnd  yet  there  is  no  reason  inne 
For  he  a  man  was  fuli  of  synne, 
Wbicbe  proued  was  vpon  his  ende. 
For  in  a  ragę  hym  selfe  he  breode. 
And  suche  a  cruell  mans  dede 
Accordeth  nothynge  with  godbede. 

Tbei  had  of  goddes  yet  an  otber, 
Whicbe  Pluto  higbt,  and  was  tbe  brother 
Of  Jupiter,  and  he  for  youth 
With  euery  worde,  whiche  cam  to  mouth 
Of  any  thynge,  whań  he  was  wrotb, 
He  wolde  swere  his  common  otbe. 
By  Lethen,  and  Pblegeton, 
By  Cocytus,  and  Acberon, 
Tbe  whiche  after  the  bokes  tell 
Ben  the  chiefe  Boodes  of  helle . 
By  Segne,  and  Styge  he  swore  als0| 
That  ben  the  depe  pittes  two 
Of  heli  tbe  most  principalL 
Pluto  these  othetf  ouer  all 
Swore  of  bis  common  customance, 
Till  it  befell  ypon  a  cbtfnce, 
That  he  for  lupiters  sake 
Unto  the  g6ddes  lette  do  make 
A  sacrifice,  and  fir  that  dede. 
One  of  the  pitees  ibr  bis  mede 
In  heli,  of  whiche  I  spake  of  er. 
Was  graunted  hynt,  and  thos  be  thep 
Upon  tbe  fortunę  of  this  thynge 
The  name  toke  of  helle  kynge. 

Lo  these  goddes  and  well  mo     • 
Amonge  tbe  grekes  tbei  bad  tbo» 
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And  of  goddesaes  numy  om, 
Wbose  names  thou  tbalt  bert  anoM: 
Aod  in  wbat  wise  tbey  deceipen 
The  foles,  whiche  ber  feith  raoeiiMn* 

Mater  dearum. 

So  as  Satunie  is  sonerayii* 

Of  fiilse  godiles,  as  thei  saynt: 

So  is  Cybde.of  goddessas 

The  motber,  wbom  without  gasief 

Tbe  folke  preyn,  honour,  and  sema^ 

As  they,  tbe  wbiohe  her  lawę  obaarue. 

Bat  ibr  to  knoweo  Tpon'this» 

Fro  wben  she  cam  aod  what  sbe  i», 

Bereciotbia  tbe  countrei  .bigbu 

Where  she  cam  i&rst  to  maiis  tight. 

And  after  was  Satajmns  wife. 

By  wbom  tbre  childrąn  in  hir  life 

She  bare,  aod  thei  were  cleped  tho 

luno,  Neptuous»  and  Plato, 

The  whiche  of  nice  futasie 

The  people  wolde  dei6e. 

Andrfor  hir  chtldren  were  so 

Cybćle  than  was  also 

Madę  a  goddesse,  and  thei  hir  cali 

Tbe  motber  of  tbe  goddes  all. 

So  was  thmtname  borę  forth, 

Anp  yet  tbe  caose  is  littell  worth* 
A  TÓice  voto  Sataroe  tolde 

How  tbat  his  owne  sonne  bym  sholde 

Oat  of  his  reigne  put  awey : 

Aod  he  hecaase  of  tbilke  wey, 

That  hym  was  shape  socbe  ao  hata» 

Cybćle  his  wife  began  to  bate^ 

And  eke  hir  progenię  bothe. 

And  tbas  while  th«t  thei  were  wroU^ 

By  Philyra  vpon  a  daie 
In  his  auontrie  he  laie. 

On  wbom  he  lapiter  begat:  • 
And  tbilke  childe  was  after  tbat, 

^Hiiche  wrooght  all  thmt  was  propheckd. 

As  tt  tofore  is  speciflad. 

So  whaa  that  lapiter  of  Crete 

Was  kyoge,  a  wife  Toto  hym  metc, 

Tbe  dooghter  of  Cybile  be  takt. 

And  tbat  was  IaoO|  saith  tbe  bokc^, 

Of  his  deificaciooy 

After  the  fidse  oprnioo, 

That  haue  I  toide»  ao  as  thei  ment. 

And  for  this  lano  .was  tbe  q«ena 

Of  lapiter,  and  syster  eke, 

The  fooles  ynto  htr  seke. 

And  seyn,  that  she  is  tbe  foddeasa 

Of  reignea  botlie,  and  of  ricbeaas: 

And  Am  sbe  as  tjbei  rnderstoiide, 

Tbe  wnter  Nympbes  hath  in  honda 

^  Toleadenatturowneheate: 
And  whan  hir  list  the  skie  tempesti 
The  reynbowe  is  hir  messagere. 
Ła  whiche  a  misbeleue  {s  here^ 
That  she  goddesse  is  of  tbe  skie« 
1  wote  nonę  otber  cause  wby. 

An  otber  goddesse  is  Mineme, 
To  wbom  tbe  grekes  obey  aod  senie> 
And  she  was  nigh  the  great  lay 
Of  Triton  ibunde,  where  she  lay 
A  childe  for  cast,  but  what  she  was» 
There  knewe  no  man  the  soth  casi 
Bat  in  Affirike  she  was  leyde, 
U  the  inaiiar  ••  I  baue  seydcf 
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Aod  caried  firom  that  ilka  pliM 
In  to  an  yle  farrs  in  Tfanoa^ 
The  whiche  Pallene  than  higfat, 
Where  a  norice  hir  kepte  and  dight. 
And  after  for  she  was  sb  wise« 
Tbat  she  fonde  iyrst  in  hir  anise 
The  clotb  makynge  of  woli  and  linę* 
Men  saiden  that  she  was  deuine. 
And  tbe  goddesaa  of  sapienoe 
Thei  clepe^  hir  in  that  credenee. 
Of  the  goddesse,  whiche  Pallas 
Is  cleped,  sondry  speche  was. 
One  saith  hir  ftther  was  PaHanty 
Whiche  in  his  time  was  a  geant, 
A  cruell  man,  a  bataylous. 
An  otber  saith,  how  in  his  hoos 
She  was  tbe  caose  wby  he  deyde. 
And  of  this  Pallas  some  eke  sayde, 
That  she  Maries  wife  was,  and  so- 
Amonge  the  men  that  were  tho 
Of  mysbelene  in  the  ryote, 
Tbe  godesse  of  batalie  she  hote 
Wa4,  and  yet  sbe  bereth  the  name* 
Nowe  loke  how  thei  be  lor  to  Mama, 

Saturnas  after  his  esiile 
Fro  Crete,  cam  in  great  perile 
Into  the  londes  of  Itaile: 
And  there  he  did  great  memaiU-: 
Wherof  his  namedwelleth  jrit. 
For  he  fonde  of  his  owne  wit 
The  fyrst  crafte  of  ploogh  tillyngt, 
Of  earynge,  and  of  oonie  sowynge. 
And  howe  men  sholde  set  Ttałes, 

And  of  the  gnpes  make  wines. 

All  this  he  taogfat,  and  it  feU  so. 

His  wyfe,  the  whiche  cam  witfa  him  lh». 

Was  deped  Ceres  by  name. 

And  for  she  taoght  also  the  same. 

And  was  his  wife  that  ilke  throwe, 

As  it  was  to  the  people  kaowe, 

Thei  madę  of  Ceres  a  goddesse, 

In  wbome  her  tylthes  yctthey  bleasąp 

And  sayen  that  Triptolemosy 

Hir  sonne  goth  amonges  ^9, 

And  maketh  the  come  good  ehepe  or  derę, 
'  Ryght  as  hir  list  fromjert  to  yera. 

8o  that  this  wife,  beeause  of  this, 

Goddesse  of  corne  cleped  is. 
Kynge  lapiter,  whiche  his  likynge 

Wbilom  fulfilled  in  all  thynge^ 

So  priodiche  about  he  lad 

His  lost,  tbat  he  bis  wHl  had 

Of  Latona,  and  on  hir  that 

Dianę  bis  dooghter  he  begat» 

Unknowen  of  his  wife  luno. 

Bat  aftenrarde  she  knewe  it  s^ 

That  Latona  for  drede  fled 

Into  an  yle,  where  she  bed 

Hir  wombe,  whiche  of  ehUde  aria. 

Tbilke  ile  was  cleped  Deios, 

In  whiche  Diana  was  forth  brought* 

And  kepte  so,  tbat  hir  laeked  nou^^k 

,  And  after  whan  she  was  of  age, 

She  toke  nonę  hede  of  mariage. 

Bat  out  of  mans  companie 

Sbe  toke  hir  all  to  ▼enerie. 

In  foreste  and  in  wiMemesse 

For  there  was  all  hir  besinesse 

By  daie,  and  tkeby  nightes  tide« 

With  arowcs  brodo  ▼■der  the  Słde> 
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And  how  IB  hobde,  of  whiche  slie  tloagb, 
And  toke,  all  that  hir  lyit  eDoagh 
Of  beaites,  whicbe  ben  chaceable, 
Wberof  the  cronilu  of  this  &ble 
Sutfa,  that  the  gentUs  most  of  all 
Wonhip  hir,  and  to  hir  calle: 
And  the  foddetse  of  high  hille*, 
Of  greene  treet,  of  frenbe  wdles, 
Tbd  clepen  hir  io  that  beleoe, 
Whicbe  that  no  reason  maie  acheur. 
Proaerpina,  whiche  doughter  was 
Of  Ceres,  befell  thia  cas, 
While  sbe  was  dwellyng  in  Cecile, 
His  motber  in  that  ilke  whiie 
Upon  hir  biessynge,  ami  hir  hest 
Bady  that  abe  sbulde  ben  honest, 
And  lere  for  to  weaae  and  spinne 
And  dwelle  at  bome,  and  kepe  hir  inne. 
Bat  ibe  cait  all  that  lorę  aweie. 
And  as  die  went  hir  out  to  pleie, 
To  gather  floares  in  a  plaioe. 
And  that  was  Tnder  the  monntaine 
Of  Ethna,  fetle  the  same  tide 
That  Ploto  cam  the  way  ride, 
Aod  sodcinly,  er  she  was  ware^ 
He  toke  hir  vp  into  bis  charę. 
And  as  thei  riden  ui  the  ielde, 
Hir  great  beautee  be  behelde» 
Whiche.  was  so  plcsant  in  his  eie, 
Thst  lor  to  holde  in  companie, 
He  weddcd  hir,  and  helde  hir  so 
To  beo  his  wifis  for  enenaio. 

And  as  tfaou  hast  tofore  berde  telle» 
Bmps  he  was  cleped  god  of  hdłe, 
80  ii  she  cleped  the  goddesse, 
Becaose  of  bym  ne  morę  ne  lesse. 

Ło  thos  my  sonne^  as  I  the  tolde^ 
The  grefces  whilom  iy  daie  oldes 
Her  goddes  had  in  soodrie  wt)w: 
And  tfaroagb  the  lorę  of  ber  appriM, 
The  Romaines  heUe  eke  tbe  same. 
And  in  worship  of  ber  name. 
To  enery  god  inspeciall 
Thei  madę  a  tempie  Ibrth  withaU: 
And  eke  of  ber  yetes  daie 
Attitled  had,  and  of  arraie 
The  temples  weren  than  ordcined. 
And  eke  tbe  people  was  constreigned, 
To  come  and  done  ber  sacrifice. 
Tbe  preestes  eke  in  ber  offioe 
Solempne  madę  tbiike  feastas. 
And  thos  tbe  grekes  like  to  beasles 
That  men  in  stode  of  god  hoDomr, 
Whiche  might  nought  hem  seUe  socottr» 
While  that  thei  were  aliiłe  here. 
And  ooer  this  as  thott  shalte  berę. 
The  grekes  (folfllled  of  faniasie) 
Ssyne  eke,  that  of  the  htlles  bye 
The  goddes  ben  inspeciall, 
Bot  of  ber  name  in  geoerall 
Thei  hoten  all  Satyri. 

There  ben  of  nymphes  properly 
la  the  belene  of  hem  alsó: 
Oreades  thei  saiden  tho 
Attitled  ben  to  tbe  mountainesi 

And  for  the  woddes  in  demeiocyi 
To  kepe,  tho  ben  Driades, 
Of  fmsbe  welles  Naiades. 
And  of  tbe  nympbes  of  the  aee 
1  ff  nde  a  tale  ui  propeitee, 


Howe  ]>onis  whilom  kyng  of  Oreee> 
Whiche  had  of  infortune  a  pece: 
His  wifie,  fbrth  with  his  doughter  alle, 
80  as  the  bappes  shulde  fallci 
With  many  a  gentil  woman  there, 
Drefnt  in  tbe  salte  sea  they  were : 
Wberof  the  grekes  that  tyme  sayden, 
'  And  sache  a  name  Ypon  hem  layden, 
Nereides  that  tbjei  ben  bote 
The  nympbes,  whiche  that  thei  nota 
To  reigne  vpon  the  stremes  salte* 

Ło  nowe  if  this  beleue  halt. 
But  of  the  nympbes  as  tha  telłe^    ' 
In  euery  place  where  thei  dwelle, 
Thei  ben  all  redy  obeisant, 
As  damoyselles  attendant 
To  tho  goddes,  wbose  seruice 
Thei  mote  obeie  in  all  wise: 
Wberof  the  grekes  to  hem  beseke, 
With  them  that  ben  goddesses  eke, 
And  baue  in  hem  a  great  credence, 
And  yet  withoutesperience 
Sanfe  onely  uf  illusion, 
Whiche  was  to  hem  damnacion. 
For  men  also  that  were  dede 
Thei  hadden  goddes  as  I  redę. 
And  tho  by  name  Manes  hightenf 
To  whom  fuU  great  honoor  thei  dighttB^ 
So  as  the  grekes  lawę  sayth : 
Whicbe  was  ayene  ibe  nght  leitb. 

Thos  baue  I  tolde  a  great  partie, 
Bint  all  tbe  holle  progenię 
Of  goddes  in  Umt  ilke  tyme 
To  longe  it  were  for  to  ryme. 
But  yet  of  that  whiche  thoa  hast  heide, 
Of  mysbeleue,  how  it  hath  ferde, 
There  is  a  great  diuersitee. 

My  fiither  right  so  tbinketh  me. 
But  yet  one  thjmge  I  you  beseehe, 
Whiche  stant  in  all  mens  spedie, 
Tbe  god,  and  Hie  goddesse  of  laoc» 
Of  whom  ye  notbynge  hew  aboua 
Haue  toMe,  ne  spoken  of  ber  tut, 
That  ye  me  wolde  nowe  declare, 
Howe  thei  fyrst  come  to  that  name* 

My  sonne  1  baue  lefte  it  for  fhane, 
Because  I  am  hir  owne  preest, 
Bot  for  tbelstonde  nigh  thy  brest 
Upon  the  shrifte  of  thy  matere, 
Thoa  shalt  of  them  the  sooth  bero. 

And  Ynderstonde  now  well  the  cal* 
Venns  Satumus  douj^ter  was, 
Whiche  all  dauiiger  put  aweie, 
Of  loue,  and  fonde  to  lust  a  weie, 
So  that  of  hir  in  sondfie  plafie 
Dioers  men  fell  in  to  graoe, 
And  suche  a  lusty  Ufift  she  ladde, 
That  sbe  dioers  children  had. 
Nowe  one  by  this,  nowe  one  by  that, 
Of  hir  it  was  that  Mars  b^at 
A  childe,  whicbe  cleped  was  Annan^ 
Of  hir  also  cam  Androgene: 
To  whom  Mercurie  fatber  wai« 
Ancbises  begatte  Eneas 
Of  hir  also,  and  Hericon 
Biten  begatte,  and  therrpon, 
Whan  that  she  sigh  ther  was  aóne  othMr* 
By  lupiter,  hir  owne  brother 
Sbe  lay,  and  he  begat  Cupide. 
And  tbilkt  sonna  Tpos  n  tide^ 
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Whan  he  was  coiDe>iito  his  age, 

He  had  a  ^yondcr  fayre  Tisage, . 

Arrd  fond  his  raother  anioruus. 

And  he  was  aiso  lecherous : 

Su  whaii  thei  wera  bothe  alone: 

As  he  whicbe  eien  had  Doiie 

To  see.  reasoii,  his  mother  kist. 

And  she  also  that  pothyng  wist, 

But  that,  whiche  ynto  his  I  ust  bdonketb. 

To  bene  hir  louer  hym  rnderfoncretb. 

Thus  was  he  blynde,  and  she  ynwis. 

But  ntfuertheles  tbis  cause  it  is, 

"Whicbe  Cupide  is  the  god  of  loae. 

For  be  his  mothęr  durst  loae, 

And  she,  whiche  thought  hirlustes  foode, 

Diuers  loues  toke  on  bundę 

WelJ  moi-e  than  I  tbe-tell  here. 

And  for  she  wolde  lier  selfe  shere, 

She  madę  commpn  that  disporta. 

And  set  a  lawę  of  suche  a  porte, 

That  euery  woman  might  take, 

WJiat  man  hir  list,  and  nought  forsake 

To  ben  as  cpmmoD  as  she  wołde. 

She  was  tbe  fyrst  also,  whiche  tolde^ 
'  That  women  shulcl  her  body  selle. 
SemiramiSy  so  as  men  telie, 
Of  Venus  kepte  thiike  apprise. 
And  »o  did  in  the  same  wise 
Of  Romę  faire  Neabolie, 
Whiche  sulde  ber  body  to  Regoltc. 
She  was  to  euery  man  felawe. 
And  hcłdethe  lu.«teof  thiike  lawę, 
Whicbe  Venus  of  hir  selfe  beganne^ 
Wherof  that  she  the  name  wannę, 
Why  men  hir  clepen  the  goddesse 
Of  loue/and  eke.of  gentilnesse, 
Of  worldes  luste,  and  of  plesance 
See  nowe  thc.foule  myscreance. 
Of  grekes  in  th)(ke  tyme  tho,- 
Whan  Veiius  toke  bir  name  so. 
There  was  no  cause  rnder  the  moooe, 
Of  whiche  thei  badden  tbo  to  doooe^ 
Of  welł  ot  wo  where  so  itwas, 
,  That  thei  no  token  in  that  caaa 
A  god  to  helpo  or  a  goddesse, 
Wherof  to  take  my  witnessie. 

Nota  de  epistoła  Dindimi  regis  Bragmannorum 

^      Alexandro  magno  directa,  vbi  dicit,  quod  Greci 

tunc  ad  corporis  coiiseruacionem  pro  singulis 

membris  singulos  deos  specialiter  appropriari 

credunt. 

The  kynge  of  Bragmans  Dindimus 
Wrote  vnto  AJisander  thus,   • 
In  blamynge  of  the  grekes  fsith: 
And  of  the  misbelcue  he  saith, 
Howe  thei  for  euery  membre  hadden 
A  sondry  god,  to  whom  thei  spradden 
Her  armes*  and  of  helpe  besoughten. 

Minenie  for  the  head  thei  soii^bten. 
For  she  was  wise,  and  of  a  man 
The  witte  and  reasou  whiche  he  can 
Is  in  tbe  celles  of  tbe  brayn, 
Whtrof  thei  madę  ber  souerayn 

Mercarie,  whiohe  was  in  hit  dawes 
A  great  speaker  of  ftds  lawes: 
On  hym  the' kępy  nge  of  tbe  tonge 
Thei  iaid,  wban  thei  ipeke  or  songe. 


For  Bacchus  was  a  glottOB*efce« 
Hym  for  the  throte  thei  beseke, 
That  he  it  wolde  wasslusn  ofte 
With  soote  drinkes  and  with  softe. 

The  god  of  shulders  and  of  armat 
Was  Hercules,  for  be  in  armes 
The  mightiest  was  to  fight. 
To  hym  the  lymmes  thei  behtght. 

The  god,  whom  thei  clepen  Mart, 
The  brest  to  kepe  hath  for  bis  part. 
For  with  the  herte  in  his  image, 
That  he  addresse  to  his  courage. 

And  of  the  galie  the  goddesse. 
For  she  was  fuli  of  hastinesse 
Of  wratb,  and  light  to  greue  also, 
Thei  madę,  and  sayd,  it  was  luno. 

Cupide,  which  the  brond  of  flre, 
Barę  in  his  hondę,  he  was  tbe  sire 
Of  the  stomacke,  whiche  boiletfa  euer, 
Wherof  tbe  lustes  ben  the  Icuer. 

To  the  goddesse  Ceres, 
Whiohe  of  the  oome  yafe  hir  encree8> 
Upon  the  feith  that  tbo  was  take, 
Tbe  worobes  cure  was  betake. 

And  Yenus  througbe  the  lecherie. 
For  whiche  thei  hir  deifie 
She  kepŁ  al  I  doune  the  remcnant 
To  thiike  office  apperteinant. 


^ota  de  prima  Idoloram  cultura,  que  ez  tribas 
precipue  statuis  exorta  est,  quaram  prima  fuit 
illa,  ąuaoi  in  silii  sui  memoriaio  ąuidam  Prin- 
ceps  nomioe  Cirophanes  a  sculpitore  Promotheo 
iabricari  constituit. 

Thus  was  dispers  in  sondrie  wise 
The  misbeieue,  as  I  deuise, 
With  many  an  ymage  of  entaile 
Of  suche  as  might  hem  not  auaile* 
For  thy  witbout  liues  chere 
Unmighty  be  to  see,  or  berę 
Or  speke,  or  do,  or  elles  fele. 
And  yet  the  fooles  to  hem  knde, 
Whiche  is  her  owne  hande  werke. 
A  iorde  howe  this  beiene  is  derkę. 
And  fęr  frti  reasońable  witte: 
And  netheles  tbey  don  it  yit. 

That  was  this  dale  a  ragged  tree. 
To  morowe  vpon  his  maiestee 
Stant  in  the  tempie  well  beseyne. 
'  Howe  might  a  Dnans  reaton  seyn, 
That  suche  a  stocke  maie  helpe  or  greoe? 
But  thei,  that  ben  of  suche  beleue, 
And  vnto  suche  goddes  calle: 
It  sball  to  hem  right  so  befalle. 
And  failen  at  most  neede. 
But  if  tbe  lyst  to  take  heede, 
And  of  tbe  first  ymage  witte, 
Petronius  therof  hatb  writte^ 
And  eke  Nigargarous  also, 
And  thei  afferme,  and  write  to, 
That  Promotbeus  was  tofore. 
And  fonde  tbe  fyrst  crafte  therfore. 
And  Cirophaoes,  as  thei  telle, 
Through  counselly  which  was  take  in  belł, 
In  remembrance  of  bis  Itgnage, 
Let  setten  vp  the  fyrst  ymage.   ■ 

Of  Cirophanes,  seith  the  booke, 
That  be  for  torów,  whicbe  be  toke 
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Of  that  he  sigh  his  sonne  dede, 
Of  coinft>rt  kaewe  noDe  otfaer  redę, 
Bat  1«te  do  make  in  remembrance 
A  fiure  image  of  his  semblance^ 
And  let  it  in  tbe  market  place : 
Whiche  opehly  to  fore  his  face 
Stood  tfaery  day,  to  done  bym  ease: 
And  thei  tbat  than  wolden  please 
Tbe  feder,  sfauld  H  obeye, 
Wfaan  that  thei  comen  tbiUce  weyc. 

Seconda  statua  foit  illa,  qaam  ad  snt  patris  Beli 
cultnram,  rex  Ninps  fieri  et  adorari  decjcuiit. 

'  Et  aic  de  nomine  Beli  postea  Bel  et  Belzebub 
.Idolam  accreoit. 

Amd  of  Nilas  kynge  of  Assire 
I  redę,  bowthat  in  his  Empire 
He  was  Dext  afcer  tbe  seeonde 
Of  bem,  that  first  images  fouiide. 
Tor  he  right  in  semblable  caas 
Of  Belas,  whiche  his  fiuier  was, 
Trom  Nembroth  in  tbe  right  linę, 
Lete  make  of^gokł  and  Stones  fine 
A  preciotts  image  ricbe 
After  his  fiider  euenliche : 
And  tbenrpon  a  lawa  be  seite, 
Hnt  eoery  man  of  parę  dette, 
With  sacrifice,  and  witb  truage, 
Honoor  shuld  tbilke  image. 
80  that  witbin  tyme  it  felle, 
Of  Belus  cam  tbe  name  of  Belle, 
Of  Bel  cam  Belsabub  and  so 
The  misbeleue  went  tho. 

Tertia  statua  fnit  iila,  que  ad  honorem  A  pis  Regis 
Gnecoram  scolpta  ftiit,  cui  postea  nomen  Se- 
lapis  imponentes  ipsum  gnasi  deum  pagani  co- 
loerant.  ^ 

Th«  third  image  iiext  to  this^ 
Wban  tbe  kynge  of  Qrece  Apis 
Was  dced,  thei  madę  a  figurę 
la  resemblasce  of  his  statare. 

Of  this  kynge  Apis  seitb  tbe  booke, 
That  Serapis  his  nome  tooke, 
Ib  whom  througb  longe  continaance 
Or  misbeleue  a  great  creance 
Thei  hadden,  and  tbe  rcuerence    ' 
Of  saerifice  and  of  encence  . 
To  bym  thei  madę,  and  as  thei  telle 
Amonge  the  wonders,  that  befelle, 
Whan  Ale«ander  fro  Candace 
Cam  ridend  in  a  wilde  piące 
Uoder  an  hille  a  c^ue  be  fonde. 
And  CandaŁuB,  whiche  in  that  londe 
Was  borę,  and  was  Candaces  sonne, 
Him  told,  hoW  that  6f  common  wonne 
The  goddes  were  in  thilke  caue. 
And  be  that  wolde  assaye  and  bane 
A  Imowlageyng,  if  it  be  soth, 
Light  of  his  bors,  and  in  he  gothe, 
Aodfood  tberin,  that  he  soughŁ 
Por  throagh  the  iendes  sleigbt  bim  thought, 
Amonge  otjier  goddesmo, 
That  Serapis  spake  to  him  tho, 
Whom  he  sigh  there  in  great  araie. 
And  tbus  tbe  fende  ffom  daie  to  daie 
Tbe  worship  of  idolatric 
Ditmgh  fofth  vpoo  the  ftmtasie 


Of  hem,  that  were  than  blynde. 
And  coutben  nougbt  the  trouth  finde, 
Tbus  hast  thou  berd  i  a  what  degreę 
Of  Grece,  Egypte,  and  Chaldee 
The  misbeleue  whilom  stood, 
And  howe  so  thei  be  not  good 
Ne  trewe,  yet  thei  sprongen  oute, 
Wherof  the  Wyde  worlde  aboute 
His  part  of  misbeleue  toke: 
Til  so  befelle,  as  seith  the  boke, 
That  god  a  pcopie  for  bim  selue 
Hath  cboae,  of  the  linages  twelue, 
Wherof  tbe  sotbe  redily, 
As  it  is  writen  in  Genesie 
I  thinke  telle  in  suehe  a  wise, 
That  it  shall  be  to  thyn  a  prise, 

De  Hebreonim>seu  ludaeorum  secta  ąuorum  Sina* 
goga,  eccicsia  Cbristi  superueniente,  defecit. 

After  the  flood,  fix)  wbicheNoe 

Was  saufe,  the  worlde  in  his  degree 

Was  madę  as  wbo  seith  newe  ageyn 

Of  floure,  of  fruit,  of  gras,  of  greyii, 

Of  beast,  of  byrd,  and  of  mankind, 

Whiche  euer  hath  be  to  god  yńkind. 

For  not  withstondinge  all  the  farę, 

Of  that  this  worlde  was  madę  so  bart. 

And  afterward  it  was  restored, 

Amonge  the  men  was  nothyng  mored 

Toward  god  of  good  liuynge : 

But  all  was  torned  to  likynge 

After  the  flesshe,  so  that  foryete 

Was  he,  whiche  yśfehem  life  and  metę, 

Of  heuen  and  erth  creatour. 

And  tbus  cam  forth  the  great  erroiir. 

That  thei  tbe  high  god  ne  knewe. 

But  maden  other  goddes  newe, 

As  thou  bast  herde  me  saide  tofore. 

Tbere  was  no  man  that  tyme  borę, 

That  he  ne  had  after  his  cboyce 

A  god,  to  wom  ye  yafe  bis  Toyce^ 

Wberof  tbe  misbeleue  cam 

f n  to  tbe  tyme  of  Abraham : 

But  he  fonde  out  the  right  weie, 

Howe  onely  men  shulde  obeie 

Tbe  high  god,  whiche  wełdeth  all. 

And  euer  hatb  done,  and  euer  shall| 

In  heuen,  in  ertb,  and  eke  in  helle, 

There  is  no  tonge  his  might  maie  telle^ 

This  Patriarchę  to  bis  linage 

Forbad,  that  thei  to  nonę  ymagf  *      T 

Enciine  sbukle  in  no  wise: 

Bot  ber  offrende  and  sacrifice, 

Witb  all  tbe  hole  hertes  loue, 

Unto  the  mighty  god  aboue 

Thei  shulden  yeue,  and  to  no  mo. 

And  tbus  in  thilke  tyme  tho 
Began  tbat  sect  vpon  this  erthe, 
Whiche  of  beleiies  was  the  ferthe, 
Of  rightousnes  it  was  conceiiied: 
So  must  it  nedes  be  receiued 
Of  bym  that  all  rygbt  is  in, 
Tbe  high  god,  whiche  wolde  wynnt 
A  people  Tnto  bis  owne  feyth,  '' 

On  Abraham  the  grounde  he  leyth. 
And  madę  bym  for  to  moltiplie 
.In  to  so  great  a  phi^gebie, 
Tbat  they  Egypte  all  ouer  sprad. 

But  Pharao  with  wronga  ben  Ud  i 


136 


GOWEE'S  POEMS. 


In  seraitade  ajrene  the  peei^ 

Till  god  let  Mnde  Moises, 

To  make  Łhe  deliaenince. 

And  for  his  peopłe  great  yeageance 

He  toke,  wfaicbe  ii  to  here  a  wonder, 

The  kyng  was  slayiij  the  londe  putTnder, 

Ood  bad  the  read  see  deuide, 

"Whiche  stode  vpright  on  eoery  side^ 

And  yafe  Tnto  hb  peopłe  a  wete,  ' 

That  thei  on  fbte  it  passed  dreye. 

And  gone  so  ibrth  in  to  deserte, 

Where  for  to  kepe  hem  in  coaęrt. 

The  daiea  whan  the  sonne  brent, 

A  lai^ge  cloude  hem  ouerwent  ' 

And  for  to  wissen  hem  by  nyg^t, 

A  firie  piller  hem  aligbt 

And  whan  that  they  for  honger  plaint^ 

The  mighty  god  began  to  rayne. 

Manna  fro  heuen  downe  to  grounde, 

Wherof  that  eche  of  hem  hath  founde 

His  foode,  snche  right  as  hym  lisu 

And  for  thei  shuld  vpon  hym  trist, 

Right  as  who  «et  a  tonne  a  brocfae, 

He  perced  the  harde  roche. 

And  spronge  ont  water  all  at  wille, 

That  man  and  best  hath  dronke  \ku  fiUe^ 

And  afteiwarde  be  yafe  the  lawa 

To  Moyses,  that  hem  withdrawe 

Thei  shuld  not  fro  that  he  bad. 

And  in  this  wise  thei  be  lad^ 

TiU  thei  toke  in  poesession 

The  Irmdes  of  promissioo^ 

Where  that  Caleph  and  lotac 

The  marches  vpon  suche  degrae 

Departen  after  the  linage, 

That  eche  of  hem  as  heritage 

His  pourpartie  hath  Ynderfonge. 

And  thus  stode  this  beleue  longe, 

Whiche  of  prophetes  was  gouemed. 

And  thei  bad  eke  the  peopłe  lemed 

Of  great  honour,  that  shuld  hem  falle : 

But  at  most  nede  of  all 

Tbey  failden»  whan  Christ  was  borę. 

But  howe  that  tliei  ber  feith  haue  lorei 

It  nedeth  nought  to  tellen  all, 

Tlie  mater  is  to  generall 

Whan  Lncifer  was  hest  in  heuen, 
And  ought  moste  haue  stonde  in  euen, 
Towardes  god  he  toke  debato. 
And  for  that  be  was  obstioate. 
And  wold  nougbt  to  trouth  endine, 
He  leli  euer  into  ruinę. 

And  Adam  eke  in  paradise, 
Whan  he  stodt  moste  in  all  hit  ptise, 
After  tbe  state  of  Innoceoce, 
Ayen  tbe  god  brake  his  defonee» 
And  fęll  out  of  his  plaoe  aweie. 
And  right  by  suche  maner  weya 
The  lewes  in  ber  basi  plite, 
Whan  that  thei  shnlde  moat  perfite 
Haue  stonde  Tpon  tha  propbecie* 
Tho  fellen  thei  to  moslę  folie^ 
And  bym,  which  was  fro  heuen  comc, 
An^  of  a  maide  his  flasshe  hath  nome^ 
And  was  amonge  hem  borę  and  fed, 
As  men  that  woMan  nooght  be  spad, 
Of  goddei  sonne,  with  o  ▼oice 
Thei  htfngę  and  slough  Tpon  the  croioe : 
Wherof  the  perfite  of  ber  lawę 
Fko  tbai  forth  hem  was  withdiftwt. 


So  that  thei  stonde  of  no  mcrite,- 
But  in  truage  as  folke  subiecte, 
Without  propretee  of  plaoe 
Thei  liuen  out  of  gods  grace, 
Dispers  in.  all  londes  out. 
Am!  thus  tbe  feith  is  come  aboute, 
That  wilome  in  the  lewes  itood, 
Whiche  is  oougfat  perfitelich  good. 

To  speke  as  it  is  nowe  befidle, 
There  is  a  feyth  abooen  all, 
In  whiche  the  trouth  is  oomprehended, 
Wherof  that  we  ben  all  amendad. 

De  fide  Christiana,  hi  qua  peifecte  I^t  oomple- 
mentum,  summi  ministerii  sacramentnm,  nos- 
treąue  saWacionis  fundamentum  in  fallibiliter 
consistere  creditor. 


Thb  high  almighty  maiestee, 
Of  rightousnes,  and  of  pitee, 
The  sjrnne,  whiche  that  Adam  wrought, 
Whan  he  sigh  tjrme  ayene  be  bought^ 
And  send  his  sonne  fio  tbe  heueu, 
Whiche  mans  sowie  hath  set  ia  eoen, 
And  hath  his  grace  reoonciled, 
Fro  whiche  the  man  was  first  exiled. 
And  in  hym  selfe  so  sore  &11, 
Upon  the  poynt  whiche  is  b^gJl, 
That  be  ne  might  him  selfe  arise. 

Gregorie  saith  iu  his  aprise, 
It  hdpeth  nought  a  man  be  bor«» 
If  gods  sonne  were  ynbore. 
For  tban  througb  the  &nt  synne, 
Whiche  Adam  whylom  brooghtYsinne, 
There  sbnlden  all  men  be  lost : 
But  Christ  restoreth  thilke  lott. 
And  bougbt  it  with  his  flesshe  and  blood. 
And  if  we  thynken,  howe  it  stood 
Of  thilke  raunson,  whiche  he  paide, 
As  saynt  Gregorie  it  wrote  and  saide, 
All  was  behouely  to  the  man. 
For  that,  wherof  his  wo  began. 
Was  after  causa  of  all  his  welŁh, 
Wban  he,  whiche  is  tbe  well  of  hdthe, 
The  high  creatour  of  life, 
Upon  the  nede  of  suche  a  strife, 
So  wold  hc  for  bis  creature 
Take  on  him  selfe  the  forfeiture. 
And  suffer  for  the  mans  sake. 

Thus  maie  no  reason  well  forsakej 
That  thilke  sinne  onginall 
Ne  was  tbe  cause  in  spedall 
Of  mans  worship  at  tast 
Whiche  shall  withouten  end  last 
For  by  that  cause  the  godhede 
Assembled  was  with  tbe  mąnbede, 
In  the  Tirgine,  where  he  nome 
Onr  flesshe,  and  Tery  man  becona 
Of  bodely  fratemitee, 
Wherof  tbe  man  in  his  degree 
Stant  morę  worth,  as  I  haue  tolde 
Tban  he  stode  erst  by  many  folda, 
Through  baptisme  of  tbe  newe  biwe, 
Of  whiche  Christa  lorde  is  and  felawe, 
Through  yertue  of  his  might, 
Whiche  in  Mary  was  aligfat 
To  binde  mans  soule  agayne. 
And  this  beleue  is  so  oertayne, 
So  fuli  of  grace  and  of  vęrtue» 
That  what  man  clepeth  to  lesu. 
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iBcIene  Kfe,  forth  witb  good  dede, 
He  maie  not  ftUen  of  heaen  mede, 
So  tfaat  it  ftODt  vpon  belene, 
Tbat  eiiery  man  maie  welł  acbeae, 
Whicbe  taken  hath  the  right  feitb. 
For  elles,  aa  the  gospell  seith, 
Siluacion  there  maie  be  nonę. 
Aad  fot  topceche  tbenrpon 
Christ  bad  to  his  apostles  all, 
Tlie  wbose  power  as  nowe  ii  faUe 
On  TSy  that  ben  of  boly  cburche, 
If  we  the  good  dedes  wurche. 
Forfieytb,  but  if  there  be  good  dede^ 
ThapMtle  weyth,  i>  wortb  no  mede. 

Nowe  were  it  good,  tbat  tbou  for  tby^ 
Whicbe  throngh  baptisme  proprely 
Art  vnto  Christea  feytb  profeued, 
Beware  that  thou  be  not  oppressed 
Witb  antidłristes  lollardie. 
For  as  the  lewet  propbecie 
Wai  set  of  g|od  for  auantage: 
Błght  so  thiś  newe  tapinage 
Of  loUardie  goth  abonte. 
To  lette  Christet  feithe  in  doute. 
The  tamtes,  that  irere  V8  tofbre^ 
By  whome  the  feithe  was  iSrst  vp  borę, 
That  hoły  ofaurche  stode  releued : 
Thei  ooghte  better  be  beleued, 
Than  ttese,  whiche  that  men  knowe» 
Mot  boly,  thoogh  thei  feigne  and  blowe 
Ber  lollardie  in  mennes  eare. 
Bot  if  thou  wyli  lyue  out  of  fear^ 
Suche  newe  lorę  I  redę  eschewe. 
And  hoUe  forth  right  the  weie,  and  aewe 
As  thyn  anncestres  did  er  tbis : 
So  ihalt  tbon  nonght  belene  amis. 
Christe  wrongbt  fyrst,  and  after  taugbt, 
80  that  his  d^e  the  worde  aranght: 
He  yafe  ensample  in  his  parsone. 
And  we  the  wordes  haue  alone  • 
Lihe  to  the  tra  with  leues  greene, 
Upon  the  wbiclie  no  firaite  is  seene, 

Nola  qQod  cnna  Anthcnor  palladium  Trolle  a  tern* 
plo  Mroeroe  ahstulit,  Thoas  ibidem  snmmus  sa- 
oeidos  anro  corraptus,  ocalos  anertit^et  sio  ma^ 
hi]ft<|nasi  wm  ridens  scienter  fieri  permisit. 

Tui  priest  Thoas,  whiche  of  Mineme 
The  tempie  had  for  to  senie. 
And  the  Palladion  of  Troie 
Kepte  Toder  keie:  for  moneie 
Of  Aathenor  whiche  he  hath  nome, 
Hsfth  snffred  Anthenor  to  come, 
Aad  the  Palladion  to  stele, 
Wherof  the  worship  and  the  wele 
Of  the  Troians  was  ouerthrowe. 

Bot  Thoas  at  same  throwe, 
Whu  Antbabor  tbis  Uwelł  t(dw, 
Wynkead  caat  awey  his  loke, 
For  a  deceite,  and  for  a  wile, 
As  he  tfaat  ahiild  bym  sclfo  bcgite, 
Be  hid  his  eyen  fro  the  si^t, 
Aad  wende  wdl,  that  he  so  might 
I^oise  his  fols  conscience. 

I  wote  not  if  thilke  euidence 
Now  at  this  time  in  her  astates, 
Biease  might  the  prdates, 
Knoweod  how  tbat  tbefeith  disersseth 
AJsd  all  monll  Yertoe  caesslh : 


Wherof  that  thei  the  keyes  betę. 
But  yet  hem  liketh  not  to  stere 
Her  gostly  eie  for  to  see 
The  worlde  in  his  aduersitee.  * 
Thei  woli  no  labour  ynderlake 
To  kepe  that  hem  is  betake. 

Christe  died  bym  selfe  for  the  fejrth. 
But  nowe  our  ferfiill  prelate  seyth, 
The  lifo  is  swete,  and  that  he  kepeth, 
So  that  the  feitb  ynholpe  sl^>eth, 
And  thei  vnto  her  ease  entenden. 
And  in  ber  lust  her  life  dispenden. 
And  eoery  map  do  what  hym  list. 
Thus  stant  tbis  worlde  fnlfilled  of  miste^ 
Tbat  no  man  seeth  the  right  weie. 
Tbe  wardes  of  the  church  keie, 
Throngh  misteudlynge  ben  miswreint, 
The  worldes  wawe  hath  welnigh  dreint 
The  ship  whiche  Peter  bAth  to  stere. 
Tbe  formę  is  kept,  but  the  matere 
Transformed  is  in  óther  wise. 
But  if  thei  weren  gostly  wise. 
And  that  tbe  priestes  were  good, 
As  thei  by  ołde  daies  stoode, 
It  were  than  litell  nede, 
Amonge  the  men  to  t^en  hede, 
Of  that  thei  heren  Pseudo  tell, 
Wbiche  nowe  is  come  for  to  dwelle 
To  sowę  Cockil  with  the'come, 
So  that  tbe  tiltbe  is  nigh  forlorne, 
Wbiche  Christ  sewe  first  his  owne  hondę. 
Nowe  stant  the  Cockitl  in  tbe  loode, 
Where  stode  whilom  the  good  greyne. 
For  tbe  prelates  nowe,  as  men  seyne, 
Forsiouthen  tbat  thei  shuld  tille: 
And  that  I  trowe  be  the  skilłe, 
Whan  there  is  lacke  in  hem  aboue, 
Tbe  people  is  stranged  to  the  loue 
Of  trouth,  in  cause  of  ignorance. 
For  where  there  is  no  purueiance 
Of  ligfat,  men  erren  in  the  darke. 
Bot  if  the  prelates  wolden  warke 
Upon  the  foith  whiche  thei  V8  teache, 
Men  shulden  nongfat  her  waie  seche 
Withoutlight  as  nowa  Is  ysed. 
Men  see  the  chaif  e  all  daie  reftised, 
Whiche  holy  cburche  hath  rnderUkc. 

Gregorhis.  Qoando  Petrus  cum  loden,  Andres 
cum  Achaia,  Thomas  cum  India,  et  Paulus  cum 
gento  renient,  qnid  dicemus  n^s  modemi,  quo. 
rum  ibssua  talentnm  pro  nihilo  compntabi- 
tur. 

But  who  that  wolde  ensample  take. 
Oregońe  ypon  bis  Omelie 
Ayeoe  the  sloutb  of  Prelacie 
Complaineth  hym,  and  thus  he  saith : 

Whan  Peter,  fatber  of  the  foith 
At  domes  daie  shall  with  bym  brynge 
ludea,  wbiche  through  his  prechynge 
He  wao,  and  Andrewe  with  Achaie 
Shall  come  his  detto  for  to  paie. 
And  Thomas  eke  with  his  beyete 
Of  Indie,  and  Poole  tbe  rootes  gfeat 
Of  sondry  londes  to  present : 
And  we  fuiailed  of  londe  and  rent, 
Whiche  of  this  worlde  we  holden  heie, 
With  Toide  handes  shall  ą»pere« 
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Thei  go  by  nigbt  Tuto  the  mjrne 

With  pitche,  with  <ulpbur,  and  witb  roeyne : 

And  whan  tbe  citóe  was  a  ślepe, 

A  wilde  fyie  in  to  tbe  depe 

Tbei  caste  amonge  tbe  tymber  werfce. 

And  so  foith  wbile  tbe  nigbt  was  derkę  ^ 

JOesguised  in  a  poore  araie 

Tbei  passeden  the  towne  er  daie. 

And  whan  tbe^  comen  vpon  an  bille, 

Tbey  sighen  bow  the  miirour  fylle  s 

Wberof  tbei  madę  ioye  epough, 

And  eche  of  hem  wiUi  other  lough. 

And  sayde :  Lo  what  couetise 

Mcue  doe,  with  hem  that  be  not  wise  ł 

And  tbat  was  proued  afterwarde. 

For  enery  londe  to  Romę  warde, 

Whiche  haćl  be  subiecte  to  fore, 

Whan  tbis  myrrour  was  so  forlore. 

And  tbei  the  wonder  herde  seie» 

Anone  begonne  to  disobeie 

With  werres  Tpon  euery  »ide. 

And  tbus  hath  Romę  lost  his  pride, 

Attd  was  defbuled  ouer  al  I. 
Forthis  I  fjrode  of  ElanibaU, 

That  be  of  Romaynes  on  a  daie, 

Whan  he  hem  fonde  out  of  araie^ 

fk>  gieat  a  mnltitude  slough, 

That  of  golde  ryoges,  whiche  be  drough 

Of  gentiU  bandesg  tbat  ben  deade, 

Bussbelles  foli  three,  I  redę 

He  fytled,  and  madę  a  bridge  also, 

iliat  be  might  ouer  Tyber  go 

Upon  tbe  corps  that  dede  were 

Of  the  Romaynes,  which  he  slongh  there^ 

Bar  nowe  to  speke  of  the  iay  se, 
The  whiche  after  the  couetJse 
Was  take  vpon  this  emperour. 
For  he  destroied  tbe  myrrour, 
It  is  a  wonder  for  to  here. 
The  Romaines  maden  a  cbayere. 
And  sette  ber  emperour  therin. 
And  sayden,'for  he  wokle  wynne 
Of  golde  the  superfluitee, 
Of  golde  be  sbulde  suche  plentee 
Receyue,  till  he  saide  ho. 
And  with  golde,  whiche  tbei  bad  the 
Boylende  bota  within  a  pannę, 
Into  bis  montbe  thei  pouren  tlian. 

And  thns  the  thirst  of  golde  waf  ąaeint 
With  golde,  whiche  bad  1^  atteint. 
Wberof  mv  soone  thou  might  lere 
Whan  conetise  batb  lost  tbe  stera 
Of  reasonable  gouemance, 
There  ftlleth  ofte  great  greuanoe. 
For  there  maie  be  no  werse  thynge, 
Tban  couetise  aboute  a  kynge 
If  it  in  his  personę  bee, 
U  dotb  the  morę  aduersttee. 
And  if  it  in  his  counsaile  ston^de^ 
Itbryngeth  all  daie^mischiefe  to  hondę 
Of  common  harme :  and  if  it  growe 
Within  his  court,  it  woU  be  knowe; 
For  tban  sball  the  kynge  be  pilled. 
The  man  Irhicbe.batb  his  londe  tilled, 
Awaiteth  nonght  morę  redily 
The  hemest,  tban  thei  gredily 
Ne  make  tban  warde  and  watche, 
Where  tbei  tbe  profite  mighten  catche. 
And  yet  ibll  oae  it  (alletb  so, 
As  men  maie  sene  amonge  hem  thiij 


That  he,  whiche  most  eooifitcth  fint, 

Hath  least  auantage  at  last. 

For  whan  fortnne  is  there  agayoe, 

Though  he  coueite,  it  is  in  ^ayne: 

The  happes  ben  nought  alliche. 

One  is  inade  poore  an  otber  riche : 

The  cooii&to  some  it  doth  profite. 

And  some  ben  ener  in  one  plits. 

And  yet  tbei  both  alicbe  son 

Coueite,  but  fortunę  is  morę 

UotO)  that  one  parte  lauourable. 

And  though  ii  be  nonght  reasonable, 

Tbis  thynge  maie  a  man  sene  all  dnie, 

Wberof  tbat  I  tbe  telle  maie 

After  ensample  in  remembranoe, 

Howe  enery  man  maie  take  his  chanem 

Or  of  rychesse,  or  of  pouerte, 

How  so  it  stande  of  the  deserte, 

Here  is  nought  euery  thynge  acąuite. 

For  ofte  a  man  maie  see  this  yit, 

That  who  best  doth,  lest  thonke  shall  hanK 

It  help«th  nought  tbe  worlde  to  craue, 

Whicbe  out  of  reule  and  of  measnre 

Hath  euer  stande  in  auentore^ 

As  well  in  courte  as  els  when 

And  howe  in  oide  daies  there 

It  stode  80  as  the  thynges  Mle, 

I  thynke  a  tfle  for  to  telle. 


-ł 


Hic  ponit  exemplnm  contra  illosi  qm  in  aotni 
regum  seniientes,  pro  eo  qupd  ipei  secandum 
eorom  cupiditatem  promoti  non  edstunt,  de  re- 
gio  seniitio  quamvis  in  eorum  defectu  indiscrete 
murmorant, 

In  a  cronike  this  I  redę, 
Abont  a  kynge,  as  must  nede, 
There  was  knightes  and  8qaiei« 
Great  route,  and  eke  oAcers : 
Some  of  longe  tyme  hyin  bad  eemed. 
And  thoughten,  that  tbei  haoe  deaemed. 
Auancement,  and  gone  withont: 
And  some  also  ben  of  tbe  route, 
That  comen  bat  a  wbile  agone. 
And  thei  auanced  wero  anone. 

These  oMe  men  ypon  tbis  tbyng, 
(So  as  thei  durtt)  ageyne  the  kynge 
Amonge  hem  sdfe  compleinnn  ofte: 
But  there  is  notbyngaayde  lo  8ofle» 
That  it  ne  cometh  oat  at  lart* 
Tbe  kynge  it  wyst,  anone  ab  iast 
As  he  whiche  waa  of  high  pnadenee, 
He  shope  tberibn  an  euidence 
Of  hem  tbat  plainen  tn  the  cas. 
To  knowe  in  wbote  defrnte  tt  waa. 
And  all  within  bia  owne  eotent, 
That  no  man  wiat  what  it  ment. 

Anone'  be  lette  two  oofires  make^ 
Of  one  semblanoe,  of  one  make, 
So  lyche,  that  no  liCs  thilke  throwe^ 
That  one  maie  fro  tbat  otber  knowe  s 
Thei  were  in  to  bis  chambre  broug^tS 
But  no  man  wole  why  tbei  be  brooght* 
And  netheles  the  kynge  batb  bede, 
That  thei  be  sette  in  priuie  stede,   > 
As  he  tbat  was  of  wMomeeliglu 
Whan  he  therto  his  tyme  sigh, 
All  prioelicbe,  tbat  nonę  it  wiat. 
His  owne  bondei  that  one  chist 
Of  fine  golde,  and  of  fy ne  perie, 
Tbe  whiche  out  of  his  tresorie 
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Was  t&ke,  anone  he  fildt  foli: 

Tbat  other  coffine  of  Btmwe  and  muli, 

Witb  Stones  mened  be  lllde  alto. 

Tbos  be  thei  fuU  botfa  two. 
So  tbat  erelicb«  vpon  a  daie 

He  bad  within  tbere  be  laiet 

There  tbolde  to  fSore  bit  bedde 

A  bourde  Tp  aette,  and  feyre  spredde, 

Aad  tban  he  let  tbc  cofres  fette^ 

Upon  tbe  bonrde  aod  did  hem  iette^ 

Be  knewe  tbe  namei  well  of  tbo, 

Tbe  whiche  ayene  bym  gratchetb  so, 

Both  of  his  cfaambre  and  of  his  halle, 

Aoaoe  and  sent  for  hem  all» 

Aad  sude  to  hem  ia  this  wyse: 
There  shall  no  man  his  bap  despise, 

1  woCte  weU  ye  batte  longe  senied, 

Aod  got  wote  wbat  ye  baae  desenMd, 

But  if  it  is  a  longe  on  me, 

Of  tbat  ye  Tnananced  be, 

Or  els  if  it  be  longe  on  you, 

The  soth  shall  be  preued  nowc^ 

To  stoppe  witb  yoar  eoyll  worde. 

Ło  here  tvo  coferaon  tbe  borde, 

Chese  whiche  you  list  of  both  two. 

And  wittetfa  well,  tbat  one  of  tbo 

h  with  treasoar  so  foU  b^cwe, 

Tbat  if  ye  bappe  thernpoB, 

Ye  thall  be  riche  meu  for  ener. 

Nowe  chese  and  take  whiche  yon  is  leuer. 

Bat  be  well  w«re,  er  that  ye  take. 

For  of  tbat  one  I  Tndertake, 

There  is  no  maner  good  tberin, 

Wherof  ye  might  proflte  winne. 

Nowe  goth  to  getherof  one  asschit, 

And  maketh  3ronr  admsemeat 

For  bat  i  yoa  this  daie-anance, 

ItstantTpon  yottr  owue  chance 

AU  ondy  in  defoult  of  grace, 

So  shall  ye  sbewe  i  a  this  place 

Upon  you  all  well  afine 

That  no  defoute  shall  be  myn. 
Thei  knelen  all,  and  with  one  ▼oica 

The  kynge  thei  tbankte  of  this  choietk 

Aod  after  that  thei  vp  arise^ 

And  gon  a  side,  and  hem  auise^ 
And  at  last  thei  teorde, 
^herof  ber  tale  to  recorde. 
To  what  issue  thei  ben  folie, 
A  knight  shall  speake  for  hem  alle. 
He  kneleth  downe  to  the  kynge, 
Aod  saith  that  thei  ypon  this  thyngi 
Or  for  to  wynne,  or  for  to  lese, 
Ben  all  anised  for  to  chęse. 

Tbo  toke  this  knight  a  yerd  on  bonde, 
And  goth  there  as  the  cofors  stende. 
And  with  thassent  of  enerichone, 
He  leid  bis  yarde  vpon  one, 

.Aod  settb  the  kynge,  howe  thilke  sama 
Thei  chese  in  regoerdon  by  name, 
Aod  preith  him  that  thei  might  it  baoe. 
The  kynge  whiche  wolde  his  hononr  sanę, 
Vhan  be  hath  herde  the  common  roice, 
Hath  graoated  hem  ber  owne  choice. 
And  toke  hem  thempon  the  keye. 
But  for  be  wolde  it  were  seyc 
What  good  thei  baue,  as  thei  suppose, 
He  had  anone  the  cofer  ynclose, 
Whiche  was  folfilled  with  straw  and  ttones. 
Thns  be  thei  seruecball  at  ones. 


This  kynge  tban  in  tbe  samA  stede, 
Anone  that  olher  Cofer  Yndede, 
Wbere  as  thei  sawen  great  ricbesse, 
Weil  morę  tban  thei  eoatheo  gesse^ 

to,  sayth  the  kynge,  nowe  nuua  ye 
That  there  is  no  defonte  in  meeb 
For  thy  my  selfe  I  woli  aiM^ttite, 
And  beareth  your  owne  wite 
Of  that  fortunę  bath  you  refosed* 

Thus  wąs  this  wise  kynge  excnsed, 
And  thei  left  of  ber  enyll  speche, 
And  mercy  of  ber  kynge  besecbe. 


Kota  de  dtuitianim  accidencla,  ^bi  namt,qualitef 
Fredi  rlcos  Romanorum  imperator  dnos  paupem 
aacliuit  litigantes,  ąuorum  ynus  dtait^  Bena 
potcst  ditari,  qiiem  rez  rult  ditare.  Et  aMut 
diiit,  qaem  dens  vuit  ditare  dmes  erit»  q«e  res 
cum  si)  experimentam  postea  piobata  foissat, 
Hle  qui  deom  innocahat  fwftillcmi  ann>  phmnm 
fortitus  esty  alius  vcro  caponis  pattiUam  aoite 
preelefiu 

SóMDEŁB  to  this  sater  like 
i  fynde  a  tale,  howe  Frederike 
Of  Romę  tbat  tyme  Emperour 
Herde,  as  he  wentę,  a  great  eiamoar 
Óf  two  beggere  ypon  the  weye: 
That  one  of  hem  begaa  to  seye. 

Ha  lord  well  may  the  name  be  ricb^ 
.Whome  that  a  kynge  list  to  riobe. 

That  other  said  no  thynge  se. 
But  he  is  ryche  aad  well  boga. 
To  whome  that  ged  wol  sende  wele. 
And  thus  thei  maden  wordes  fole. 
Wherof  this  lorde  bath  hede  aomt, 
And  did  hem  both  for  to  eome 
To  the  paleis,  where  br  shall  ete. 
And  bad  ordeine  for  ber  mjMte 
Two  pasteys,  whiche  be  lete  da  make.  - 
A  capon  in  that  one  was  babę. 
And  in  that  other  for  to  wynne 
Of  floreyns  all  that  maie  wttbin 
He  let  do  pat  a  great  riobes: ' 
And  euen  as  liche  as  man  maie  gęste, 
Outwarde  thei  were  both  two. 

This  begger  was  coimnanded  tbo, 
He  the  whiche  beld  bym  to  the  kjrn^t 
Tbat  he  fyrste  chese  Ypon  this  tbydge. 

He  sawe  hem,  bot  b^  felt  hem  no«gbCt 
So  that  rpon  bis  owne  tbougbt 
He  chese  the  capon,  and  forsoke 
That  other,  whiche  his  felawe  toke* 
But  whan  be  wist  howe  that  it  fefde, 
He  seytb  alowde,  that  men  it  benie. 
Nowe  hane  I  certaynely  conceioed, 
That  he  maie  ligbtly  be  deceined, 
Tbat  tristeth  ynto  mans  helpe. 
But  well  is  hym,  that  god  wolt  helpe. 
For  he  stant  on  the  sifeer  side, 
Whiche  elles  shulde  go  beside, 
I  see  my  fehtwe  well  reconer. 
And  I  mote  dwell  still  poner. 

Thus  spake  the  begger  his  enteot, 
Aod  poore  he  cam»  and  poore  he  went, 
Of  that  he  hath  richesse  sought. 
His  infortnne  it  wolde  nought. 
So  maie  it  sbewe  in  sondrie  wise, 
Betwene  fortunę  aad  couetłsa. 


'The  chance  is  caft  ▼pon  a  dte 
Bdt  yet  a  man  tnaie  fuli  ofte  tet 
Enowe  of  suche  netbelea, 
Wbiche  euer  put  hem  selfe  iu  pres 
To  get  hem  good|  and  yet  thei  faile. 

And  Cor  to  speke  of  tbia  entaile 
Touchende  of  loue.in  thy  mattere. 
My  good  soniie  as  thou  might  here» 
That  right  as  it  with  tho  men  stood 
Of  inibrtune  of  worides  good, 
As  tbou  hast  berde  me  tell  aboue: 
Right  so  fuli  ofte.  it  stant  by  loue^ 
Though  thou  coueyte  it  eiiermore, 
Tbou  shalte  haue  no  dele  tbe  more^ 
But  only  that,  wbiche  is  the  thape, 
Tbe  remenant  is  but  a  iape. 
And  netbeles  enowe  of  tho 
There  ben,  that  nowe  coueite  so* 
That  wbere  as  thei  a  woman  see, 
Ye  ten  or  twelne  tbougb  there  bee, 
Tbe  loue  is  nowe  so  Tnauised, 
That  where  the  beautee  stant  assised, 
Tbe  mans  bertę  anone  is  there, 
And  rouneth  tales  in  hir  ere. 
And  seith,  bowe  that  he  louetb  streite. 
And  tbus  be  sette  bym  to  coueite 
An  bondred  tbougb  he  sawe  a  daie» 
So  wolde  he  morę  tban  he  maie. 
So  for  the  great  pouetise 
Of  sotie  and  fool  emprise, 
In  eche  of  hem  he  fint  somwhat, 
That  pleasetb  bym,  ur  tbis  or  that : 
Some  one^  for  sbe  is  white  of  skynne, 
Some  one,  for  sbe  is.  ooble  of  kynne, 
Somć  one,  for  tk^  bath  a  rodie  cheke, 
Some  one,  for  that  sbe  semetb  meke, 
Some  one,  for  sbe  bath  eyen  greye, 
Some  one,  for  sbe  can  laugb  and  pleye, 
Some  one,  for  sbe  is  longe  and  sooalley 
Some  one,  for  sbe  is  lite  and  talie, 
Some  one,  for  sbe  is  pale  and  Ueche, 
Some  one,  for  sbe  is  softe  of  speche, 
Some  one,  for  that  sbe  is  camused, 
Some  one,  for  sbe  bath  not  be  fsed, 
Some  one,  for  sbe  can  daunce  and  sing, 
So  that  some  thyng  of  bis  łikyng 
He  fint:  and  tbougb  no  morę  he  fele. 
But  that  sbe  bath  a  litell  bele, 
It  is  enough,  that  he  therfore 
Hir  loue,  and  tbus  an  bundred  score, 
Wbile  thei  be  newe,  be  wolde  be  bad, 
Wbom  be  forsaketh,  sbe  is  bad, 
Tbe  blinde  man  no  colour  demetby 
But  all  is  one  right  as  bim  semetbt  . 
So  bath  bis  lu^t  no  iqdgementy 
Wbom  oouetise  of  loue  blent. 
Hym  thinketb,  that  to  bis  couetise, 
Howe  ali  tbe  vror)de  ne  maie  suffise* 
For  by  his  wille  he  wolde  baue  all^ 
Iftbatitmigbtsobefall. 
Tbus  IS  he  comon  as  tbe  strete, 
I  set  nougbt  of  his  l^yete* 

My  sonne  baste  tbou  suche  couetiie? 

Naye  fader  suche  loue  I  despise, 
And  while  I  liue  sbal  don  euer. 
For  in  good  feith  yet  bad  I  leuer, 
Tban  to  coueite  in  suche  aweye. 
To  ben  for  ener  till  I  deye 
Ab  poor  as  lob,  apd  loueles. 
Out  taken  oo«|  for  l^uelw 
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His  thonkes  is  no  man  a  lioe. 
For  tban  a  man  sbulde  all  Tnthriue^ 
Tbere  ought  no  wise  man  coueite, 
Tbe  lawę  was  not  set  so  streite. 
For  thy  my  selfe  with  all  to  satte» 
Suche  one  tbere  is  I  wold  baoe, 
And  nonę  of  all  tbis  otber  mo. 

My  sonne  of  that  tbou  woldest  wOg 
I  am  not  wrotb,  but  ouer  tbisy 
I  woli  the  telle,  bowe  it  is. 
For  tbere  be  men,  wbiche  otber  wise 
Right  onely  for  the  couetise^ 
Of  that  thei  seen  a  woman  ricbe, 
Tbere  wol  thei  all  ber  loue  aiiicbe 
Nougbt  for  tbe  beautee  of  hir  face^ 
Ne  yet  for  vertu  ne  for  grace, 
Wbiche  sbe  bath  elies  right  enougb. 
But  for  tbe  parkę  and  for  the  plougb, 
And  otber  thioges,  wbiche  therto  longeth. 
For  in  nonę  otber  wise  hem  longeth 
To  loue,  bu^  if  thei  proAte  ande^ 
And  if  tbe  profite  be  behyude^ 
Her  loue  is  ener  lesse  and  lesse. 
For  after  that  sbe  bath  richesse, 
Her  loue  is  of  proporcion- 
If  tbou  hast  suche  condicion. 

My  sonne  telle  right  as  it  is. 

Myn  holy  ^der  naye  y  wis, 
Condicion  suche  baue  I  uone 
For  truły  fisder  I  loue  one 
So  well,  with  all  myn  hertes  thongbty 
That  certes  tbougb  sbe  bad  nougbt. 
And  were  as  poore  as  Medea, 
Wbiche  was  exiled  for  Creusa, 
I  wolde  bir  nougbt  tbe  lesse  loue: 
Ne  though  sbe  were  at  bir  abone^ 
As  was  the  ricbe  ąuene  Candace, 
Wbiche  to  desenie  loue  and  graca 
To  Alisaoder^  that  was  kynge, 
Yafo  many  a  wortfaye  ricbe  tbynge: 
Or  elles  as  Piantbasilee, 
Wbiche  was  the  quene  of  Feminea^ 
And  great  richesse  with  bir  nam, 
Whan  sbe  for  loue  of  Hector  can 
To  Troie,  in  rescous  of  tbe  town«» 
I  am  of  suche  condicion, 
That  tbougb  my.  ladie  of  bir  selue 
Were  also  ricbe,  as  suche  twelue, 
I  ooutb  not,  though  it  were  so, 
No  better  loue  hir,  tban  I  do. 
For  I  loue  in  so  plaine  a  wise, 
That  for  to  speke  of  couetise, 
As  for  pouerte,  or  forYicbesse, 
My  loue  is  nother  morę  ne  lesse* 
For  in  good  feith  I  trowe  tbis, 
So  couetous  no  man  tbere  is. 
For  wby,  and  be  my  ladie  sie, 
That  be  through  loknyge  of  bis  eie 
Ne  shuld  baąe  suche  a  stroke  within, 
That  for  no  gold  he  might  wjrn, 
He  shuld  nougbt  bir  loue  asterte. 
But  if  he  lefte  tbere  his  bertę. 
Be  so  it  were  suche  a  man, 
That  cotttbe  skille  of  a  woman. 
For  tbere  be  men  so  rude  some, 
Whan  thei  amonge  tbe  women  ooiiie^ 
Thei  gon  vnder  protection, 
That  loue  and  his  afiection 
Ne  sbal  not  take  hem  by  tbe  sleut* 
For  thei  ben  out  of  that  beleae, 
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Rem  Insteth  of  no  ladie  chere, 

Bat  eoer  thinkend  tbere  and  here, 

Where  as  the  golde  is  in  the  cofre,- 

And  wol  Done  other  loae  profre. 

Bat  who  to  wote/ what  looe  amountetb> 

And  by  reason  tralićbe  aoouiptetb: 

Tban  oiaie  be  luiowe,  ai^  taken  bede, 

That  all  the  last  of  Yomanbedey  ^ 

Wbiche  maie  beb  in  a  ladis  face, ' 

Mj  lady  batb,  and  eke  of  grace. 

If  neo  shuld  yenen  bir  a  prite, 

Tbei  maie  wel  aeye,  ho  we  sbe  is  wise. 

And  sobre,  and  simple  of  countenance. 

And  all  tbat  to  good  gouernaunce 

Bdoogetb  of  a  vrorthie  wigbt, 

She  bath  plaiDly:  for  tbilke  night, 

Tbat  sbe  was  borę,  as  for  tbe  nooeSf 

Natare  set  in  bir  at  ones 

Beantee  with  boiintee  so  beseyn, 

Tbat  1  maie  well  afferroe  and  seyn, 

I  sawe  yet  neuer  creatare, 

Of  comly  bede,  and  of  feture, 

In  any  kynges  region, 

Be  liche  bir  in  ćomparison.. 

And  therto,  as  I  liaue  you  tolde, 

Yet  hatb  she  morę  a  tbousande  foldef 

Ofboootee,  and  sbortly  to  telle, 

Sbe  is  porę  heade  and  wefle, 

And  myrroare,  and  ęnsainpic  of  good, 

Wbo  10  bir  Tertues  ynderstood. 

Me  thinketh  it  ooght  enought  sofTis^ 

Witbouteo  otber  coiuetisfe. 

To  klie  sacbe  one,  and  to  senie, 

Wbiebe  witb  bir  chere  cau  desenie 

To  be  belooed  betier  y  wis, 

Tban  she  par  cas  tbat  richest  is, 

And  batb  of  golde  a  milion: 

Socbe  bcth  he  myn  opinion. 

And  eoer  sball,  Biit  netbeles 

I  nie  Doagbt  she  is  bau€1es, 

Tbat  she  ois  riche,  and  welf  at  ease, 

Aod  hath  eooogfa,  wberwith  to  please 

(Of  wtMides-good)  wbome  tbat  bir  list. 

Bot  one  tbyng  I  wolde  wel  ye  wist, 

^t  neaer  fyr  no  worldes  good 

Myo  bert  vńto  hir  warde  stoode. 

Bat  oDely  right  for  pure  loue. 

Tbst  vote  tbe  bigb  god  aboue: 

Nowe  fiuler  wbat  aaie  ye  therto? 

My  soDoe  I  saie  it  is  wel  do. 
Yortake  of  this  right  good  beleue, 
Wbat  nan  that  wol  bym  selfe  releuc 
TV)  k>ae  in  any  other  wise, 
He  iball  well  fyode  bis  ćouetis# 
Ml  lore  greue  byip  at  laste. 
'or  suche  a  loue  maie  not  laste. 
Bot  nowe  men  se3m  in  our  daies^ 
Ifoi  oiakenbttt  a  fewe  assaies, 
^  if  tbe  caiue  be  ricbesęe. 
For  thy  tbe  lone  is  well  tbe  lesse. 
Aod  who  tbat  wóld  ensamples  telle* 
>y  olde  daies  as  tbei  fell, 
T^  might  a  man  well  rnderstonde, 
«|iche  looe  maie  not  longe  stonde. 
Mow  berken  sonne,  and  thou  shalt  berę 
A  great  ensample  of  tbAs  mattere 

Btcponitesemplam  contra  istos,  qui  non  propter 
*iM»iem,  sed  propter  diaitias  sponsalia  sumunt. 
It  namt  de  c^uodain  regis  Apulie  Senescalio, 


qni  non  solum  propter  pecuniam  TTCorem  duxit* 
sed  etiam  pecunie  commercis  vxorem  sibi  dc- 
spoosatam  yendidit. 

To  treat  vpon  tbe  cas  tf  Ioae» 
So  as  we  tolde  berę  aboue, 
I  iynde  write  ś  wonder  tbynge. 

Of  Pu  ile  wbilom  was  a  kynge, 
A  man  of  bigb  complexion, 
And  yonge,  but  bis  affection, 
After  tbe  naturę  of  bis  age, 
Was  yet  not  falle  in  bis  courage, 
The  lust  of  womtin  for  to  koowe. 
Su  it  betid  ypon  a  tbrowe, 
This  lorde  felle  in  to  gi-eat  likeoe% 
Pbisike  batb  done  the  besines 
Of  sondry  cures  many  one 
To  make  bym  bolle,  and  therupoń 
A  worthie  maisfet*,  wbiche  there  was, 
Yafe  bym  counsell  vpon  this  cas, 
Tbat  if  he  wolde  haue  parfite  hele, 
He  shuld  witb  a  woraan  dele, 
A  fressbe,  a  yonge,  a  lustic  wlgbt^ 
To  don  bym  compenie  a  ni^it. 
For  than  he  sayde  hym  redily, 
Tbat  be  shall  be  all  bole  therby. 
And  otber  wise  he  knewe  no  cure.^ 

Tbe  kyngel  wbiche  stode  iu  a  ventni« 
Of  life  and  deth  for  medicine, 
Assented  was  and  of  couyne. 

His  steWarde,  ^bom  be  trusteth  \tell« 
He  toke  and  toId<!  bym  euery  delc, 
How  that  this  maister  had  sayde, 
And  therrpon  be  hath  hym  prayde. 
And  charged  vpon  his  ligeance, 
That  he  do  make  purueiance, 
Of  suche  one  aś  be  conenable 
Por  his  plesance,  and  delitable. 
And  bad  bym,  ho  we  that  euer  it  ątood^ 
That  lie  sball  spare  for  no  good. 
For  his  will  is  right  well  to  paie. 
The  stewarde  saide,  he  wold  assaie. 
But  now  here  after  thou  shalt  witte, 
As  1  fynde  in  the  bokes  writte, 
Wbat  cooetise  in  loue  dotb. 

This  stewarde,  for  to  tell  sotb, 
Amonges  all  the  men  onliue 
A  lustie  ladie  hath  to  wioe, 
Wbiche  netbeles  for  gokle  be  toke. 
And  nougbt  fbr  loue,  as  saith  the  boke. 
A  riche  marchant  of  tbe  londe 
Hir  fader  was,  and  be  bir  fonde 
So  «vortbely  and  suche  richesse 
Of  worldes  good  and  suche  lai^gesse, 
Witb  hir  be  yafe  in  mariage, 
That  ooely  for  tbilke  auantage 
Of  good,  the  stewarde  hath  hir  take 
For  lucre,  and  nought  fbr  looes  sake  : 
And  tbat  was  afterwarde  well  9cne, 
Nowe  berken,  wbat  it  woli  mene.    • 
The  stewarde  in  his  owne  herte 
Sigh,  that  his  lorde  maie  not  asterte 
His  maladie,  but  he  haue 
A  Instie  woman  bym  to  saue. 
And  tbought  be  wolde  yeue  enough 
Of  treasour,  wherof  be  drougb 
Great  couetise  into  his  mynde, 
And  set  his  bonour  ferre  bebynde. 

Tbus  he,  wbom  golde  batb  ouersette, 
Was  trapped  in  bis  owiie  nette. 
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The  golde  hath  msde  bis  wittet  lame, 
So  tbat  secbende  his  owne  sbame, 
He  roaneth  in  the  kynges  earc,. 
^nd  sftid  hym,  that  be  wigt  where  > 
A  gentiU  and  Ji  lustie  one 
Tho  m$f  and  Łhither  wolde  be  gone» 
))ut  be  mote  yeue  yeftes  great. 
For  bat  it  be  throogh  great  beyete 
Of  golde,  be  shulde  Dot  spede. 

The  kynge  bym  bad  ypon  the  nede, 
That  take  an  hundrede  poande  be  sbolde> 
And  yene  it,  where  that  be  woldej 
Be  80  it  were  iń  worthie  place. 
And  tbus  to  ttonde  in  loues  g^ce, 
This  kynge  his  golde  hath  babandoned. 
And  wban  tbis  tale  was  fuli  roaned^ 
The  stewarde  toke  the  gokle^  and  went, 
Within  bis  bertę  aud  many  a  went 
Of  cooetite  than  be  caste, 
lYberof  a  pnrpose  at  latte 
(Ayene  lone  uid  ayene  bis  right) 
He  toke,  and  saide  howe  tbilke  night 
His  wifie  sball  ligge  by  the  kynge. 
And  gotb  tbynkende  apon  tbis  tbyngpe^ 
Towude  his  inne  till  be  cam  borne 
In  to  tbe  chambre,  and  than  be  nome 
His  wife,  and  toUe  bir  all  the  cas. 
And  she  whiche  red  for  shame  was, 
WIth  botb  bir  bandes  to  hym  prayde 
Knelende,  and  in  tbis  wise  sayde: 
That  she  to  reason  and  to  skille, 
In  what  thynge  that  be  bid  wy]l» 
Is  redy  for  to  done  bis  beste: 
Bat  tbis  thynge  that  were  not  bones(e> 
That  be  for  golde  bir  sbuMe  selle. 

And  be  tho  with  his  wordes  feUei 
Fortb  with  his  gastly  conntenance, 
Sayth,  that  she  sball  done  obeisance. 
And  folowe  his  wille  in  enery  place. 
And  tbns  throngb  strength  of  bis  manace, 
Hir  innocence  is  ooerladde, 
Wherof  sbe  was  so  sore  adradde^ 
Tbat  she  bis  wille  mote  nede  obeiew 
And  tberrpon  was  shape  aweie, 
That  be  his  owne  wiie  by  night 
Hath  out  of  all  mennes  nght. 
(So  priuely  that  nonę  it  wist; 
Bronght  to  tbe  kyn^e,  whiche  as  bym  list 
Maie  do  with  bir  what  he  wolde. 
For  wban  sbe  was  there  as  sbe  sbolde 
Wiith  bym  a  bedde  vnder  tbe  clotb^ 
The  stewarde  toke  his  leue,  and  goth 
In  to  the  chambre  faste  by: 
But  howe  he  slepte,  that  wote  not  L 
For  be  sigh  cause  of  felousie. 

But  be  whiche  batb  the  companie 
Of  suche  a  lusty  one  as  sbee, 
Hym  thonght  tbat  of  bis  degree, 
,    There  was  no  man  so  well  at  ease. 
She  dotb  all  tbat  she  maie  to  pleas«« 
So  that  his  herte  all  boHe  she  bad. 
And  tbus  tbis  kynge  bis  ioie  lad 
Till  be  was  nigh  ypon  tbe  daie. 

The  stewarde  tban  where  sbe  laic 
Cam  to  the  bedde,  and  in  this  wisa 
Hath  bid  she  shulde  acise. 

Tbe  kynge  saith  naie,  sbe  sball  not  gO« 
Tbe  sjtewanle  saide  notbjDge  so. 
Por  sbe  mote  gone  er  it  be  knowe^ 
And  so  I  swore,  at  thilke  throwe, 


Wban  I  bir  fette  to  you  here. 

Tbe  kynge  his  tale  wolde  not  bece. 
And  seith,  bow  that  be  hath  bir  trought* 
For  thy  she  sball  departe  nougbt, ' 
Till  he  tbe  brigbtdaie  beholde. 
And  oaught  bir  in  his  armes  foMe, 
As  he  whiche  list  for  to  pleie. 
And  bad  his  stewarde  gone  aweie. 
And  so  he  did  ayene  his  wille. 
And  thus  his  wife  a  bedde  stille 
Łaie  with  the  kynge  the  longe  night, 
Till  tbat  it  wAs  high  sonne  light. 
But  who  sbe  was  lie  knew  notbynge. 

I      Tho  cam  the  stewarde  to  the  kynge. 
And  prayde  hym  withont  shame 
In  sauyng  of  hir  good  name* 
He  might  leaden  borne  ayene 
Tbis  ladle,  and  tolde  bym  pleyne, 
Howe  that  it  was  bis  owne  wife. 

Tbe  kynge  his  eare  ynto  this  strife 
Hath  leyde:  and  what  that  he  it  berdtf, 
Weil  nigh  out  of  his  wit  be  ferde 
And  sayde:  A  cajrtife  most  of  all, 
Where  was  it  ener  or  this  befsll,  . 
Tbat  any  Lokarde  in  tbis  wise 
Betoke  bis  wife  for  oouetise  ? 
Tboa  hast  bothć  hir  and  me  begiled. 
And  eke  tbyn  owne  estate  reailed» 
Wherof  that  buicome  vnto  the 
Herę  after  sball  she  neuer  be. 
For  this  auowe  to  god  I  make, 
After  tbis  daie,  if  I  tbe  take, 
Tbou  sbalte  be  honged  and  to  drawe. 
Nowe  loke  anone  thou  be  withdrawe: 
So  tbat  I  see  tbe  neuer  morę, 

This  stewarde  tbat  drad  bjrm  sore, 
With  all  tbe  hast  that  he  maie 
Is  fled  awey  the  same  daie. 
And  was  eziled  out  of  londe. 
Lo  there  a  nice  husbonde, 
Whicfae  thus  bis  wife  hath  loste  for  ener* 
Bat  netheles  sbe  bad  a  leoer. 
Tbe  kynge  ber  weddeth  and  bononreth, 
Wherof  bir  name  she  sooouieth, 
Whiche  erst  was  łost  through  cooetise 
Of  bim,  tbat  lad  hir  other  wise. 
And  hath  bym  seUe  also  forlore. 

My  sonne  be  thou  ware  therfore, 
Where  thou  sbalt  loue  in  aoy  place, 
Tbat  thou  no  cooetise  embraoe. 
Ule  whiche  is  not  of  loues  kinde. 
Bat  for  all  that  a  man  maie  finde 
Howe  in  this  tyme  of  tbilke  ragę 
Fuli  great  disease  in  mariage, 
What  yenim  medletb  with  tbe  sugre. 
And  mariage  is  madę  for  1ucre» 
Or  for  the  lust,  or  for  the  hele, 
What  man  that  sball  with  other  defe^ 
He  maie  not  foile  to  repent. 

My  hder  suche  is  myn  entent: 
But  netheles  good  is  to  haue. 
For  good  maie  oft  tyme  sanę 
Tbe  lone,  whiche  sbuld  elles  spil^ew 
But  god,  whiche  wote  my  hertes  willa 
I  dar  wel  take  to  witnesse, 
Tet  was  I  neuer  for  richesse 
Be  set  with  mariage  nonę. 
For  all  myn  herte  is  vpon  one 
So  frely,  that  in  the  persooe 
Stant  sil  my  worldes  ioye  alone. 


CONFESSIO  AMANTIS.    BOOK  V. 


145 


I  aske  notber  parkę  ne  pIcNigb,   . 
If  I  hir  bad,  it  were  enough. 
Hir  loue  shulde  me  suiBse, 
Witbouten  othtrr  couetiae. 
Lo  nowe  my  feder,  as  of  tbis, 
Tonchend  of  me,  right  as  it  is^ 
My  thrifte  I  am  be  knowe  pieyn: 
And  if  ye  wol  oughŁ  elles  seyn 
Of  cooetise  if  tbere  be  more 
la  loue,  agropetb  obŁ  tbe  sore. 

Fallere  cum  uequeat,  propria  vir  frande  sabornat 

Testes  sit  queis  rera  retorta  fides. 
SicBt  agros  cupidns  dum  qtierit  amans  mulieres 

Vult  testes  falsos  falsus  habere  snos. 
Noo  siae  viadicta  periurus  abibit  in  eis> 

Vłsa  qui  cordis  intima  cuncta  videt. 
Fallere  periuro  non  est  łaadanda  puellam 

Gioria,  sed  falso  conditionis  opus. 

Hie  tractat  snper  illis  auaricie  speciebus,  quae 
falsam  testimonium  et  periuriom  nuncupautur, 
qnoram  fraudalenta  circumuentio  tam  in  cupi- 
ditatis  quam  in  amoris  causa  sui  desiderii  pro- 
positnm,  qaam  śepe  fałlaciter  attingit. 

My  sonne  tbou  sbalt  Toderstondc, 

Bbwe  couetise  hath  yet  on  hondę 

In  speciall  tivo  counsailonra, 

Tbat  ben  aiso  his  procurours. 

The  first  of  bem  is  fals  witnesse, 

Whicbe  euer  is  redy  to  witnesse 

Wbat  tbyng  big  maister  woli  bym  bote  i 

Pcriarie  is  tbe  second  bote, 

Whicb  sparetb  nought  to  swere  an  othe^ 

Tbangh  it  be  lais,  and  god  be  wrotbe. 

Tbat  one  shall  fals  witnes  beare, 

1  bat  otber  shall  tbe  thy ng  forsweare, 

Wban  be  bis  charged  on  tbe  boke. 

So  wbat  vith  bepe,  and  wbat  witb  croke, 

Thei  make  ber  maister  ofte  winne, 

And  woli  uot  knowe,  what  is  sinne 

For  couetise:  and  thns  men  seyn, 

Thei  make  many  a  fels  bargeyn. 

Tbere  maie  no  trewe  ouarel  arise 

Id  thilke  queRte  of  tbilke  assise, 

Wbere  as  thei  two  tbe  people  enforme. 

For  tliei  kepc  euer  o  maner  formę, 

That  rpoo  golde  ber  conscience 

Thei  founde,  and  take  ber  euidence. 

And  tbns  witb  fals  witnes  and  otbes 

Thei  winne  bem  meate,  drinke,  and  clotbes. 

Right  so  there  be,  wbo  tbat  bem  knew, 
Of  Łbese  luaers  fiil  many  vntrewe. 
Kowe  maie  a  woman  finde  enonre, 
That  ecbe  of  bem,  whan  be  sball  wowe, 
Anooe  be  wiU  bis  bandę  downe  leyne 
CpoB  a  boke,  and  sweare  and  seyne, 
that  be  wol  feith  and  trouth  beare. 
And  tbas  be  proferetb  bym  to  sweare 
Ib  semen  eoen  till  be  die, 
And  ail  is  very  trecberie. 
For  wban  tbe  sotb  bym  selfe  trietby 
Tbe  more  be  sweareth,  tbe  more  be  lietb. 
Wban  be  bis  feitb  maketh  all  tbermest, 
Than  maie  a  woman  trust  hjrm  lest. 
For  till  be  maie  bis  will  acheue^ 
He  is  no  lenger  for  to  leue. 
Tbos  is  tbe  trontbe  of  lone  exiled, 
Aad  many  a  good  woman  begniled. 

And  eke  to  speke  of  fals  witnesfie, 
There  ben  now  suche  many  1  gesse, 


TbJBt  liche  vnto  tbe  prouisours 

Thei  make  bem  hir  preuie  proctonrSi 

To  tell  howe  there  is  suche  a  maa, 

Whicbe  is  wurthy  to  loue,  and  caa 

All  that  a' good  man  shulde  conne. 

So  that  witb  lesing  is  begonne 

The  cause,  In  whicbe  thei  woli  proeede<  .  ■ 

And  alno  siker  as  the  crede 

Yhei  make  of  that  thei  knowen  fiils. 

And  thus  fuli  ofte  about  the  balsę 

Loue  is  of  fals  men  embraced. 

But  loue,  whicbe  is  so  purchaced 

Come  afterwąrde  to  liteli  prise. 

For  thy  my  sonne,  if  tbou  be  wise. 

Nowe  tbou  hast  herde  this  euideace, 

Tbou  might  thyn  owne  conscience 

Oppose,  if  thoi^  hast  be-suche  one. 

Naye  god  wote  fatber  I  am  iione, 
Ne  neuer  was,  for  as  men  saith, 
VSrhan  that  a  man  shall  make  big  fiutb. 
His  hert  and  tonge  must  accorde. ' 
For  if  so  be  that  thei  discorde, 
Than  is  be  fals,  ahd  els  nought. 
And  I  dare  saie,  as  of  my  thought 
In  loue,  it  is  not  discordable 
Unto  my  worde,  but^accordable. 
And  in  this  wise  father  I 
Maie  right  well  swere,  and  saufly, 
That  I  my  lady  loue  well. 
For  that  accordeth  euery  dele, 
It  uedeth  nought  to  my  sotb  sawe, 
That  I  witnesse  shulde  drawe 
Into  this  daie,  for  euer  yit 
Ne  might  it  sinke  in  to  my  wit, 
Tbat  I  my  counsaile  sbnlde  seye 
To  any  wight,  or  me  bewreye. 
To  sechen  helpein  suche  manere^ 
But  onely  for  my  lady  derę. 
And  though  a  thousande  men  it  witte, 
That  I  hir  loue,  and  than  hem  list 
Witb  me  to  sw^re,  and  to  witnesse : 
Yet  were  that  no  fals  witnesse. 
For  I  dare  vnto  this  trouth  dwelle, 
1  loue  hir  more  than  I  can  telle. 
Thus  am  I  father  piteles, 
As  ye  haue  herde:  anH  netbeles 
In  your  dome  I  put  it  all. 

My  sonne  witte  in  speciall, 
It  shall  not  commonlicbe  foile, 
All  though  i t  for  a  tyme  faile, 
That  fals  witnesse  his  cause  spede 
Upon  the  point  of  his  ialsbede : 
It  shall  well  afterwarde  be  kid, 
Wherof  so  as-it  is  betid, 
Ensample  of  such  thyngesbljnide 
In  a  cronike  writte  I  fyode. 

Hic  ponit  exemplvm  de  illis,  qui  falsnm  testffi* 
cantes,  amoris  innocentiam  circumneoiunt.  Et 
narrat  quarłt«r  Thetis  AchiHem  fllium  suum 
adolescentem  muliebri  yestitum  app&ratu  asse- 
rens  esse  puellam  inter  regis  Licbomedis  flllas 
ad  educandum  produicit,  Et  sic  Achilles  deoepto 
rege  filie  sue  Deidafnie  socia  et  cnbicniaria 
effectus  super  ipsam  Pirrhum  genuit,  qui  postea 
mirę  probitatis  militiamassecutus,morteDipatris 
sui  apud  Troiam  Politene  Tyran  nice  Titidicaait. 

TiTB  goddesse  of  tbe  sca  Thetis 
She  bad  a  sonne,  tmd  bis  naiDe  is 
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Achilles,  whom  to  kepe  and  werde, 
Wbile  he  was  yongt,  and  in  to  waide 
Sbe  thought  hymsanfly  to  betake, 
As  sbe»  wbicbe  drad  for  his  sake 
Of  tbat  was  saide  of  prophecie, 
Tbat  he  at  Troie  sholde  die, 
Wban  that  tbe  citee  was  bdeync. 
For  thy  so  as  tbe  bokes  sesnie, 
Sbe  ća^  bir  wit  id  soDdńe  wise, 
Howe  sbe  bym  mtght  so  desguise, 
That  no  man  shuld  bis  body  knowe. 
And  80  befelle  tbat  ilke  thiowe, 
V/h\\e  that  sbe  thought  Tpon  this  dede, 
There  was  a  kyng,  wbicbe  Licbomede 
Was  faote,  and  b&was  wełl  begoiie, 
With  faire  doughtera  maoy  onto^ 
And  dwelte  ferre  o«it  in  an  yle. 

Nowe  shalt  tbpu  'bera  a  wonder  wile. 
This  quene,  wbicbe  the  motber  was 
Of  Achilles,  Tpon  this  cas 
Bir  sonae,  as  be  a  oiaiden  were 
Let  clothen  in  the  same  gere, 
Whiche  loiigeth  voto  womanhede* 
And  he  was  yonge;  and  toke  nonę  hede. 
Bat  suffreth  all  that  she  hym  dede, 
Wheiof  she  hatb  bir  women  hede^ 
And  chargeth  by  her  othes  alle, 
Howe  80  it  afterward  befalJ, 
That  thei  discouer  nought  this  thynge, 
^ut  feigne  and  make  a  knowlageynge 
tJpon  tbe  counseile^  whiche  was  nome, 
In  euery  place  where  thei  come, 
To  telle  and  to  witnesse  this, 
Howe  be  bir  ladis  doughter  is. 
And  right  in  sucha  a  maner  wise 
She  bad  thei  shuld  bir  don  seruise: 
80  that  Achilles  imderfongetb, 
As  to  a  yong  lady  belongeth, 
Honoure,  seraice,  and  reuerenoe. 
Tor  Thetis  with  gnat  diligeace 
,  Hym  hatb  so  taught,  and  so  afiaited, 
That  howe  so  that  be  were  awaited 
With  sobre,  and  goodly  contenaoce 
He  shulde  his  womanhede  auance, 
That  nonę  the  soth  knowe  might, 
But  that  in  euery  mans  sigbt* 
He  shuld  seme  a  pure  maide. 
And  in  suche  wise,  as  sbehsrm  saide, 
Achilles,  whiche  that  ilke  whiie 
Was  yonge,  vpon  hym  selfe  to  smile 
Began,  wban  he  was  so  beseyn. 
Ai^  thus  after  tbe  bokes  seyn, 
With  frette  of  perle  vpon  his  hede 
All  fressbe  betwene  the  white  and  redę. 
Aa  he  whiche  tho  waa  tender  of  age, 
Stode  tbe  colour  in  his  yjsage: 
That  for  to  loke  Tpon  his  cbeke. 
And  seen  his  childly  maner  eke, 
He  waa  a  wciman  to  behoide. 
Ąod  tban  his  moder  to  hym  tolde, 
That  she  hym  bad  so  begone^ 
Becanse  that  she  thought  gone 
To  licbomede  at  thilke  tide, 
Where  that  sbe  saide,  he  shulde  abide 
Amonge  his  doughters  for  to  dwdle* 

Achilles  herd  his  moder  telle, 
Ąpd  wiqt  nought  the  oause  wby. 
And  netheles  fuU  busomly 
He  was  ledy  to  that  she  bad, 
Wherof  his  moder  waa  rigbt  glad. 


To  Uchomede  and  forth  thei  went. 
And  wban  the  kyngknewe  hir  enteiit, 
And  sawe  this  yonge  doughter  thcre. 
And  that  it  came  Tnto  his  ere, 
Of  suche  record,  of  suche  witnesse, 
He  bad  right  a  great  gladnesse, 
Of  tbat  be  botb  sigh  and  herde, 
As  be  tbat  wote  not  howe  it  ferde 
Upon  tbe  ćounseil  of  the  nede. 
But  for  all  that  kynge  Licbomede 
Ha^  toward  him  hir  doughter  take : 
And  for  Thetis  his  moder  sake, 
He  put  hir  in  to  compauie 
To  dwelle  with  Deidamie 
His  owne  doughter  the  eldest, 
Tbe  fairest,  and  the  comliest 
Of  all  his  doughters,  whiche  he  bad. 

Ło  thus  Thetis  the  cause  lad,  < 
Ind  lefte  there  Achilles  feigned, 
As  be,  whiche  hath  bym  selfe  restreigned 
In  all  that  euer  hemaie  and  can 
Out  of  the  maner  of  a  man, 
And  toke  his  womanisshe  chere, 
Wherof  vnto  his  bedfere 
Deidamie  he  hath  by  night, 
Where  kynde  wolde  hym  selnc  right, 
After  the  Philosophers  seyn, 
There  maie  no  wight  be  there  ageyn. 
And  that  was  thilke  tyme  seile. 
The  longc  nightes  hem  betwene 
Naturę,  whiche  maie  not  foifaere, 
Hath  madę  \^em  bothe  for  fo  ^re, 
Thei  kissen  first,  and  ooermore 
The  highe  wey  of  loues  lora 
Thei  gone,  and  all  was  done  in  dede, 
Wherof  lost  i&  the  maieden  hede. 
And  that  was  afterward  well  knowe. 
For  it  befall  that  ilke  throwe 
At  '1'roie,  where  the  siege  laie, 
Upon  the  cause  of  Menelaie, 
And  of  his  quene  damę  Heleine, 
The  gregois  hadden  mocbel  peinc 
All  daie  to  flght»  and  toastaile. 
But  for  thei  might  nonght  auaile 
So  noble  a  cttaefor  to  wynne, 
A  preuye  counsaile  thei  begynae, 
In  sondrie  wise  where  thei  treat. 
And  at  laste  amonge  tbe  great 
Thei  felleu  vnto  his  aocorde, 
That  Phórceus,  of  his  recorde, 
Wbicbe  was  an  Astronomieny 
And  eke  a  great  magicien» 
Shulde  of  his  calculacion 
Sercbe  of  oonstellacion, 
How  thei  the  citee  mighten  getta. 

And  he  the  whiche  had  nought  fotyete 
Of  that  belongetb  to  a  clerke. 
His  studie  sette  Tpon  this  werke, 
So  longe  his  wit  about  he  cast, 
Till  tbat  be  fonde  out  at  last. 
But  if  thei  hadden  Achilles, 
Her  werre  shall  ben  endeles. 
And  ouer  that  he  tolde  hem  płeine, 
In  what  maner  he  was  beseine. 
And  in  what  place  he  shall  be  fouiitfe^ 
So  that  witbin  a  litell  stounde 
Ulysses  forth  with  Diomede, 
Upon  this  point  to  Lichomede 
Agamemnon  to  gether  sente. 
Bat  Ulysser,  er  be  forth  went, 
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Wl^ebe  VM  one  of  the  moft  irise, 
Oidetned  hatb  in  toche  a  wise, 
Tbat  he  th«  most  riclie  anye, 
Wherof  a  woman  mak  be  gaye, 
With  bym  he  toke  maoHbłde. 
And  ouermore,  as  it  is  tolde, 
An  haniois  ai  for  a  hutie  knight, 
Wkicbe  barncd  was  as  sfluer  brtght, 
Of  swenic,  ot  plate,  and  eke  of  maile, 
As  tbongb  be  sfaulde  do  batatle, 
He  toke  abo  witb  bym  by  ship. 
And  tbns  to  getber  in  felawship 
Fortb  gone  this  Diomede  and  hee, 
In  bope  till  tbei  mighteo  see 
The  place,  where  Achilles  is. 

Tbe  W3rnde  stode  tban  noagbt  amiS| 
But  enery  topsaile  coole  it  blewe, 
Till  Ulysses  tbe  roarcbes  knewe, 
Where  Łichomede  bis  reigne  bad. 

Tbe  stiresdum  so  well  bim  iadde, 
Tbat  tfaei  be  comen  saufe  to  londe, 
Wbere  thet  gone  out  Tpon  tbe  stronde 
Ib  to  tbe  burgh,  where  that  tbei  fonda 
The  kynge:  and  be,  wbiche  hath  fiicounde, 
Ulysses  did  tbe  message. 

But  tbe  oottiDsaile  of  his  courage, 
Why  tbat  he  came,  he  tolde  nought, 
Bot  nidenieth  he  was  bethought, 
la  wbat  maner  he  might  aspie 
Achilles  (rom  Deidamie, 
And  fro  theiie  other,  tbat  there  were, 
Fan  many  a  lustie  ladie  thete. 

Tbei  plaide  hem  there  a  dai«  or  two. 
And  as  it  was  fbr£nned  so, 
It  feU  that  tyme  in  snche  a  wise. 
To  Bscchns  that  a  sacrifice    ' 
Thcse  yonge  ladies  sbulden  make : 
And  for  tbe  straunge  mens  sake, 
Tbat  comen  fro  tbe  siege  of  Troie, 
Thci  maden  well  the  morę  ioie. 
Tbcie  was  tenell,  there  was  daunsinge. 
And  eoery  life,  wbiche  contb  singe 
OT  Insty  women  .in  tbe  roate, 
A  fressbe  caroll  hath  songe  ahoot. 
Bot  for  sil  this  yet  netbeles, 
Tbe  grekes  Tnknowe  of  Achilles 
So  weren,  that  in  no  degree' 
Tbei  oontben  witte,  wbiche  was  he, 
Ke  by  his  Toice,  ne  by  his  paas. 

Ulysses  tban  Tpon  the  caas 
A  thyng  of  high  pmdence  hath  wrought 
For  thilfce  araye,  wbiche  he  hath  brooght 
To  yeoe  amooge  tbe  women  tbere, 
He  lette  do  letten  all  the  gere, 
Forth  with  a  knightes  hamoys  eke, 
la  all  tba  coontrey  for  to  s6ke. 
Men  shoMen  noagbt  a  fairer  see, 
And  enery  tfayng  in  hb  degree 
Endelonge  Tpon  a  boorde  be  laide. 
80  Łicbomede  and  tban  he  praide, 
That  enery  lady  6iese  sbokle 
Wbat  thynge  of  all  that  she  wolde. 
And  tafce  it  as  by  waye  of  yefte. 
For  tbei  hem  seUe  it  sbulde  sheft, 
He  saide,  after  ber  owne  wille. 

Achilles  tban  stode  noagbt  stitle, 
Whan  be  tbe  bright  helme  behelde, 
The  swerde,  the  haobcrke*  and  tbe  sbtfd^ 
Hb  herte  felle  tfaerto  anone, 
Of  all  that  otber  wglda  be  nonę. 


The  knightes  gere  be  ynderfongeth. 

And  thilke  arraie,  whiobe  tbat  belongeih 

Unto  the  women,  be  forsoke. 

And  in  this  wyse,  as  ssyth  tbe  boke, 

Thei  knowen  than  wbiche  be  was. 

For  be  goth  forth  tbe  great  paas 

Ib  to  tba  chambre,  wbere  he  laie 

Aaone,  and  nade  no  delaie: 

He  armeth  bym  in  knightiy  wise, 

Tbat  better  can  no  man  denise. 

And  as  fortunę  sbolde  lalle, 

He  came  so  forth  tofore  hem  alle^ 

As  he,  wbiche  tho  was  glad  enoagh. 

But  Łicbomede  nothyng  luogb, 

Whan  that  ha  sigh,  howe  that  it  foide 

For-tban  he  wist  well  and  herde 

His  doughter  bad  be  forleyn. 

But  tbat  he  was  so  ouerseyn 

Tbe  wonder  ouergotlt  his  wit. 

For  i  a  Cronike  is  written  yłt 

Thing,  whiche  sball  neaer  be  foryete, 

Howe  that  Achilles  hath  begette 

Pirrbus  Tpon  Deidamie, 

Wherof  came  out  the  trecherie 

Of  fob  witnes,  when  he  sayde, 

Howe  that  Achilles  was  a  mayde; 

Bat  that  was  nothyng  sene  tho. 

Forth  he  is  to  the  siege  go 

For  with  Ulysses  and  Diomede 

Ło  tbns  was  proued  in  the  dede 
And  foUy  spoke  at  thilke  wbiłe,  ^ 

If  o  woman  an  otber  begile, 
Where  is  there  any  tekymesse? 
Whan  Thetis,  which  was  than  the  goddeMe, 
Deidamie  hath  so  beiaped, 
I  not  howe  it  sball  bene  escaped 
With  tho  women,  wbose  innocenc^ 
Is  nowe  all  daie  throngh  suche  credence 
Deceined  ofte,  as  it  is  sene 
With  men,  that  sache  Tntrouth  mene. 
For  tbei  ben  slieh  in  suche  s  wise, 
That  thei  by  slyght,  and  by  ąnełntise 
Of  fols  witnes  bringen  inne, 
That  dotb  hem  ofte  for  to  wynne, 
That  thei  be  not  wofthy  therto. 

For  thy  my  sonne  doóe  not  so. 

My  fatber  as  of  fols  witnesse 
Tbe  trouth,  and  the  maner  expreflse, 
Touchende  of  loue,  howe  it  hath  forda* 
As  ye  haue  tolde,  I  haue  well  herde. 
But  for  ye  sayden  other  wise, 
Howe  thilke  vice  of  couetise 
Hath  yet  periur  of  his  aoorde: 
If  tbat  you  list  of  some  recorde 
To  teU  an  otber  tale  aiso, 
In  loues  caate  of  tyme  ago, 
What  tbynge  it  Is  to  be  forswore, 
I  wolde  preie  yon  tberfore, 
Wherof  I  might  ensample  take. 

My  good  soonne  and  for  thy  sake, 
Touchende  of  this  I  sball  folfitl 
Thyn  axynge,  at  tbsme  owne  wlH: 
And  the  matere  I  shall  declare, 
Howe  the  women  deceioed  are, 
Whan  thei  so  tender  hertes  beare, 
Of  that  thei  berę  men  so  sweare. 
But  whan  it  cometh  mto^thassaie^ 
Thei  fynde  it  fals  an  other  daie: 
As  lason  did  Tnto  Medee 
Wbiche  stanta  yet  of  auctońtee, 
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In  token,  and  iń  męmorwll^ 
Wherof  tbe  tale  in  specmll 
Is  in  tbe  boke  of  Troie  writte^ 
Whiche  I  shall  do  tbe  for  to  witte. 


Hic  in  amoris  causa  ponit  esemplum  contra  per- 
iuros,  Et  narrat  quałtter  lason  priu8que  ad  In- 
solam  Colchos  pro  aureo  Tellere  ibidem  con- 
questandotranf(inearet,  in  amorrem  et  ooniugium 
Medee  regisi  Oetbes  filie  iurameoto  firmius  se 
ąstrioxit,  sed  suo  postea  completo  negotio  cam 
ipsam  secorn  nauigio  in  Gretiam  perdoxit,  vbi 
illam  senectutem  patris  sui  Esonis  in  floridam 
iuucntutem  mirabili  seientia  refonnattit,  Ipae 
laiion  fidei  stte  ligamento,  aliiBquebeDeficiis  post^ 
poeitis,  dictam  Medeam  pro  ąuadam  K^reuaa 
r^is  Creontis  filia  periums  dereliqi»t. 

In  grece  wbilom  was  a  kynge, 
Of  whom  the  famę  and  knowlageyng 
Beleueth  yet,  and  Peleus 
He  highte :  but  it  felle  hym  tbus, 
That  bis  fortane  hir  wbele  so  lad> 
That  be  no  cbikle  bis  owne  had 
To  reignen  after  his  decesse^ 
He  had  a  brotber  netheles, 
Whose  right  name  was  E^on, 
And  be  the  worthia  knight  lason 
Begatte,  the  whiche  in  euery  londe 
A 11  other  passed  of  his  hondę 
An  anńes,  so  that  he  the  best 
Was  named,  and  the  worthiest. 
He  sought  worshippe  ouer  all: 
Nowe  herken,  and  I  the  tell  shall 
An  aduenture,  that  be  sought, 
Whiche  afterWarde  fuli  derę  he  bouht 
There  was  an  yle,  whiche  Gholchos 
Was  cleped,  and  therof  arose 
Great  speche  in  euery  Jonde  aboute, 
That  suche  meruaile  was  nonę  oute 
In  all  the  wide  worlde  no  where, 
As  tho  was  in  that  yle  there. 
There  was  a  shepe,  as  it  was  tolde, 
The  whiche  his  flees  bare  all  of  golde. 
And  so  the  goddes  had  it  sette, 
That  it  ne  might  awaie  be  fette. 
By  power  of  no  worldes  wigbt: 
And  yet  fuli  many  a  worthy  knight 
It  had  asseied,  as  they  dorsty 
And  eucr  it  fell  hem  to  the  worst. 
But  he  that  wolde  it  nought  forsake,  ' 
But  of  his  knighthode  yndertake 
To  do,  wbat  thynge  tberto  belongeth, 
This  worthy  lason  sore  alongeth 
To  see  tbe  strange  regions. 
And  knowe  the  condicions 
Of  other  marches,  where  he  went. 
And  for  that  cause  his  hole  entent 
He  set  Colchos  for  to  seche: 
And  therupon  be  madę  a  speche 
To  Peleus  his  eme  the  kynge. 
And  he  well  paide  was  of  that  thynge. 
And  shope  anone  for  his  passage^ 
Suche  as  were  of  his  lignage, 
With  other  knightes,  whiche  he  cheS| 
With  hym  he  toke :  and  Hercules, 
Whiche  fiill  was  of  chiualrie, 
With  lason  wentę  in  com panie: 
>And  that  was  in  the  moneth  of  maie, 
W  han  colde  stormes  were  awaie. 
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The  windę  was  good,  the  sfaip  was  ya»e^ 
Thei  toke  her  leue,  awi  forth  thei  farę 
Towarde  Colchos:  but  ou  the  weie 
What  hem  befelle,  is  longe  to  seie: 
Howe  Laumedon  the  kynge  of  Troie, 
Whiche  ougbt  well  haue  madę  hem  ioie, 
Whan  thei  to  rest  a  wbile  hym  preyde. 
Out  of  his  londe  he  them  congeyde. 
And  so  befelle  the  dissencion, 
Whiche  after  was  destruction 
Of  that  citee,  as  men  maie  berę: 
But  that  is  nought  to  my  matere. 
Bot  thus  the  worthy  .folke  gregois 
Fro  that  kynge,  whiche  was  not  curtois. 
And  fro  his  lanUe  with  sayle  ypdrawe 
Thei  went  hem  forth,  and  many  a  sawe 
They  madc,  and  many  a  great  manace, 
Tyli  at  last  in  to  that  place, 
Whiche  as  thei  sought,  thei  arriue. 
And  striken  sayle,  and  forth  as  bliue 
Thei  &ente  vnto  the  kynge,  and  tolde, 
W  ho  wereu  therej  and  what  thei  wolde, 

Oetes,  whiche  was  then  k3^ge, 
Whan  that  he  herde  this  tidyuge 
Of  lason,  whiche  was  comen  there 
And  of  these  other,  what  thei  were; 
He  thought  done  hem  great  worship. 
For  thei  anonc  come  out  of  ship. 
And  streight  vnió  tbe  kynge ,tbei  weote. 
And  by  the  hondę  lason  he  hente. 
And  that  was  at  the  paleys  gate, 
So  far  tbe  kynge  came  on  his  gate, 
Towarde  lason  to  done  hym  chere. 
And  he,  whom  lacketh  no  manere, 
Whan  he  the  kynge  sigh  in  presence, 
Yafe  hym  ageyne  suche  reuerence, 
As  to  a  kynges  state  belongetb. 
And  thus  the  kynge  hym  ynderfongeth,. 
And  lason  i  u  his  arme  he  caught, 
And  forth  into  the  halle  he  straugbt, 
And  there  thei  sat  and'8peake  of  thyages. 
And  lason  tolde  hym  tho  tidynges, 
Why  ho  was  come,  and  faire  hym  praide 
To  hast  his  ty  me:  and  the  kynge  tbus  saide. 

lasun  thou  art  a  worthy  knight. 
Bot  it  licth  iu  no  mans  might 
To  done,  that  thou  arte  come  ibre, 
The'e  hath  bene  many  a  knight  forlore, 
Of  that  thei  woldcni  it  assaie. 

But  lason  wolde  not  hym  esmaie. 
And  Kaide:  of  euery  worldes  cure 
Fortune  stant  in  auenture, 
Paranter  weie,  paranter  wo: 
But  howe  as  euer  that  it  go, 
It  shall  be  with  myn  hondę  assayed. 

The  kynge  tho  held^  hym  not  wel  paied. 
For  he  the  grekes  sore  dredde, 
In  aunter  if  lason  ne  spedde, 
He  might  therof  beare  ablame. 
Fur  tho  was  all  the  worldes  fama 
In  grece,  as  for  to  speke  of  armes. 
For  thy  he  drad  hym  of  his  harmes. 
And  gan  to  preche,  and  to  preye. 

But  lason  wolde  not  obeye. 
But  saide,  be  wolde  his  purpos  holde. 
For  ougbt  that  any  roan  hym  tolde. 

The  kynge  whan  he  these  wordes  berde^ 
And  sigh  ho  w  that  this  knight  answerde: 
Yet  for  he  wolde  make  bym  gtad, 
After  Medea  gone  he  bad. 
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Whiche  waBhisdongfater:  andshecam. 

Aod  lasod  whiche  good  hede  nam 
H^bao  ke  bir  sig:h,  agreyn  liir  i;oth. 
And  she,  whiche  was  hym  nuthyiig  loth, 
Welcomed  hym  in  to  that  londc, 
And  softe  toke  hym  by  th«  hondę, ' 
And  dovQe  thei  setten  both  same. 
She  had  herde  spoken  of  his^name. 
And  of  his  great  worthtne& 
Forthy  she  gan  hir  eic  impresse  • 

Upon  his  hce,  aiid  bis  stature, 
And  thooght  bow  neuer  croature 
Was  so  u'elfareDde,  as  was  hee. 
And  lason  right  in  suche  óe^ree 
Ne  migbt  not  witbholde  his  loke. 
Bat  to  good  hede  Oli  bir  he  toke. 
That  hym  ne  thonght  rnder  the  heuen, 
Or  beaatee  sigbe  he  neuer  hir  euen, 
With  all  that  felle  to  womanhede. 
TIms  eche  of  other  token  hede, 
Though  tbere  no  trorde  was  of  recorde, 
Herhertes  boUi  of  one  accorde 
Ben  aette  to  łooe,  l>ut  as  tho 
Tbere  migbten  be  no  wordes  mo. 

The  kynge  madę  bym  great  ioye  and  fest. 
To  all  bis  men  be  ynłe  m  hest, 
80  as  tbei  wolde  his  tbonke  deteroe, 
That  tbei  sbaide  all  lason  serne, 
While  that  he  wolde  tbere  dwelK 
And  tbus  the  daie,  shortely  to  tello, 
With  many  myribes  tbei  dispent, 
Tifl  night  was  come,  and  tho  tbei  went. 
Bcfaone  of  oŁbcr  toke  his  leue, 
Whaa  thei  no  lenger  migbten  łeue. 

1  not  bowe  laaon  that  night  ślepe, 
BqI  vell  I  wote,  tbat  of  the  sbepe, 
^whicbe  be  cam  in  to  tbat  ile, 
He  thougbt  but  a  littell  while : 
AU  was  Medea  that  be  though  t 
So  tbat  in  many  wise  be  lought 
His  wit  wakendis  er  it  was  daie: 
Snoe  tyme  ye,  aome  tyme  nay, 
Some  tyme  tbua,  śome  tyme  so, 
Al  b«  was  stered  to  and  fro 
Of  looe,  aod  eke  of  his  cooquett, 
^  be  was  bolde  of  his  bebeat. 

And  tbus  he  roce  rp  by  the  morowe, 
A«d  toke  bym  selfe  seint  lobn  to  borów, 
Asdsaide  be  wolde  first  begynne 
At  loue,  and  after  for  to  wynne 
The  fleeic  of  golde,  for  whiche  he  come, 
Aod  thus  to  hym  good  herte  he  nome. 

Medea  rigbt  in  the  same  wise, 
Till  daie  cam,  that  she  must  arise, 
laye  aod  betbonght  bir  all  the  night, 
Howe  she  that  noble  worthy  knight. 
By  any  waye  mig^t  wedde. 
And  wel  she  wist,  if  he  ne  spedde 
^^yng*  whiche  he  bad  yndertake, 
^  mi^  fair  selfe  no  pnrpose  take. 
^  if  be  deyde  of  bis  batajle, 
Sbe  must  than  algate  tatle 
To  getieo  bym,  wban  be  were  d^de. 
Tbns  fbe  b^i|  to  sette  rede, 
Aad  tourne  aboat  hir  wittes  all 
To  loke  bowe  that  it  mi(^t  fiill, 
Tbat  sbe  with  hym  bad  a  leiaire 
To  speake  and  telle  of  hir  detire* 

Aad  so  it  feUe  the  same  daie* 
'^^  lawo,  with  that  gwete  maie 


łTo  gether  sette,  and  badden  space 
To  speke,  and  he  besought  hir  grace. 
And  she  his  tatę  goodly  herde : 
And  afterwanie  she  hym  ansirerde 
And  said :  laeon  as  thcu  wilt, 
Tbon  mighte  be  sanfe,  thoo  migfat  be  spilt. 
Por  witŁe  weU,  that  neuer  man, 
But  if  he  coutb,  that  I  can, 
Ne  mighte  that  fortunę  acheue^ 
For  whiche  tbon  comest:  but  as  I  leue, 
If  thou  wolt  bolde  co|ienaont 
To  loue  of  all  the  remenaont, 
I  sball  thy  life  and  bonour  sauc, 
That  tbon  the  flees  of  gold  shalt  hane. 

He  said:  All  at  your  owne  wille 
Madame  I  shall  truły  fulffile 
Yout  hest,  while  my  iife  maie  laste. 

Thus  longe  he  praied,  and  at  last 
She  grauntethf  aad  bebight  hym  this, 
That  wban  night  ecmetli,  and  it  time  is    . 
She  wolde  hym  sende  certeinly 
Suche  one,  tbat  shnlde  him  priuely 
Alone  in  to  bir  cbambre  brynge. 

He  thanketh  hir  of  that  tjdynge. 
For  of  tbat  grace  is  hym  begonne, 
Hym  tbinketh  al  other  thinges  wonne. 

Tlie  daie  madę  ende,  and  loste  his  sight. 
And  comen  was  the  derkę  night, 
The  whiche  all  the  daies  eie  blent. 

lason  toke  leue,  and  forth  he  went: 
And  whan  he  cam  out  of  the  pres, 
He  toke  to  cuunsaile  Hercules 
And  tolde  hym,  bowe  it  was  betid, 
Andpraide  it  shułde  well  ben  hid. 
And  that  he  wolde  loke  about 
The  whiles  that  he  shulde  be  ouŁ 

Thus  as  he  stode,  and  hede  name* 
A  mayden  fro  Medea  came, 
And  to  ber  cbambre  lason  ledde, 
Where  that  he  fonile  redy  to  bedde 
The  fairest,  aod  the  wisest  eke, 
And'she  with  simple  chere  and  meke, 
Whan  sbe  him  sigh,  waxt  all  asshamed, 
Tho  was  hir  tale  newe  entamed 
Por  sikemesse  of  mariage. 
She  fette  fortb  a  riche  image, 
Whiche  was  the  figurę  of  lupiter: 
Aod  lason  swore,  and  said  thery 
That  also  wis  god  bym  helpe, 
That  if  Medea  did  hym  helpe, 
Tliat  he  his  purpose  migbt  wynne, 
Thei  shulde  neuer  part  a  twynne. 
Rut  euer  while  bym  last  life» 
He  wolde  bir  holde  for  his  wife: 
And  with  that  word  tbei  kystend  both. 
And  for  thei  shulde  bem  vncloth» 
Tbere  come  a  maiden  in  hir  wise 
Sbe  did  hem  both  fuli  seniise, 
Tłll  that  thei  were  in  bed  naked. 
I  wote  tbat  night  was  well  bewaked. 
Tbei  badden  botl)  what  tbei  wolde: 
And  than  at  leyser  she  hym  tolde. 
And  gan  fro  point  to  point  enforme 
Of  this  baUile,  and  all  the  formę, 
The  whiche  that  he  sbukle  finde  tbere, 
Whan  he  to  that  yle  come  were: 
Sbe  saide,  at  entre  of  the  pas, 
Howe  Mars,  whiche  god  of  armes  wa^ 
Hath  set  two  oxen  steme  and  stoute, 
Tbat  catten  fire  and  ll«m  a^ute, 
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Both  at  mouth  and  at  natef 
So  that  thei  •etteo  all  on  blase. 
What  thyn^  that  passeth  bem  betlreODe. 
And  fortbermore  ypoo  tb«  gteene 
Tbere  goth  tbe  flęes  of  golde  to  kepe, 
A  serpent,  whiche  maie  neuer  siepe. 

Thus  wbo  tbat  euer  it  sbulde  wynne, 
Tbe  fire  to  stoppe  be  mole  begynne* 
The  wbiche  tbat  tbo  fiene  beatles  oasts 
And  da  ant  be  mot  bem  at  latt, . 
So  tbat  be  maie  hem  yoke  and  driae; 
And  there  Tpon  be  aly  bline 
The  serpent,  with  suche  strengtb  assaile, 
That  be  maie  f  lein  bym  by  bataile, 
Of  wbłcbe  be  must  the  teeth  outdrawe, 
Aą  it  belongetb  to  that  law^: 
Aod  than  be  must  the  oxeB  yoke^ 
Til  thei  haue  with  a  plougb  to  broke 
A  foruw  of  lond,  in  whiche  a  rove 
Tbe  teeth  of  thadder  be  most  sow, 
And  therof  shull  arise  knightes 
Weil  armed  at  all  rightes: 
Of  bem  is  nougbt  totaken  hede. 
For  ecbe  of  bem  in  hastihede 
Sball  other  slea  with  dethes  wonnde* 
And  tbuji  whan  thei  be  brought  te  graunde 
And  go  80  forth,  and  take  bis  praie» 
'Than  must  he  to  the  goddea  praie. 

But  if  be  faile  in  any  wise 
Of  tbat  ye  berę  ma  deutse, 
Tbere  maie  be  set  non  other  weie^ 
That  he  ne  mote  algates  deie. 

Nowe  haue  I  tolde  the  peril  all» 
I  will  yow  tf^lle  forth  withall 
(Suod  Medea  to  fason  tho) 
That  ye  sball  kno#eh  er  ye  go 
A^cyne  the  renym  and  tbe  fire 
Wiiat  shaJI  be  the  recouere. 
But  sir,  for  it  is  nigh  daie, 
Ariseth  vp,  so  that  1  maie 
Deliuer  yoo,  what  tbyng  I  bane, 
Tbat  maie  yoor  life  and  bonoure  saoe. 

Thei  were  both  loth  to  irise: 
But  for  thei  were  both  wise, 
Up  thei  risen  at  last. 
lason  his  clothes  on  bym  cast, 
And  madę  bym  redy  rlght  anone^ 
And  she  hir  shirte  did  vpon« 
And  cast  on  bira  mantdl  cłoae 
Witbouten  morę,  and  than  aroa. 
Tbo  tukę  she  forth  a  riche  tia 
Madę  all  of  golde  and  of  perie: 
Out  of  tbe  whiche  she  toke  a  rynge, 
Tbe  stone  was  worth  all  other  tbjrnge: 
She  said,  wbiles  be  woki  it  were, 
Tbere  might  no  perill  bym  derę: 
In  water  maie  it  not  be  dreinte, 
Where  as  it  cometh  tbe  fre  is  ąneint, 
It  daunteth  eke  tbe  cniel  beate : 
Tbere  maie  nonę  qnad  that  man  arest: 
Where  so  he  be  on  sta  or  loode, 
Tbat  batfa  tbis  rynge  ypon  bis  hondę. 

And  oucr  tbat  she  gan  to  seyne, 
That  if  a  mau  wil  ben  vnseyne, 
Witfain  his  hondę  holde  cłose  the  stoue, 
And  be  maie  inuisible  piona. 

The  rynge  to  lason  she  betas^ht. 
And  so  forth  after  she  hyias  tanght, 
What  ouirifiee  he  shnid  make^ ' 
And  gan  ant  of  bi>  cofer  tifte* 


Hym  tbougbt  an  hanenly  figurę, 

Whiche  all  by  cbarme  and  by  oooiura 

Was  wrought,  and  eke  it  was  through  wrii 

With  names,  whiche  be  sbuld  witte, 

Ąs  she  bym  taught  tbo  to  redę, 

And  bad  bym  as  be  wold  spada, 

Without  rest  of  any  while, 

Wban  be  were  londed  in  tbat  ila, 

He  shold  make  his  sacrifice. 

And  redę  his  carecte  in  tbe  wise, 

As  she  hym  tanght,  on  knea  donn  bent 

Thre  sithes  towerd  orient 

Por  so  shold  he  the  goddes  please. 

And  wyn  bym  selfe  inocbel  ease. 

And  wban  he  bad  it  thrise  radde. 
To  opeb  a  boxe  she  hsrm  badde^ 
That  she  there  toke  hym  in  preaent. 
And  was  fuli  of  suche  oignement, 
That  tbere  was  fire  ne  Tenym  nonę, 
That  shnlde  fastenen  bym  ypon, 
Whan  that  he  were  anoynt  withall. 
For  thy  she  tangbt  hym  howe  he  sball 
Anoynt  his  armes  all  aboute : 
And  for  be  sbulde  notbyng  doute^ 
She  toke  bym  than  a  maner  glae, 
The  whiche  was  of  so  great  veńfM, 
That  where  a  man  it  sholde  caat, 
It  sholde  bynde  anone  so  fost» 
That  no  man  might  it  dona  awaya. 
And  that  she  bad  by  all  waya, 
He  sbulde  into  the  montbes  throwa 
Of  tho  two  oxen,  that  fire  blowe, 
Therof  to  stoppe  the  malioe 
Tbe  glue  sball  seme  of  tbat  officei 
And  ouer  tbat  bir  oignement. 
Mir  rynge,  and  bjr  enchauntemcnt, 
Ayene  tbe  serpent  abnłde  hym  were, 
Till  he  h3rm  slea  with  swerde  or  speare  :- 
And  than  he  maie  saufoly  enougk 
His  oxen  yoke  in  to  the  plongh, 
And  the  teeth  sowę  in  socbe  wisef 
Til  he  the  knightes  se  arise. 
And  ecbe  of  other  downe  be  Isiide, 
In  suche  maner  as  I  haue  sakłek 

Lo  thus  Medea  fbr  lasem 
Ordeineth,  and  prayeth  therypon, 
Tbat  he  notbyng  foryete  sbulde. 
And  eke  she  prayeth  bym  that  he  wolda, 
Whan  be  bath  all  his  armes  done. 
To  grounde  knele,  and  tbonke  anone 
The  goddes,  and  so  forth  by  ease 
Tbe  flees  of  golde  he  shnlde  sease: 
And  whan  he  bad  it  seased  so, 
Tbat  than  be  were  sonę  ago, 
Without  any  tarienge. 

Whan  tbis  was  saide  into  wepynge . 
She  fel,  as  she  tbat  was  through  nonw 
With  loue,  and  so  forth  onereome, 
That  all  hir  worlde  on  b]rm  she  sette. 
Bot  whan  she  sigh  there  was  no  lette^ . 
That  he  mote  nedes  parte  hir  firo, 
She  toke  bjrm  in  hir  armes  two, 
An  honderde  ty  mes  and  gan  bym  kiste. 
And  saide:  O  all  my  worides  Wiatę, 
My  trost,  niy  luste,  my  life^  rayn  baie^ 
To  ben  thyn  belpe  in  tbis  ąuarele 
I  pray  vnto  the  goddet  alU 
And  with  tbat  word  sbe  gan  downa  fUl 
Ofswoune:  and  be  Mr  yp  nam. 
And  fortbe  with  tfaftl  Iba  bmUmi 
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Aad  tbei  to  bedde  anoiM  bir  biou^: 
And  than  lason  birbeMmgbt, 
And  to  bir  seyde,  in  thU  nwnere. 
My  worthye  lattye  ladie  derę 
Comfortetb  yoa,  4br  by  my  troaib, 
U  Bbal]  not  AiIkD  in  my  tloutb, 
That-f  ne  woU  tbrongbout  fułille 
Yoor  bettesy  at  yonr  owiie  wille. 
And  yet  I  bope  to  you  bńngc 
Withiił  a  wbile  nicbe  tidynge, 
The  wbicbe  skali  make  ▼•  kwthe  gamę. 
But  for  be  ipolde  kepe  bir  name 
*  Wbao  that  be  wiat  it  was  nigb  daie, 
He  saide,  odewe  my  swete  maie. 
And  forth  with  bym  be  nam  bit  geie, 
Wbicbe  as  she  bad  take  bym  there. 
And  straugbt  Tnto  bis  cbambre  went, 
And  goth  to  bedde^  aod  ślepe  iiym  bent. 
And  laie,  tbat  no  man  bym  a  woke. 
Eor  Hercales  bede  of  bym  toke, 
TOl  jt  was  ▼ndeme  bigb  and  mofe. 
And  than  be  gan  to  sigh  sore. 
And  sodeinly  be  brayde  of  ślepe, 
Aad  tbei  than  toke  of  bym  kepe. 
His  chamberieinaben  soone  therc, 
And  maden  redy  all  bis  gere, 
And  be  aroae,  and  to  tbe  kynge 
He  went,  and  saide,  bowe  to  tbat  tbiog. 
Por  wUcbe  be  €am»  be  wolde  go. 
The  kynge  therof  war  ftill  wo. 
And  for  be  molde  bym  feyne  wtUidraw, 
He  tolde  bym  many  a  dredefell  sawe. 
Botlason  wolde  it  nongbt  reoorde, 
And  at  laste  tbei  aooofde, 
Wban  tbat  be  wolde  noagbt  abide, 
A  bote  was  redy  at  tide, 
hi  wbicbe  tbis  worthy  knight  of  Grece, 
Foli  anned  yp  at  enery  pece, 
To  bis  bataile  whiebe  belongetb, 
Toke  soie  in  hondę,  and  sore  bym  longeth, 
TUI  he  tbe  water  paated  were. 

Wban  he  eam  to  that  ile  tbere 
He  set  bym  on  bis  knees  donn  straugbt« 
ind  his  careete,  as  be  was  taagbt, 
Re  rad,  and  madę  bis  sacHfice, 
And  sithe  anoynte  bym  in  that  wise 
Al  Medea  bym  bath  bede  ? 
And  tban  arose  vp  fro  tbat  stede, 
And  with  the  glewe  tbe  fire  be  ąneynty 
And  anone  afćer  he  atteynt 
The  great  serpent,  and  bym  slough, 
Bat  erst  he  bad  sorowe  enoogb. 
Air  tbat  serpent  madę  bym  trauaile 
So  bard  and  sore  of  his  bataile, 
Tbat  nowe  he  stood,  and  nowe  be  tAU. 
for  longe  typie  it  so  befełle, 
Tbst  with  his  swerd,  and  with  his  spere, 
Re  might  not  tbe  serpent  derę : 
Ue  was  no  sberded  all  abonte, 
U  beld  all  edge  toole  withonte. 
He  was  so  rade  and  hard  of  ikyn, 
Theie  might  no  thyng  go  there  in, 
Vcnym  and  llre  to  geder  he«eil>t, 
That  he  lason  sore  a  Uast 
Afld  if  it  ne  were  his  oyntement. 
His  rynge,  and  his  encbaontement, 
Whiebe  Medea  toke  bym  before, 
He  had  with  that  wonne  be  lorę. 
Bot  of  yeitn,  wbiche  therof  CKOl 
lum  tfat  dmfoB  oiiir«Mpr« 


And  be  anone  tbe  tethe  ont  drongb. 
And  set  bis  oxen  in  bis  plougb, 
With  wbicbe  he  bmke  a  pece  of  londe^ 
And  sewe  it  with  bis  owne  hondę. 
Tho  migbt  be  great  memeile  see 
Of  euery  toŁh  in  bis  degree^ 
Sprong  Tp  a  knight  with  spere  4nd  shelde, 
Of  wbicbe  anone  rigbt  in  tbe  felde, 
Ecbone  slough  other,  and  with  ibikt 
lason  Medea  not  fbrgat. 
On  botb  his  knees  he  gan  downe  falle^ 
Aod  gafę  thonke  to  tbe  goddes  all. 

The  flees  he  toke,  and  gotbe  to  bota; 
Tbe  sonne  shineth  brigbt  and  bote, 
Tbe  flees  o^  gold  sboiie  forth  with  att 
The  water  glisterd  oueralL 
Medea  wept,  and  sigbed  ofte. 
And  stode  Tpon  a  towre  alofte, 
All  priuely  witbin  bir  selfe, 
Tbere  herd  it  not  ten  ne  twelfe, 
She  praid,  and  said:  O  god  bym  ipede^ 
The  knight,  wbich  hath  my  maidtn  M«. 
And  aie  sbe  lokcth  toward  tbe  ile. 
But  whao  she  sigh  within  a  wbile, 
Tbe  flees  glisteryng  ageyn  tbe  sonoe^ 
Sbe  said:  O  lord  all  is  y wonne, 
My  knight  tbe  ftdd  bath  oiiercoinen. 
Nowe  wolde  god,  he  were  comen. 
O  lorde  god,  I  wolde  he  were  in  londo. 

But  I  dare  take  tbis  on  lionde» 
If  that  she  had  wynges  two, 
Sbe  wolde  haoe  flowen  to  bym  tbo 
Streight  tbere  be  was  Tnto  tbe  bottb 
Tbe  daie  was  derę,  the  sonne  bote* 
Tbe  grekes  were  in  great  doute,   . 
Tbe  wbile  tbat  ber  lorde  was  onte, 
Tbei  wist  not  what  shuld  betid*. 
Bot  waytcd  ener  ypoo  the  tide. 
To  see  what  ende  shulde  ialle. 

Tbere  stoden  eke  tbe  nobles  all, 
Forth  with  the  comon  of  the  towtie  s 
And  as  tbei  loken  Tp  and  doune, 
Tbei  were  waren  within  a  throw, 
Wbere  cam  tbe  bote,  wbich  tbeiwel  koDW, 
And  sigh  how  lason  bronght  his  pcefo. 
And  tho  tbei  g^men  all  seye. 
And  criden  al  with  o  steuen, 

O  wbere  was  ener  vnd<r  the  benen 
So  noble  a  knight,  as  lason  ts? 
And  wel  nighe  all  saiden  this, 
That  lason  was  a  &ire  knight. 
For  it  was  neuer  of  mans  migbt 
The  flees  of  golde  so  for  to  wynne-: 
And  thns  tellen  theibegynne. 

With  that  the  kynge  cam  forth  anone. 
And  sigh  tbe  flees,  howe  that  it  shone. 
And  wban  lason  cam  to  the  londe, 
The  kynge  hym  selfo  toke  bis  hondę. 
And  kissed  bsnoDt  and  graat  ioye  m^óa, 

The  Grekes  weren  wonder  glade. 
And  of  that  tbing  right  mery  hem  thonght. 
And  forth  with  hem  tbe  flees  tbei  bronght* 
And  ech  on  other  gan  to  ligh. 
But  wel  was  bym  ttiat  might  nigb 
To  se  tbere  of  the  propertoe.  « 

And  thns  tbei  paawn  tbe  oitee. 
And  gone  Tnto  the  fialeis  stranght. 

Medea,  wbiche  foigat  bir  nanght. 
Was  redy  there,  and  saide  anon : 
Welcone,  O  worthy  ksight  V>**d* 
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She  wolde  hane  kisi  hym  wonder  fayn: 
But  shame  toorued  hir  agayDe. 
It  was  noagbt  tbe  maner  as  tbo. 
For  tby  she  donte  nougbt  do  so. 
She  toke  hir  leue,  and  lason  went 
Into  his  chambre,  and  sbe  hym  sente 
Hir  maiden,  to  scne  ho  we  he  feiyie: 
The  whiche  whan  that  sbe  sigb  and  herde, 
liawe  that  be  bad  faren  out. 
And  that  it  stode  well  all  about, 
She  tolde  hir  ladie  what  she  wist. 
And  she  for  ioye,  hir  maiden  kist, 
The  bathes  weren  than  araied 
Witb  berbes  tempred  and  assaied, 
And  lason  was  rnarmed  soone, 
And  did,  as  it  befelle  to  diione. 
Into  his  batbe  he  went  anone^ 
And  wisshe  bym  cleane  as  any  bonę 
He  toke  a  soppe,  and  out  he  cam, 
.  And  on  his  best  araje  he  nam* 
And  kempt  his  head,  whaii  be  was  clad, 
And  goth  hym  forth  all  mery  and  giad 
Rigbt  str^ugbt  in  to  the  kinges  halle. 
The  kynge  cam  witb  his  knightes  alle. 
And  madę  bym  glad  welcomynge. 

And  he  hem  tolde  tbo  tidynge 
Of  this  and  that,  howe  it  befelle, 
Whan  that  he  wan  tbe  shepes  felle. 

Medea  whan  sbe  was  after  seni 
Come  soone  to  that  partementt 
And  whan  sbe  migbt  lason  see, 
Was  nonę  so  glad  of  all  as  sbe. 
There  was  no  ioye  ft>r  to  sechet 
Of  hym,  madę  euery  man  a  speclie. 
Som  man  said  one,  som  said  other. 
But  thongh  he  were  goddes  brother. 
And  might  make  fire  and  thonder, 
There  migbt  be  no  morę  wonder, 
Than  was  of  hym  in  that  citee. 
Bchone  taught  óther,  tbis  is  he, 
Wblcbe  hatb  in  his  power  within,  • 
That  all  the  worlde  ne  might  wynne. 
Lo  here  tbe  beste  of  all  good. 
Thus  thei  saiden,  that  tbere  stoode^ 
And  eke  that  walkeode  rp  and  downc, 
Botb  of  tbe  court,  and  of  tbe  towne* 

The  tyme  of  souper  cam  anonc : 
Thei  wissben,  and  therto  thei  gon. 
Siedea  was  witb  lason  sette. 
Tbo  was  tbere  many  adeintee  fette 
And  set  tofore  hem  on  the  boorde. 
But  nonę  so  likyng  as  the  woorde, 
Whiche  was  there  spoke  among  hem  two, 
So  as  thei  dorst  speke  tbo.  - 
But  thongh  thei  had  litel  space, 
Yet  thei  acorden  in  that  place, 
Howe  lason  shuld  come  at  night, 
Wban  euery  torche  and  euery  light   . 
Were  out,  and  than  other  tbynges, 
Tbei  speke  alowde  for  supposinges 
Of  hem  that  stoden  there  aboute. 
For  łcme  is  euermore  in  doute. 
For  if  it  be  wisly  gouemed 
Of  hem,  that  ben  of  loue  lemed. 

Wban  al  was  doone,  that  dissh  and  cup^ 
And  cloth,  and  boord,  and  all  was  Tp, 
Tbei  wake,  whUe  hi  m  list  to  wake. 
And  after  that  tbei  l('Ue  take. 
And  gon  to  bed  for  to  reste 
And  whan  bym  tbougbt  for  tbe  beste, . 


Tliat  euery  man  was  fiut  on  siepe, 
lason,  that  wolde,  his  tyme  kepe, 
Goth  forth  stalkyng  all  priuely 
Unto  tbe  chambre,  and  redily 
Tbere  was  a  maide,  whiche  hym  kepte, 
Medea  woke,  and  no  tfayng  slepte. 
Bot  netbeles  she  was  a  bedde. 
And  he  witb  all  hast  hym  spedde. 
And  madę  bym  naked,  and  all  warme    . 
Anone  be  toke  hir  in  his  arrae. 
What  nede  is  for  to  speke  of  easCf . 
Hem  Ust  eche  other  for  to  please, 
So  that  thei  had  ioye  enowe. 
And  tho  thei  setten,  wban  and  how, 
That  she  with  bym  awey  shal  stełe^ 
With  wordes  sucbe  and  other  feie. 

Whan  all  was  treted  to  an  eude, 
lasoD  toke  leue,  and  gan  foith  wende 
Unto  his  owne  chambier  in  pes, 
There  wist  it  non  but  Hercules. 

He  słept,  and  ros  whan  it  was  tyme. 
And  whan  it  fel  towardes  prime, 
He  toke  to  bym  sucbe  as  be  triste 
lu  secre,  that  nonę  other  wist, 
And  tolde  hem  of  his  counseile  there. 
And  saide,  that  bis  will  were, 
That  thei  to  ship  had  all  thyug 
So  priuely  in  the  euenyngy 
That  no  man  might  ber  dede  aspie^ 
But  tbo  tliat  weren  of  companie. 
For  he  woli  go  without  leue. 
And  lenger  woli  be  nought  beleue. 
But  be  ne  wolde  at  thilke  throwe 
The  kynge  or  queiie  shuUle  it  knowe. 

Tbei  saide  all,  this  shall  well  be  do: 
And  lason  trust  well  therto. 

Medea  in  the  pneaio^  wbile, 
Whiche  tbougbt  hir  father  to  begilę, 
Tbe  treasour,  whiche  hir  fetber  had, 
With  hjr  all  priuely  she  lad. 
And  with  lason  at  tyme  sette, ' 
Away  she  stale,  and  fonde  no  Iette» 
And  straugbt  sbe  gptb  hir  vuto  ship 
Of  Grece  wilh  that  felauship- 
And  thei  anone  druugb  vp  tbe  saile. 
And  all  that  night  this  was  connsaile. 
Rut  erly  whan  the  sonne  sbone. 
Men  sigb,  that  tbei  were  agone, 
And  come  vnto  the  kynge,  and  tolde. 

And  he  the  soth  knowe  wolde. 
And  osketh  where  his  doughter  was. 

Theie  was  iio  worde,  but  out  alas» 
She  was  a  go,  tbe  mother  wepte, 
Tbe  father  as  a  wood  man  lepte. 
And  gan  the  tyme  for  to  warie. 
And  swore  his  othe,  he  wold  not  tary 
.  That  with  Caliphe,  and  with  galeyc, 
The  same  cours,  the  same  weye, 
Whiche  lason  toke,  he  wolde  take* 
If  that  he  might  hym  ouertake. 

To  tliis  thei  saiden  all  yca 
Anone  as  thei  weren  at  tbe  sea, 
A  od  all,  as  who  saith,  at  one  woonle, 
Thei  gone  within  shippes  boorde. 
The  saile  goth  vp,  and  forth  thei  straugbt^ 
But  nonę  exploit  tberof  thei  caught: 
And  So  forth  thei  tourne  borne  ayene* 
For  all  that  labour  was  in  vayne. 

laten  to  Grece  witb  his  praie 
Goth  through  tbe  sea  the  rigbt  waie. 
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Wban  he  iliere  conAe,  and  men  it  tolde,    ' 
Tbet  mad«i  ioye  yooge  and  olde. 

Esoo  wban  that  he  wiit  of  this, 
Howe  that  bis  sonne  eomen  is, 
Aod  hath  acheaed  that  he  so<ight» 
And  whom  with  bym  Medea  brought, 
In  all  the  wide  wroride  was  lione 
So  ^lad  a  man  as  be  was  one. 

Together  bene  these  louers  tho, 
TiU  that  tbet  bad  sonnes  two, 
Wberof  Łhei  weren  bothe  g ladę. 
And  olde  Eson  great  ioye  made» 
To  seen  the  encreas  of  his  lignage. 
For  he  was  of  so  great  an  age, 
That  men  awayten  enery  daie, 
Wban  tbat  he  shnide  gone  awaie. 

lasoo,  whicbe  sigb  his  fader  olde, 
Upon  Medea  madę  bym  bołde 
Of  art  niagike,  whtcfae  she  couth, 
Aad  praieth  hir,  tbat  his  ftitbers  youth 
She  wolde  make  ayenewarde  newe, 
Aod  sbe  tbat  was  towarde  bym  trewe, 
Behighte  hym,  that  she  wolde  it  do, 
W^han  that  she  tyme  sigb  therto^ 
Bat  wbat  sbe  did  in  that  matere, 
It  is  a  wonder  thynge  to  berę. 
Bot  yet  for  the  nouelrte, 
I  thinke  tiellen  a  great  partie.  . 

Mota  qaibus  medicamentis  Essonem  senectute  de- 
crepitum,  ad  sne  iauentutis  adolescentiam  pni- 
dens^Medea  reduxit 

THUf  it  befeil  Tpon  a  night, 

Wban  there  was  nonght  bnt  sterre  light, 

She  was  ranissbed  light  as  hir  list, 

Tbat  no  wigbt,  but  hir  selfe  wist: 

And  tbat  was  at  midnigbt  tide, 

Tbe  worlde  was  stille  on  enery  sidei 

With  open  beod,  aad  foole  all  bare, 

Hir  heare  to  sprad,  sbe  gan  to  farę, 

Upon  hir  cJotbes  gyrte  she  was, 

Al  specbeles  vpon  tbe  gras 

She  głode  fortb,  as  an  adder  doth, 

Kone  otber  wi^e  she  ne  goth, 

TłU  sbe  came  to  the  Irnsbe  floode 

And  there  a  wbile  she  withstoode 

Thries  she  tarned  hir  aboute, 

And  thries  eke  sbe  gan  downe  łoute, 

Aod  in  the  Ooode  she  weat  hir  heare 

'And  thries  on  the  water  there 

Sbe  gaspeth,  with  a  dretchynge  onde, 

And  tho  she  toke  hir  specbe  on  hondę. 

First  sbe  began  to  depe  and  cali 
Upwarde  vnto  tbe  sterres  all. 
To  wynde,  to  ayre,  to  sea,  to  londe 
Sbe  preide,  and  eke  helde  vp  ber  hondę 
To  Ecfaates,  and  gran  to  crie, 
Whicbe  is  tbe  goddesse  of  Sorceria, 
Sbe  saide,  bdpeth  at  this  n^e, 
Aod  as  ye  maden  me  to  spede, 
Whan  lason  came  flees  to  seche: 
So  belpe  me  nowe,  I  yon  bęseche. 
With  tbat  she  loketb,  and  was  ware 
Downe  firo  tbe  skie  there  came  a  charę, 
Tbe  wbiche  dragons  aboute  drowe : 
Aad  tho  sbe  gan  hir  bead  downe  bowe, 
Aod  Tp  she  stighe,  and  &ire  and  welle 
She  drofe  fortb  by  charę  and  whelle 
Aboue  in  tbe  ayre  amonge  tbe,  skies    , 
The  tonde  of  Ciete»  in  tho  partita 


IW 


She  sooght,  and  fast  gan. hir  higha, 
And  thervpon  the  bylles  highe 
Of  Othryn  and  Olympe  also. 
And  eke  of  otber  hyiles  mo 
Sbe  fbnde,  and  gethereth  herbes  soote, 
She  puUeth  Tp  sdme  by  the  roote. 
And  many  with  a  knife  she  shereth 
And  all  in  to  hir  cbaare  she  bearetb. 

Thus  wban  sbe  hath  tbe  hyiles  sougfat, 
The  iioodes  there  foryate  she  nonght, 
Bridian,  and  Ampbrisos, 
Penelee,  and  eke  Sperceidos, 
To  hem  she  went,  and  there  she  nome 
Bcthe  of  tbe  water,  and  of  the  fome, 
The  sondę,  and  eke  the  smali  Stones, 
Wbiche  as  she  chese  out  for  the  nones. 
And  of  the  redde  sea  a  parte, 
That  was  behoueliche  to  hir  art 
She  toke,  aad  afterwarde  than  about 
She  sought  sondry  sedes  out 
In  feldes,  and  in  many  greues, 
And  eke  a  parte  she  toke  of  lenes. 
But  thing,  wbiche  might  hir  most  auaile 
She  fonde  in  Crete,  and  in  Tbessaile. 
In  daies,  and  nightes  nyne. 
To  make  with  this  medicine, 
She  was  purueyed  of  euery  pece. 
And  torneth  bomward  in  to  Orece» 
Before  the  gates  of  Esoo 
Hir  charę  she  lette  awaie  to  gone. 
And  toke  out  first  tbat  was  therin. 
For  tho  she  tbought  to  begyn 
Suche  thyng,  as  semeth  impossible. 
And  madę  hir  selfen  iomsible, 
As  she  tbat  with  tbe  aire  enolosed, 
And  migbt  of  no  man  be  ditciosed  3 
Sbe  toke  vp  turues  of  the  londe, 
Without  helpe  of  mans  hondę,    * 
And  beled  with  the  greene  gras, 
Of  whicbe  an  Aulter  madę  there  waa 
Unto  Echates,  the  goddesse, 
Of  arte  magike  and  maistresse, 
Aud  efte  an  other  to  inuent, 
As  sbe  wbiche  did  hir  holle  intent. 
Tho  toke  she  feldwodde,  and  verueyne, 
Of  herbes  ben  not  better  tweyne, 
Of  whicbe  anone  without  let, 
These  anlters  ben  about  set: 
Two  soudry  pittes  fast  by 
Sbe  madę,  and  with  tbathastily 
A  wetber,  wbiche  was  black,  she  slougb. 
And  out  therof  the  blond  sbe  drough. 
And  did  in  to  the  pittes  two: 
Warme  milkę,  sbe  put  also  therto, 
With  bony  meynt,  and  in  suche  wise 
^e  gan  to  make  hir  sacrifice, 
And  cried  and  praide  fortb  witball 
To  Pluto  the  god  infemal, 
Aud  to  the  quene  Proserpine: 
And  so  she  sought  out  all  the  lyne 
Of  hem,  that  longen  to  tbat  crafte, 
j^hynde  was  no  nama  laft: 
And  praid  hem  all,  as  she  well  coutb. 
To  graunt  Eson  his  first  youth 

This  olde  Eson  brought  fortb  was  tho: 
Awaie  she  bad  all  otber  go 
Upon  perill,  that  might  fali : 
And  with  that  worde  thei  wenten  all. 
And  lefte  there  tbem  two  ałone. 
And  tho  sbe  began  to  gaspe,  and  gQae» 
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And  madę  tigiiM  nuny  one. 
And  said  hir  wordes  tbervpoii: 
Aod  with  spellyng,  and  hir  cbamet 
She  toke  Ewn  in  both  hir  armes, 
^nd  madę  bym  for  to  ślepe  fiift. 
And  hym  vpon  hir  berbes  oast. 
Tbe  blacke  wether  tbo  she  tooke. 
And  faewe  tbe  fletshe»  as  doth  thecooke. 
On  eitber  aulter  part  she  laide, 
And  with  tbe  cbarmes^  that  she  saide, 
A  fire  downe  from  the  skye  alight. 
And  madę  it  for  to  brenne  lighL 
And  wban  Medea  sawe  it  brenne, 
Anone  sbe  gan  to  stertę  and  renne 
The  6rye  aulters  all  aboot 
There  was  no  best,  whicbe  goth  out 
Morę  wilde,  than  sbe  semetb  there. 
Abodte  ber  sbulders  benge  ber  berę, 
As  thongh  she  were  out  of  hir  myiidet 
And  tometh  in  to  anotber  kynde. 
Tbo  laye  there  certaine  woodde  clefte, 
Of  wbiche  the  peces  nowe  and  efte 
She  madę  hem  in  tbe  pittes  wete. 
And  put  hem  in  the  f  rye  betę. 
And  toke  tbe  bronde,  with  all  tbe  blate. 
And  thries  she  began  to  rasę 
Abont  Eson,  there  as  be  slepte. 
And  efte  with  water,  wbiche  she  kepte, 
She  madę  a  cercie  about  kym  thries. 
And  efte  with  fire  of  sslphnr  twies. 
Fuli  many  a  otber  thyng  she  dede, 
Wbiche  is  not  written  in  the  stede. 
But  she  ran  vp  so  and  doune, 
She  madę  maoy  a  wonder  soune, 
Somtyme  liche  ynto  the  cocke, 
Somtyme  ?nto  tbe  lauerocke, 
Somtjrme  cacleth  as  an- hennę, 
Somtyme  speketh  as  don  tbe  men. 
And  right  so  as  hir  iargon  strangeth, 
In  sondry  wite  ber  ibrme  channgeth: 
Sbe  semetb  faire,  and  no  woman, 
Forth  with  the  craftes  that  she  ean. 
She  was  as  who  saith,  a  goddesse, 
And  what  hir  list  mora  or  lesae 
She  did,  in  bokes  as  we  finde^ 
That  passeth  ouer  mans  kinde. 
Rut  who  that  woli  uf  wonders  here, 
What  thyng  she  wrought  in  this  matere. 
To  make  au  ende  of  that  she  gan, 
Such  meruaiłe  herd  neuer  man. 
Apointed  in  tbe  newe  moone, 
Wban  it  was  tyme  for  to  doone, 
She  set  a  cauldron  on  the  fire, 
In  wbiche  was  all  the  hole  a  tyre, 
Where  on  the  medicine  stoode 
Of  Jeuse,  of  water,  and  of  bioode, 
And  lette  it  boyle  in  suche  a  plite, 
Til  that  she  stgh  the  spume  wbite. 
And  tbo  she  cast  in  rynde  and  roote, 
And  sede,  and  floure,  that  was  for  boote, 
With  many  an  herbe,  and  many  a  stone^ 
Wherof  sbe  hath  there  many  one. 
And  eke  Cimpheins,  the  serpent, 
To  hir  hath  all  hir  scales  lent 
Cbdidre  hir  yafe  bir  adders  skyn, 
And  she  to  boyle  cast  hem  in, 
And  parte  eke  of  the  homed  ootei  - 
Tbe  whiche  men  here  on  nigfatei  houle; 
And  of  a  nmen,  whiche  was  toMe 
Of  nyne  boadrcd  wynter  olde, 


She  toke  tbe  bead,  with  all  Ihe  bik. 
And  as  the  medicine  it  wiUe, 
She  toke  bereafier  the  bowele 
Of  the  see  fonie,  and  for  tbe  hele 
Of  Eson,  with  a  thousand  mo 
Of  tbynges,  that  sbe  had  tho 
In  that  caklron  to  gyder  aa  biyoe 
She  put,  and  toke  tfaan  of  oUue 
A  drye  bniunche  hem  with  to  stere, 
The  whiche  anone  gan  floare  and  bere» 
And  waxe  all  fressbe,  and  grene  affeyof» 
Wban  she  this  rertue  had  seyne, 
She  lette  the  leaste  droppe  of  all 
Upon  tbe  bare  floare  downe  fali, 
Anone  there  sprong  yp  floui^e  and  gras^ 
Where  as  the  droppe  fiill  was. 
And  waxe  anone  all  medowe  graene* 
So  that  it  might  well  be  setne; 
Medea  than  knewe  and  wist 
Hir  medicine  is  for  to  trist. 
And  gothe  to  Eson  there  be  laye. 
And  toke  a  swerde  was  of  assaye, 
With  whicbe  a  wonnde  ypon  bis  side 
She  madę,  that  there  out  maie  slide 
The  błoud  within,  whiche  was  olde, 
And  sicke  and  trouble,  feble,  and  eolda* 
And  tho  she  toke  viito  his  rse 
Of  berbes  of  all  the  best  luse. 
And  ponred  it  in  to  bis  wounde, 
That  madę  his  Teines  fnll  and  sonndew 
And  tho  she  madę  bis  woundes  ckwe. 
And  toke  his  hondę,  and  rp  be  rotę, 
And  tbo  she  yafe  bym  driake  a  dranght^ 
Of  whicbe  bis  yontb  agayne  be  caogbt. 
His  bead,  his  herte,  and  bis  visage 
Liche  vnto  twenty  wynter  age. 
His  horę  heres  were  awaie. 
And  liche  ynto  tbe  fteaahe  maie, 
Wban  passed  beoe  the  oolde  sbouret: 
Right  so  recouereth  be  his  floarea. 
Lo  what  might  any  man  deuise 
A  woman  shewe  in  any  wise, 
Morę  hertely  loue  in  any  stede, 
Than  Medea  to  iason  dede } 
First  sbe  madę  hym  tbe  flees  to  wynne: 
And  after  that  from  kith  and  kynne, 
With  great  treasore  with  hym  she  stale: 
And  to  his  fiider  forth  with  all 
His  elde  hath  tomed  in  to  youthe, 
Wbiche  thyng  nonę  otber  woman  eoatb. 
But  howe  it  was  to  hir  aoąait 
The  remembrauoce  dwelletb  yiŁ 

Kynge  Peleus  his  eme  was  dead, 
Iason  bare  croune  on  his  bead, 
Medea  hath  folfilled  his  wiU 
But  wban  be  shald  of  right  fnlfiU 
Tbe  trouth,  wbiche  to  bir  afore 
He  had  in  tbe  ile  of  Colchoa  swore, 
Tho  was  Medea  most  deoeioed. 
For  be  an  otber  hath  reoeined, 
Whicbe  doughterwas  to  kynge  Cfeon. 
Creusa  she  hight,  and  tbus  Iason, 
As  be  that  was  to  loue  yntrewe 
Medea  lefte,  and  toke  m  nawe. 
But  that  was  afterwarde  so  bo^gh^ 
Medea  with  hir  art  hath  wrcNiglit 
Of  doth  of  golde  a  mantall  ricbe^ 
Wbksbe  semetb  worthe  a  kyng«s  ńdkB% 
And  that  was  Tnto  Orensaaent, 
In  namc  of  yefte,  ««l  of  ftwmw^, 
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Portiiinrfaode  hem  was  beiwHie. 

And  wban  that  yonge  fnwbe  <|iieiie 

Thtt  jDJUitił  lapped  hir  abonte, 

Awm  therof  the  iire  sprange  oute, 

Aad  brent  bir  both  flesshe  aod  boiie. 

Tbo  eam  Medea  to  latoó, 

Witb  boŁh  bir  sonnes  oq  ber  hondę,     ' 

And  saide:  O  thon  of  enery  londe 

Tbe  moete  irntrewe  ertature, 

Ło  tbis  fhall  be  thy  fmrfeitore. 

With  that  tbe  both  his  fonnes  sloagh 

Before  bil  eie,  and  he  oat  drough 

Hii  fwerde,  and  wold  baoe  staine  bir  tbo 

Bot  fiirewell  sbe  was  ago 

Unto  Pallas  tbe  oourt  aboae» 

Wbere  as  sbe  pleineth  vpon  looe, 

As  tbe  tbat  was  witb  that  goddesse, 

Aad  he  was  lefte  in  great  distresse. 

Thns  migfat  you  see,  wbat  sonw  it  dooth. 
To  twere  aa  othe»  whiche  is  not  sooth 
hi  ioaes  cause  oamely. 
Uy  son  be  wdl  ware  for  thy 
And  kepe,  tbat  thoa  be  not  ibrswore. 
for  tbis,  whiche  1  baue  tolde  tolbre, 
Oiide  telleth  enery  dele. 

My  &tber  I  may  leoe  it  wele. 
For  I  hane  beide  it  ofte  saye, 
Hove  lason  toke  the  flees  awaye 
Fro  Colcbos,  But  yet  berde  I  nought, 
By  whom  it  was  first  thider  bnioght. 
Aad  for  it  were  good  to  berę, 
V  that  yoa  list  at  my  praiere. 
To  tsOe  I  wolde  yoa  beseche. 

My  sonne,  wbo  that  woli  it  secbe, 
In  bokes  he  may  flnde  it  writte. 
Aad  oetbeles,  if  thou  wolt  witte 
la  the  maner  as  tboa  hast  preyde, 
I  ihall  the  tell,  bowe  it  is  seyde. 

Nota  ąnalłter  anenm  Tellus  in  partes  insule 
Colchoa  primo  deuenit.  Athamas  rev  Neiphyw 
lea  habuit  cooiagem.  ex  qna  Phrinm  et  Hellen 
gemńt,  Mortoa  autem  Nełphylen  Athamas 
laooem  legis  Cadmi  filiam  postea  in  Tsorem 
duzit,  quae  morę  nouerce  dictos  inAintea  in 
taotum  recollegit  odium,  qua  ambos  in  marę 
proici  penes  regem  proeuranit,  Tode  Inno  com* 
patiens  qnendam  Arietem  grandem  anreo  yes- 
titam  vellere  ad  littus  natantem  destinaait, 
nper  cuiua  dorsnm  pueros  apponi  iouit,  quo 
frcto  Aries  snper  vndas  regressus  cum  solo 
Fhriso  sibi  adherenta,  in  Colchos  applieoit,  Tbi 
luno  dictum  Arietem  eum  solo  Tellerei  prout  ip 
aliis  canitur  croniciSy  sub  areta  cnstodia  coHo- 
caujt. 

Tbb  ftone  of  tbilke  shepes  Mle, 
Wbidie  in  Colchos,  as  it  befelle, 
Wss  all  of  gold,  shal  nener  deyec 
Wberof  I  tbynke  for  to  sey^, 
Howe  it  cam  tiret  in  to  tbat  ile. 

There  was  a  kynfpa  in  thilka  wblle 
Tawanles  Greccf  and  Athamaa 
The  cronicke  of  his  nanw  was, 
Aad  bad  a  wife,  Whiche  Neiphyle  higbt. 
By  wbom,  so  as  fhrtnne  it  dight. 
Be  bad  of  cbildinn  yonge  twn^ 

FrixQS  the  fint  waaof  tho, 
A  knaoe  childe,  right  fiiiie  witb  all, 
A  dflaghter  eke»  tba  irtocht  maft  aaU 
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Helle,  he  bad  by  bis  wift. 

But  for  there  maie  no  mans  life 
Endure  vpon  tbis  ertb  here, 
Tbis  wurthy  qaene,  as  thou  młght  hen, 
£r  that  the  children  were  of  age, 
Toke  of  bir  ende  tbe  passage 
With  great  worship  and  was  b^graue, 
What  thing  it  liketh  god  to  baoe, 
It  is  great  reason  to  ben  bis. 
For  thy  tbis  kynge,  so  as  it  is, 
With  great  suffraoce  it  ▼nderfongetfa. 
And  afterwarde,  as  bym  beloogeth, 
Wban  it  was  tyme  fur  to  wedde, 
A  oewe  wife  he  toke  to  bedde, 
Whiche  Ino  hight,  aod  was  a  maide. 
And  eke  the  donghter,  as  men  saide, 
Of  Cadme,  whiche  a  kyng  also 
Was  bolde  in  thilke  daies  tbo. 

Wban  Ino  was  tbe  kynges  make, 
She  cast  how  that  sbe  migbt  make 
These  cbildre  to  ber  fatber  iotb, 
And  shope  a  wile  ayeoe  hem  both, 
Whiche  to  the  kynge  was  all  irnknowe. 

A  yere  or  two  sbe  let  do  sowę 
Tbe  lond  witb  sodden  wheato  aboute, 
Wberof  no  come  maie  apryngen  oula. 
And  tbas.by  sleight,  and  by  coayne 
Aros  tbe  dertb,  and  tbe  Aunine 
Througb  out  the  londe  in  suche  a  wise, 
So  that  tbe  kynge  a  sacrifice, 
Upon  tbe  pointę  of  tbis  distiesse. 
To  Ceres,  whiche  is  the  goddesse 
Of  come,  batb  shape  bym  forto  yaoei, 
To  loke,  if  it  maie  be  foryene 
Tbe  mischiefe,  wbicbe  was  in  his  londe. 
Bot  sbe,  wbicbe  knewe  tofore  the  honda 
Tbe  circumstance  of  all  thisthynge, 
Ageyn  the  comyng  of  tbe  kynge 
In  to  the  tempie,  batb  shape  80« 
Of  ber  accorde  that  all  tbo, 
Whiche  of  the  tempie  prestes  were, 
Haue  saide,  and  fiill  declared  there 
Unto  tbe  ksmge :  But  if  so  b«e, 
Tbat  be  delyuer  tbe  conntre 
Of  Phrłxus,  and  of  Helle  bothe, 
With  whom  the  goddes  ben  so  wrothe, 
That  whłle  tho  <£ildre  be  witbin, 
Sucbe  tilthe  shall  no  man  begyn, 
Wberof  to  gette  bym  any  come. 
Thus  was  it  saide,  tbus  was  it  swoma 
Of  all  tbe  prestes,  that  there  are. 
And  sbe,  wbicbe  causetb  all  tbis  farę, 
Seyde  eke  therto,  what  that  she  wolde. 
And  enery  man  tiian  after  tolde, 
So  as  the  qttene  had  bem  preyde. 

The  kyuJie,  wbicbe  batb  bis  era  layde. 
And  leueth  all,  that  euer  he  berde, 
Unto  her  talas  thns  answecda. 
And  seith,  that  lener  is  hym  to  cheaa 
His  childnai  bothe  for  to  Icae, 
Tban  bym,  and  all  the  reienaat 
Of  bem,  whiche  are  appertenant 
Unto  the  londe,  whiche  he  shall  kepe  i 
And  bade  his  wife  to  take  kepe, 
In  what  raanere  is  beat  to  doowe, 
That  thei  deliueide  were  soone 
Out  of  tbis  wortde^  and  she  anooa 
Two  men  ordeineth  for  to  Ęoim, 
But  first  sbe  madę  bem  for  to  iweai^ 
Tbat  thai  tha  dńldran  ahaMa  baan 
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Unto  the  sea,  that  nonę  it  knowe, 
And  hem  Łberin  both  throwe. 

The  chi  Id  ren  to  the  sea  ben  lad^ 
Wbere  in  the  wise,  as  Ino  bad, 
Tbese  men  be  redy  for  to  do. 
fiut  the  goddesse,  whiobe  luno 
Is  bote,  appereth  in  the  stede. 
And  hath  Tnto  the  men  forbede, 
Tliat  thei  the  children  nought  ne  sleti. 
But  bad  hem  loke  in  to  the  sea, 
And  takcn  bede  of  that  thei  sighen. 
There  swam  a  shepe  tofore  her  eyen, 
Whose  flees  of  burned  gol  de  was  all. 
And  this  goddes^e  forth  with  ali 
Commandeth,  that  without  let, 
Thei  shnlde  anonc  the  children  set 
Aboue  Tpon  the  shepes  backe. 
And  all  was  do,  right  as  she  spake, 
Wherof  the  men  gone  home  ageyne. 

And  fell  fio,  as  the  bokc.s  seyne, 
Helie  the  yonge  maiden  tho, 
Whiche  of  the  soa  was  wu  bego, 
Forpuredrede  hir  hert  hath  lorę, 
That  fro  the  sl'eepp,  whiche  hath  hir  borc, 
As  she  that  was  swouuende  feint, 
She  fell,  and  hath  hir  selfe  adrctnt. 
Witb  Phrixus  and  this  sheepe  forth  swam, 
Till  he  to  the  ile  of  Colchos  cam, 
M/here  luno  the  goddesse  be  fonde, 
Wbiche  toke  the  sheepe  rnto  the  londe. 
And  set  it  there  in<  suche  a  wi!;e, 
As  thon  tofore  hast  herde  deuise : 
Wherof  cam  after  all  tlie  wo^ 
Wby  lason  was  forswore  so 
Unto  Medee,  as  it  is  spoke. 

My  fatber  who  that  hath  to  broke 
Hiatrouth,  as  ye  baue  tolde  aboue, 
He  is  not  worthy  for  to  loue, 
Ke  be  beloued,  as  me  semeth. 
But  euery  newe  loue  qucmeth 
To  hym,  that  newefangle  is. 
And  netheles  nowe  after  thn, 
If  that  you  liat  to  taken  hede, 
Upon  my  słirifte  to  procede 
In  liDues  cause  ayene  the  yice, 
Of  couetise  and  auarice, 
What  tbere  is  morę,  I  wolde  witte* 

My  sonne  this  1  finde  writte, 
There  is  yet  one  of  thilke  brood, 
Whiche  oniy  for  the  worldes  good. 
To  make  a  treasoure  pf  money, 
Put  all  conscience  aweye ; 
Wherof  in  thy  confession, 
Tbe  name  and  the  condicion 
1  shall  hcre  afterwarde  decinre, 
Whiche  maketh  one  riche,  an  other  bare. 

Plus  capit  Tsura  sibi,  qiiam  debetur,  et  illud 
Fraude  coiłocata  sapę  latenter  agit. 

Sic  amor  eycessus  €|uam  sepe  suos  vt  auaros 
Spirat  et  ynius  tn»  capit  ipse  loco. 

Hic  tractat  de  illa.specie  Auaricie,  ąusysura  dici- 
tur,  cuius  credJŁor  in  pecunia  tantum  numerata 
plus  quam  sibi  de  iure  debetur  increinentum 
iucri  adauget. 

Upon  the  bencbe  sittende  on  high 

Witb  Auarice  Ysure  I  sighe, 

Ful  clotbed  of  his  owne  sute, 

Whiche  after  golde  maketh  cfaasę  and  sute 


Witb  his  brocours,  that  renne  abonte 
Liche  vnto  ratches  in  a  routc 
Suche  lucre  is  nonę  aboue  grounde, 
Whiche  is  not  of  tho  ratches  founde. 
For  where  thei  see  beyete  stertę, 
That  shall  hem  in  no  wise  asterte. 
But  thei  it  driae  in  to  the  net^ 
Of  lucre,  whiche  Ysure  hath  set. 

Ysure  witb  the  riche  dwelletb. 
To  all  that  euer  be  byetli  and  selleth 
He  hath  ordeined  of  his  sleight 
Mesure  double,  and  double  weigbt. 
Outwarde  be  selletb  by  the  lasse. 
And  witb  the  morę  he  maketh  his  tasaa-, 
Wherof  his  hous  is  fuli  within : 
He  recheth  nought  be  so  he  wyn, 
Thoiiffh  that  there  lese  ten  or  twelac> 
His  loue  is  all  toward  bym  selue. 
And  to  nonę  other :  but  he  see, 
That  he  maie  wynne  suche  thre 
For  where  he  shall  ought  yeue  or  leue, 
He  woli  ayenward  take  a  bene, 
There  he  hath  lent  the  smal  pese. 
And  right  so  tliere  ben  many  of  these 
Louere,  that  though  thei  loue  a1ite» 
That  skarsiy  wolde  it  weye  a  mite: 
Yet  wolde  thei  baue  a  pound  ageyn» 
As  doth  Ysure  in  his  tmr^ayne. 
But  certes  suche  Ysure  vn]iche, 
It  falleth  morę  ynto  the  riche, 
Ais  well  of  loue,  as  of  beyete, 
Than  Tnto  hem,  that  ben  nouglit  great 
And  as  who  saith  ben  simple  and  pouerst. 
Fur  selden  is,  whan  thei  recouere. 
But  if  it  be  through  great  deserte» 
And  netheles  men  see  pouccte 
Witb  pursuite  of  coantenance» 
Fuli  ofte  make  a  great  cheuesance. 
And  take  of  loue  his  auauntage. 
For  witb  the  helpe  of  his  brocage, 
That.  maken  seme  where  is  nought. 
And  thus  fuli  ofte  is  loue  bought. 
For  litel  what,  and  mochell  take, 
Witb  ffilsc  weightes  that  thei  make. 

Kowe  sonne  of  that  I  saide  aboue, 
Thou  wotest  what  Ysure  is  of  loue,, 
Tell  me  for  thy  what  so  thou  wilt^ 
If  thou  therof  hast  any  gilte  ? 

My  iather  naye,  for  ought  I  here. 
For  of  tho  pointes  ye  tolden  here, 
I  will  you  by  my  trouth  assure, 
My  weight  of  loue,  and  my  mesure 
Hath  be  morę  lar^e,  and  morę  certeyne» 
l^an  eoer  I  toke  of  loue  ageyne. 
For  so  yet  couthe  I  neuer  of  sleighte. 
To  take -ageyne  by  double  weighte 
Of  loue,  morę  than  1  baue  yeue. 
For  also  wis  mote  I  be  shriuo. 
And  baue  remtssion  of  sinne, 
As  so  yet  couth  I  neuer  wynne, 
Ne  yet  so  mucbel,  sotb  to  aeyoe, 
That  euer  I  might  baue  halfe  ageyne. 
Of  so  fuU  loue,  as  I  baue  lent. 

And  if  myne  hap  were  so  well  went* 
That  for  tbe  hole  I  might  baue  halfe. 
My  thinketb  I  were  a  goddesse  balie.    ' 
For  where  Ysure  wolde  baue  douUe, 
My  conscience  is  not  90  trouble, 
I  bid  neuer  as  to  my  dele. 
But  of  the  hole  an  baluen  del«j^ 
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Th&Ł  is  nonę  excesse,  as  me  thinketh' 

Buc  netheles  it  me  forthiuketh. 

For  vell  I  wote,  tbat  wol  Dot  bee. 
For  £iiery  daie  the  better  I  see, 
That  howe  so  euer  I  yeue  or  lene. 
My  loue  in  place  that  I  mcne. 
Bor  ought  that  euer  I  axe  or  craue, 
I  caa  Dothynge  ayeoewarde  halie. 

Bat  yet  for  that  I  wol  not  Ute, 
Wbat  80  befiUle  of *iny  beyete 
Tbat  I  ne  shall  yeue  and  lene 
My  thouifht,  and  ail  my  looe  so  clene, 
Tbat  towarde  me  shall  nought  beleue, 
Aad  if  śbe  of  hir  good  leue 
RewanJe  wolde  me  nooght  ageyne, 
1  «rute  the  last  of  my  bargeyne 
Sbaił  stonde  rpon  so  great  a  lott, 
That  I  maie  neuer  morę  the  cost 
Recouer  in  tbis  worlde  tiil  I  die. 
Sd  tbat  toucbende  of  this  partie 
I  maie  me  iretl  escuse,  and  shall. 
And  for  to  speke  forth  withalł, 
If  ony  brocour  for  me  went, 
That  point  come  neaer  in  myn  entent : 
So  that  the  morę  me  meruaiieth 
Wbat  thy ng  it  is,  my  lady  eiletb, 
That  all  myn  herte,  and  all  my  tyme 
She  hath,  and  do  no  better  byme. 

I  haue  herde  saide,  that  thought  is  free. 
Aod  nethelea  in  priuitee 
To  you  my  fader,  tbat  b«ne  berę, 
Myn  hole  shńfte  for  to  here, 
I  iAT9  myn  |ierte  well  disciose 
Toucbende  rsurie,  as  1  suppose, 
Whiche,  as  ye  tellen,  in  louc  is  V9edy 
My  ladie  maie  not  bene  excused, 
That  for  o  lokynge  of  hir  eie, 
Myo  hole  bertę  till  I  ileie, 
With  all  that  cuer  I  maie  and  can, 
Sbe  hath  me  wonne  to  hir  man : 
Wberof  me  thinketh,  good  reson  wolde, 
That  she  somdele  rewarde  sholde, 
And  yeae  a  parte,  tbere  she  hath  all : 
I  oot  what  falle  herafter  shall. 

Bat  in  to  nowe  yet  dare  1  seyne. 
Hir  list  neuer  yeue  ageyne 
A  goodiy  wordc  in  suche  a  wise 
Wberof  myn  hope  migbt  arise. 
My  great  loue  to  recompense, 
I  not  ho  we  she  hir  conscieoce 
£xctise  wol  of  tbis  ipeasure. 
By  iarge  weight,  and  great  measure 
Sbe  hath  my  loue,  and  I  haue  nought 
Of  that,  whiche  I  haue  derę  abought: 
And  vith  myn  herte  1  haue  it  payde. 
Bat  all  this  is  aside  layde^ 
And  ]  go  loueles  aboute.. 
Hir  ooght  stonde  in  fuli  great  doate, 
Till  sheredresse  suche  a  sinne, 
Tbat  she  wol  al  my  loue  wynne, 
And  yeueth  me  not  to  Kue  by, 
Kotight  al  so  mu<:he,  as  grant  mercy 
Hir  list  to  sęye,  of  whiche  L  might 
Some  of  my  great  peine  alight. 
Bot  of  this  point,  lo  tbns  I  farę, 
As  be  tbat  payetb  for  his  chalTarc, 
And  bieth  it  derę,  and  yet  hath  nonę : 
So  mote  he  ncdeg  poure  gone. 

Thos  bie  I  derę,  and  haue  no  loue, 
That  I  ne  maie  tK>ugbt  come  ąboue 


To  wynne  of  louc  nooe  encrece. 

But  I  me  will  ne  the  lese 

Toucbende  vsure  of  loue  adąuite. 

And  if  my  lady  be  to  wite, 

I  pray  to  god  suche  grace  hir  sende, 

That  she  by  time  it  mote  amende. 
My  sonne  of  that  thoa  hast  ąnswerde, 

Toucbende  vsure,  I  haue  al  herde, 

Howe  thou  of  loue  hast  wonnen  smalę. 

But  that  tboo  teliest  in  thy  tale. 

And  thy  lady  therot  aocusest, 

Me  thinketh  these  wordes  thou  misusest. 

For  by  thyn  owne  knowlcchyng, 

Thou  sayst^  howe  she  for  one  tokyng, 

Thy  hole  herte  fro  the  she  toke. 

She  maie  he  suche,  that  hir  o  loke 

Is  worthe  thyne  herte  mady  folde. 

So  hast  thou  well  tliyn  herte  solde, 

Whan  thou  hast  that  is  morę  worthe^ 

Arid  eke  of  that  thou  teliest  forthe^ 

Howe  that  hir  weight  of  looe  vneuen 

Is  vuto  thyne,  vnder  the  heuen 
Stonde  neuer  in  euen  that  balance, 

Whiche  stont  in  looes  gouernance. 

Suche  is  the  stątute  of  his  lawę, 

That  though  thy  loue  morę  drawe, 

And  pejrse  in  the  balance  morę, 

Thou  might  not  aske  ageyn  therfore 

Of  duetie,  but  all  of  grace. 

For  louc  is  lorde  in  euery  place. 

Tbere  maie  no  lawę 'bym  iustifie 

By  reddour,  ne  by  companie, 

That  he  ne  wol  aflcr  his  wille, 

Whome  that  bym  liketh  saue  or  spiile. 

To  loue  a  man  maie  well  begynne. 

But  whether  he  shall  lese  or  wynne, 

That  wote  no  man,  til  at  last. 

For  thy  coueyt  not  to  fast 

My  sonne,  but  abide  Uiyn  ende 

Percasie  all  maie  to  good  wende.  * 

But  tbat  thou  hast  me  tolde  and  saide 

Of  a  thynge  1  am  right  well  paide, 

That  thou  by  sleight,  ne  by  gile 

Of  no  brocour,  hast  otherwbile 

Engyned,  loue  of  suche  dede 

Is  sore  Tenged  as  I  redę. 

Hic  ponit  exemp!um  contra  istos  maritos,  qm 
▼Itra  id  qnod  proprias  babent  vxores,  ad  noue 
Yoluptatis  incrementum,  alias  mulieres  superflue 
lucrari  non  Terentur.  Et  narrat  quallter  luno 
yindictam  suam  in  Eccbo,  in  huiusmodi  mujie- 
rum  lucris  adąuirendis  de  consilio  mariti  sui 
louis  mediatrix  exstiterat. 

Brokerb  of  loue,  that  deceiuen. 
No  wonder  is  though  thei  receiuen, 
After  the  wronge,  that  tbei  deaeroen. 
For  wborri  as  euer  that  tbei  semen. 
And  do  pleasance  for  a  while, 
Yet  at  the  last  ber  owne  gile 
Upoii  her  owne  bead  descendeth, 
The  whiche  god  of  his  vengeance  sendetb. 

As  by  ensample  of  tyme  ago 
A  man  may  finde,  it  hath  be  so. 

IC  felle  80 me  tyme,  as  it  was  seene, 
The  hi.<;h  goddesse  and  the  quene 
li^no  tho  had  in  companie 
A  maiden  fuli  of  trecherie. 

For  she  was  euer  in  acorde  / 

With  lupiter,  that  was  hir  lorde. 
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To  get  hym  other  łooes  newe 

Tbrough  suche  brocage,  aod  was  vnirtwe, 

AU  otber  wise  than  bym  nedetb. 

But  8he,  the  wbiche  no  ibaoie  dradetii, 

With  queint  wordes,  and  with  slie 

Blent  jn  suche  wise  hir  ladys  eic, 

As  she,  to  wham  tbat  luno  triat, 

So  that  ihereof  she  notbyng  wisU 

But  80  prittie  maie  be  nothyng, 
That  it  ne  commeth  to  knowlechyng, 
Thynge  done  vpon  tbe  derkę  nighl 
b  after  knowen  on  daiet  light. 

So  it  befelte,  tbat  at  last, 
Ali  that  tbis  sligfa  naiden  cast, 
Was  ouer  cast,  and  onerthrowe. 
For«s  the  sootbe  mote  be  kn*we. 
To  luno  it  was  dóne  vnderatODde, 
In  wbat  manere  hir  hosbonde 
With  faU  brocage  bath  taken  Ysore 
Of  loue,  morę  tban  bis  mesare, 
"Whan  he  toke  otber,  than  bis  wife, 
Wherof  tbis  maide  wat  gtitife, 
Wbiche  bad  bene  of  bit  anent 
And  thus  was  alJ  the  gamę  sbent. 
She  iuffired  hym,  as  she  mote^nede, 
But  tbe  brocour  of  hit  misdede 
She,  wbiche  hir  coomeile  yale  therto. 
On  bit  is  the  rengeance  do. 
For  luno  with  hir  wordet  bote, 
Tbis  maiden,  whicbe  Gccbo  was  bote 
Reprouetb,  and  saith  in  tbis  wite  : 

O  traitresse,  of  wbiche  temioe 
Hai^  thou  tbyn  owne  ladie  seraed, 
Thou  hast  great  peine  well  deteroed  s 
Thy  sligh  wordet  ior  to  peynt 
With  flaterie,  that  it  to  queint 
Towardet  me,  tbat  am  thy  queene, 
Wherof  thou  madest  me  to  wenę, 
Tbat  my  hotbonde  trewe  were, 
WHhn  tbat  he  loaeth  cit  wher«, 
Ali  be  it  toy  hjrm  nedeth  nought: 
But  vpon  the  it  shall  be  bought, 
The  wbiche  art  priuie  to  tbe  dojrnges^ 
And  me  fuli  ofte  of  thy  letinget 
Oeoeyued  hast :  nowe  is  tbe  daie, 
That  I  thy  while  quite  maie. 
And  for  tbon  hast  to  me  counceled, 
That  my  lorde  hatb  with  otber  dealed, 
I  thall  the  tette  in  suche  a  kynde, 
That  ener  vuto  the  woildes  ende^ 
Ali  that  thou  berest,  thou  shalte  tell, 
Aod  clappe  it  out,  at  dotb  a  belle. 
And  with  that  worde  tbe  was  forsbape, 
There  may  no  Tice  hir  moutbe  escape, 
What  man  that  in  the  worlde  crieth, 
Withottten  iaile  Eccho  replieth, 
And  wbat  worde  tbat  hym  lust  to  layn, 
The  tamę  worde  she  taith  agayn. 
Thut  she,  wbiche  wbiłem  bad  lene 
To  dwelle  in  chamber,  mot  b^ne 
In  woodet,  and  on  hillee  botb. 
For  suche  brocage  as  wiues  loth, 
Wbiche  doth  ber  lordet  bertes  chanoge, 
And  loue  in  other  places  straunge. 

For  thy  if  euer  it  so  befalle, 
That  thou  my  sonae  amonget  all 
Be  wedded  man,  bołd  that  thou  hatt. 
For  than  all  uther  loue  it  watte : 
O  wife  tbal  wel  to  tbe  toffise, 
And  than  if  thou  for  couetite 


• 

Of  loue,  woldett  atke  more» 
Thou  sbuldest  don  ayen  tbe  lorę 
Of  all  hem  that  trewe  be. 

My  fader  as  in  thit  d^re 
My  conscience  it  nought  accoted. 
Por  I  no  suche  brocage  haue  Ttedy 
Wherof  that  lust  of  looe  it  wonne. 
For  thy  tpeketh  forthe,  as  ye  bcgonney 
Of  Auarice  Tpon  my  shrifte. 

My  son  I  shall  tbebranchei  thifte 
By  order  at  tbei  ben  tet. 
On  whom  no  goud  is  wel  betet. 

Pro  verbis  verba,  mu  nut  pro  munere  leddi 
G)nuenit,  vt  pondus  «Bqua  statera  gerat. 

Propterea  cnpido  non  dat  soa  dona  cupido. 
Nam  qui  nulla  serit,  gramioa  nuUa  metct. 

Hic  tractat  auctor  super  illa  specie  Auaricie,  qu« 
parcimonia  dicitur,  cuius  natura  tenaa  aliąua- 
lem  sue  substantie  portionem,  aut  deo  aut  ho- 
minibus  participare  nnUatenut  cootentit. 

Burd  Auarice  of  his  lign^e. 

For  counseille,  and  for  oosinage. 

To  be  witholde  ayen  largetse 

Hath  one,  whose  name  it  said  Scannette, 

The  whichc  is  keper  of  his  hows. 

And  i  8  so  throughout  auarous, 

That  be  no  good  lete  out  of  boode, 

lliougU  god  hym  selfe  it  wolde  fbnde, 

Of  yeft  tbuld  he  no  thyng  baue: 

And  if  a  man  it  wuld  craue, 

He  must  than  faile  nede, 

Where  god  bym  selfe  maie  not  tpede. 

And  thus  Scarsnes  in  euery  place 
By  reton  maie  no  thonke  purehace. 
And  nethelet  in  his  degree 
Aboue  all  other  most  prinee 
With  Auarice  stant  be  thit. 
For  be  gouerneth  that  there  it 
In  eche  attateof  bis  office, 
After  the  reule  of  thilke  ^Ice, 
He  taketh,  be  kepeth,  he  halt,  he  bynt, 
That  lighter  is  to  ńe  the  flynt,' 
Than  gete  of  hym  in  haid  or  neytah« 
Oniy  tbe  valne  of  a  reyitbe. 
Of  good  ia  belpyng  of  an  other 
Nought,  tbough  it  were  his  owne  hrothtr* 
For  in  the  cas  or  yefte  and  lone 
Stant  euery  man  for  h^  ałone 
Hym  thinketh  of  bis  vnkyiidthippe, 
That  hym  nedeth  no  folawthip 
Be  so  the  bagge  and  he  accoiden, 
Hym  recheth  aought,  wbat  men  noordcB 
Of  hym,  be  it  euill  or  good, 
For  all  bis  trotte  it  on  hit  good; 
So  tbat  alone  he  falleth  dftie, 
Wban  he  bctt  weneth  itonde  alofte, 
Alt  wel  I  in  loue  at  other  wite. 
For  loue  it  euer  of  some  repris* 
To  bjrm  tbat  woU  bit  loue  boMe* 
For  tby  my  sonne,  at  thou  arie  hoUe 
Toochende  of  thit  telle  me  tby  shriftey 
Hatt  thou  be  scarte  or  large  of  gifte 
Unto  tby  loue,  whom  thou  temeat 
For  after  that  thou  wełl  deteroett 
Of  gifte,  thou  migbt  be  the  bette. 
For  that  good  hoMe  I  wel  I  be  tette. 
For  whicbe  thou  migbt  the  better  ford: 
Than  it  no  wiff«dom«  for  t»  tplure. 
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Forlbus  men  seyne  in  eMry  nede, 
He  wu  wiae,  tbiit  fint  madę  mede. 
For  irhere  u  mede  maie  not  tpede, 
I  not  what  helpeth  other  dede. 
Foli  ofte  be  faileth  of  hit  gamę, 
Tbat  will  with  ydell  hondę  reclayme 
His  bawke,  as  many  a  nice  doth. 
For  thy  my  foaoe  telle  me  totb, 
Aod  mith  the  trootb,  if  tboa  haat  bee 
Unto  thy  looe  or  scaree,  ortrt} 

Uj  ftither  it  hath  stonde  tbos, 
Tbat  if  the  treasoar  of  Cresna,  - 
And  all  thcrgolde  uf  Octaoian,     . 
Forth  with  the  richeewT>f  Indian, 
Of  perlet  and  of  riche  stooe% 
Wtre  all  to  gether  myn  at  onea, 
I  sette  it  at  no  morę  account, 
Tban  wolde  a  bare  atiawe  amount, 
Togyueithirallinadaie, 
Be  ao  tbat  to  that  awete  maie 
It  oight  like  morę  or  lease. 
Aad  thoa  becainae  of  my  iargesae 
Ye  Baie  weU  vnderstoiide  and  lene, 
"Riit  1  ahall  noitgbt  the  worae  achane 
The  parpoa,  whiche  ia  in  my  thougbti 
Bal  yet  I  yafe  hir  nener  nonght, 
Ne  therto  darst  a  profre  makCi 
l^r  wen  1  vote,  sfae  woli  nought  take: 
Aad  yaoe  woli  she  nought  alM, 
8be  ia  eachewe  of  bethe  two. 
ind  thia  I  trowe  be  the  aklYl 
Tovaidea  me,  for  ahe  ne  will, 
That  1  baae  any  cauae  of  hope, 
NoBgfat  ala  mncbe  aa  a  drope: 
Bot  towaid  other  aa  I  maie  aee, 
She  taketb  aod  yenetb  in  anche  degree, 
Tłat  u  by  wey  of  frendelyhede, 
Ae  can  ao  kepe  hir  womanhede, 
Tbat  eoery  man  speketh  of  hir  wełe : 
Bat  abe  wol  take  of  me  no  dele, 
And  yet  ahe  wote  wei,  tbat  1  wołde 
YeN^  and  do  botb  what  1  abolde, 
To  plcaen  hir  in  all  my  might. 
By  TeaaoD  this  wote  enery  wigbL 
'or  that  maie  by  bo  weye  aaterte, 
Tbere  ahe  ia  maister  of  the  herte, 
fte  mote  be  maister  of  the  good* 
Bor  fod  wole  wel,  that  all  my  mood 
Aad  all  myn  heite,  and  all  my  thought, 
iad  all  my  good»  while  I  haue  ought, 
Abfreely  aa  god  hatb  it  giue, 
It  iball  be  hits.  while  1  Hue, 
Bigbt  aa  hir  list,  hir  aelue  commande, 
So  that  it  nedeth  no  demande 
To  aake  me,  if  I  hane  be  acarae 
To  looe,  for  aa  to  tbo  parae 
I  ville  answere,  and  aey  no. 

My  aoone  that  is  right  well  do. 
For  often  tyme  of  aearoeneaae 
k  hathlie  seen,  tbat  for  the  Iciae 
Is  loat  the  mors,  aa  thoa  ahatt  here 
A  tale,  like  to  thia  matere. 


Rie  loquitur  contra  istoa,  qni  anaricia  atricti  lai^ 
gitatia  bcneficium  in  amoria  cauaa  confoodont 
Et  ponit  eicemplnm,  qnaliter  Croceua  largua  et 
bilaris  Bsbionem  auarum  et  tenaoem  de  amore 
yide,  qus  palcherrima  foit,  dooia  kirgisaimia 
cireumnenit. 
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ScARCBfiEa  and  loue  aoord  neuer. 

For  euery  thyng  is  wel  the  leuer, 

Whan  that  a  man  hath  boogbt  it  dere. 

Aod  for  to  apeke  in  thia  matere. 

For  aparyng  of  a  littel  cost. 

Fuli  oft  tyme  a  man  hath  loat 

The  large  cote  for  the  hode: 

What  man  tbat  acarae  is  of  his  good. 

And  wol  not  gyue,  be  thałl  nought  takc^ 

With  gyfte  a  man  may  yndertalra 

The  highe  god  to  pleaae,  and  quenie, 

With  gyft  a  man  the  worlde  maie  deme. 

For  euery  creature  borę 

If  thou  bym  yeue,  ia  glad  therfore^ 

And  euery  gladship  (aa  I  finde) 

ia  comforte  mto  looea  kinde, 

And  causeth  ofte  a  man  to  apede. 

So  nraa  he  wiae,  that  first  yafe  med& 

For  mede  kepetb  loue  in  hous. 

But  where  the  men  be  coueitoas, 

And  sparen  for  to  yeue  a  parte, 

Tbei  knowen  nought  Cupidea  arte. 

For  hia  fortunę,  and  his  appriaa 

Disdeigneth  alle  oooetise, 

Aod  hath  alle  nigardie: 

And  for  to  loke  of  thia  partie 

A  aotbe  enaample,  howe  it  ia  so, 

I  finde  writte  of  Babio, 
Whiche  bad  a  loue  at  his  menage 
Tbere  was  no  fayrer  of  hir  age. 
And  bight  Yiola  by  name, 
Whiche  foli  of  youth,  and  foU  of  gama 
Was  of  hir  aelfe,  and  large  and  firee : 
But  auche  an  other  cbinche  aa  hee 
Men  wisten  nought  in  all  the  tonde, 
And  bad  afiaited  to  hia  hondę 
Hia  aeruant,  the  whiche  Spodiua 
Waa  hote :  and  in  this  wiae  thus 
The  worldea  good  of  anffliance 
Waa  had,  but  likyog  and  pleaaance 
Of  that  belongetb  to  richeaae 
Of  loue  atode  in  great  distrease : 
So  tbat  this  yonge  lu^tie  wight 
Of  thing,  whiche  felle  to  louea  right 
Waa  eutll  aerued  ouer  all, 
That  ahe  waa  wo  bego  witball : 
Til  that  Cupide  and  Yenus  eke 
A  medicine  for  the  aeke 
Ordeine  wolden  in  this  cas» 
So  aa  fortunę  tban  waa 
Of  loue  Tpon  the  deatinee 
It  fell  right,  aa  it  abulde  bee. 
A  freaabe,  a  free,  a  frendly  man, 
That  nooght  of  auarice  can, 
Whiche  Crooeua  by  name  bight,  . 
Towarde  thia  awete  caat  hia  aight. 
And  tbere  ahe  waa  cam  in  presence* 
She  aigh  bym  laige  of  diapenae. 
And  amoroua,  add  glad  of  chere 
So  that  hir  liketh  well  to  here 
The  goodly  wordes,  whiche  he  aaide. 
And  thenrpon  of  loue  he  praide. 

Of  looe  was  all  tbat  be  ment. 
To  loue  and  for  ahe  ahulde  aasent, 
He  gafę  hir  giftea  euer  amonge. 
But  for  men  sayen,  that  mede  ia  atronge, 
It  was  well  aene  at  thilke  tide 
For  as  it  ahulde  of  right  betide^ 
Thia  Yiola  lai^eaae  bath  Uke, 
And  the  nigarde  she  bath  foraake^ 


Of  Babio  she  will  no  morę. 
For  he  was  grutchende  euermore, 
Tiiere  was  with  bym  nonę  otber  farę. 
But  for  to  pinche,  and  for  to  spare, 
Of  worldes  mucke  to  gette  eucres : 
So  goth  tbe  wretche  lonelei* 
Beiaped  for  his  scarsitee. 
And  he  that  large  was  and  free. 
And  sette  his  herte  to  dispende, 
This  Croceius  his  bowe  bende, 
Wbiche  Venus  toke  bynn  for  to  hołdc. 
And  shotte  as  ofle  as  euer  he  woIde< 

Lo  thas  departeth  looe  his  lawe« 
That  what  man  wolt  nought  be  felawe 
To  yeae  and  spende,  as  I  tbe  telle, 
i^e  is  nought  worthie  for  to  dwell 
In  ioues  courte  to  be  reiieocd. 
For  thy  my  sonne,  if  it  be  lieued, 
Thou  shalt  be  large  of  thy  dispense. 

My  iather  i  u  my  consciencc, 
If  there  be  any  thynge  amis 
I  wolde  amende  it  after  this^ 
Towarde  my  looe  namely. 

My  sonne  well  and  redily 
Tbou  saist,  so  that  well  paide  witball 
I  am,  and  furtber  if  1  sfaall 
Unto  thy  shrifte  specifte 
Of  Auarice  tlie  progenię, 
What  vice  saeth  af^er  this, 
Thifu  shalt  haue  wonder  howe  it  is 
Amoiige  the  folke  in  any  reigne, 
That  suche  a  vice  might  reigne, 
Whtche  ts  comune  at  alł  assaies, 
As  men  maie  finde  now  a  daies. 


Cuncta  creatura  deus  et,  qui  cuncŁa  crcauit, 
Damnant  ingrati  dictaąue  facta  viri. 

Non  dolor  a  longe  stat,  quo  sibi  talis  amicam 
Traxit,  et  in  fine  deseru  esse  suam. 

Hic  loquitar  supra  iłla  aborta  specie  auaricie,  que 
ingratitudo  dicta  est,  cuius  conditioni  non  so- 
lum  creator,  sed  etlam  cuncte  creature  abbomi- 
nabilem  detestantur. 

Thb  vice  like  vnto  the  fende, 

Whiche  neuer  yet  was  mans  fremle, 

And  depedis  ynkindeship, 

Of  couine  and  of  felaaship 

With  Auarice  he  is  witholde.  . 

Hym  thinketh  he  shuld  nought  ben  bold 

Unto  the  mother,  whiche  bym  b&re : 

Of  hym  maie  neuer  man  bewate, 

He  woł  not  knowe  the  meritei 

For  that  he  wolde  it  not  aquite, 

Wbiche  in  tbis  worlde  is  mochel  ysed^ 

And  fetve  ben  therof  escused. 

To  tell  of  hym  i'8  endeles : 

And  thos  I  saic  netheleit,  \ 

Wbere  as  this  vice  cumeth  to  lond^b, 

There  taketh  no  man  his  thonke  on  hondę, 

Though  he  with  all  his  might  senie,  ' 

He  shall  of  hym  no  thonke  deseroe : 

He  taketh  what  any  man  wil  yeue: 

But  wbile  he  hatho  daic  to  liuo, 

He  wol  nothjmg  rewarde  ageyne, 

He  grutch^h  for  to  gyue  a  greyne, 

Where  he  batb  take  a  berne  fulle, 

That  maketh  a  kiude  herte  duile, 

To  sette  his  trust  in  sochę  frendesbip, 

There  as  he  fiat  oo  krodeship< 
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And  for  to  spek»  wordes  pleuie, 
Thus  here  I  many  a  man  compleincf^ 
That  nowe  on  daies  tbou  shalte  finde 
At  nede,  feune  frendet- kinde: 
What  thou  hast  doone  for  hem  tofore^ 
It  is  forgetten,  as  it  weve  lorę. 
Tbe  bokes  speken  of  this  vice. 
And  telle  howe  god  of  bis  Justice, 
By  waye  of  kinde  and  ek«  naturę. 
And  euery  Jiuis  creature, 
1'he  lawę  aiso,  who  tbat  it  can, 
Thei  dampne  an  vnkinde  man. 

It  is  all  one,  to  sey  vnkinde,- 
As  thyng,  whiche  dooue  isagainc  kinde. 
For  it  with  kinde  neuer  sto(fde 
A  man  to  yeUle  euill  for  good. 
Fur  who  that  wolde  taken  bede, 
A  beest  is  glad  of  a  good  dede. 
And  loueth  thilke  creature, 
After  the  lawę  of  his  naturę. 
And  doth  hym  ease  :  and  for  to  see 
Of  this  materc  auctoritec. 
Fuli  od  tyme  it  bath  befalle, 
Wherof  a  tale  amonge  'vs  all, 
Whiche  is  of  oide  ensamplarie, 
I  thinke  for  to  specifie. 

Hic  narrat,  quod  bestie  in  suis  beneficiis  hominent 
ingratum  naturaliter  precellunt.  Et  poDit 
Exemplum  dc  Adriano  Romano  senatore,  qui 
in  quadam  foresta  venatiootbus  iusistens,  dum 
predam  perseąneretur,  in  cisternam  profundaia 
nescia  familia  corruit,  vbi  super  pcrueniens 
quidam  pauper,  nomine  Bardus,  immissa  cor- 
duła  putans  hominem  extraTti88e,  primo  Simiam 
extraxit,  Sccundo  serpentem.  Tertio  Adrianum, 
qui  pauperem  despiciens  aHquid  ei  pro  benofac- 
t  o  reddere  recusabat.  Sed  tom  serpen8quam 
simia  gratuito  beneuolentia  ipsum  yngulis  do« 
nitf  remunerauerunt. 

To  spekc  of  an  vnkyndc  man 

I  finde,  bowe  whilome  Adrian 

Of  Romę,  whiche  a  great  lorde  wa9,f 

IJpon  a  daie  as  he  par  cas  ' 

To  woodde  in  his  huntyrig  went, 

It  hapueth  at  a  sodein  wentę, 

Aftfr  the  chase  as  he  pursuetb, 

Through  hap,  whiche  no  man  eschewetb, 

He  fclte  vnware  in  to  a  pit, 

Whcrc  tbat  it  might  not  be  let, 

Tbe  pit  was  depe,  and  he  felle  Iowę, 

That  of  his  men  nonę  might  knowe 

Whcre  he  bećame,  for  nonę  was  nigb, 

Whiche  x)f  his  fali  the  mischiefo  sigb. 

And  thus  alone  theiift  he  laie 

Clepende,  and  criende  all  the  daie 

For  socoure  and  deliuerance, 

Till  ageyne  eue  it  fell  par  chance, 

A  while  er  it  began  to  night, 

A  poure  man,  whiche  Bardos  hight. 

Cumę  forth  walkende  with  his  asse. 

And  had  gethered  bym  a  tosae 

Of  grene  stickes  and  of  drie. 

To  selle,  whom  that  wolde  hem  bie, 

As  he,  whiche  had  no  liuelode. 

But  whan  he  mi^^ht  suche  a  lode 

To  towne  wiih  his  asse  carie. 

And  as  it  folie  hym  for  to  tarie 

That  ilke  tyme  nighe  the  pitte, 

And  hath  the  tnisse  fast  knitte. 
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He  berde  a  roice»  whiche  cricd  dymme. 
And  be  hia  ere  to  the  brymme 
Hath  lejde,  and  herde  it  was  a  man, 
Wbłchesaide:  O  helpe  bere  Adrian, 
Aod  I  viii  yeoen  balfe  my  good. 

Tbe  poure  man  tbts  Yiiderstood, 
As  be  that  wolde  gładly  wyn, 
And  to  this  lorde,  whiche  was  within, 
He  spake  and  saide :  if  I  the  sanę, 
Wbat  sikcrnes  shall  t  hatie 
Of  oouenant,  that  afterttarde 
Tbou  wolt  me  gyue  suche  rewarde^ 
Af  thoo  behightest  nowe  before  ? 

That  oŁher  hath  bis  otbes  swore, 
By  heoen,  and  by  the  goddes  all, 
If  that  it  might  so  befalle, 
That  he  out  of  the  pit  hym  bronght, 
Of  all  the  goodes,  whiche  he  ought, 
He  shall  haue  euen  haluen  dele. 

This  Bardus  seide,  he  wolde  wele 
And  with  this  worde  his  asse  anoue 
He  let  ?ntrosse,  and  therrpon 
Downe  goth  the  corde  in  to  the  pit, 
To  vhicbe  he  hath  at  ende  knit 
A  staiie,  wherby  he  saide,  he  woWe, 
That  Adrian  hsrm  shulde  holde. 

But  it  was  tho  per  chance  fitUen^ 
In  to  that  pit  was  also  fallen 
An  ape,  whiche  at  thilke  trowe, 
Whan  that  the  corde  cam  downe  Iowę, 
All  sodenly  therto  he  skipte, 
And  it  in  botb  his  armes  clipte : 
And  Bardus  with  his  asse  anone 
Hym  hath  vp  draw,  and  he  is  gon. 
But  vhau  he  sigh  it  was  ao  ape, 
He  wend  all  had  ben  a  iape 
Of  faierie,  and  sore  bytn  dradde. 
Aod  Adrian  eft  soone  gradde 
For  helpe,  and  cride  and  preide  faste: 
And  he  ttt  soone  his  corde  caste. 
Bat  whan  it  cam  ^nto  the  grounde, 
A  great  serpent  it  hath  by  wounde, 
The  vhiche  Bardus  anone  yp  drough  : 
And  tban  hym  thought  welenough 
U  vas  £uitasie  that  he  herde 
The  Toys,  and  he  therto  antwerd, 
^at  wight  art  tbou  in  goddes  name  ? 
1  am  (quod  Adrian)  the  same, 
Who^  good  tbou  shalte  hane  euen  halfe* 
2ood  Barrias  tban  a  gods  hnife, 
The  thirde  tyme  assaye  1  thall, 
And  cast  his  corde  fortb  withall 
In  to  the  pit,  and  whan  it  cante 
To  hym,  this  lorde  of  Romę  it  name, 
And  therrpon  hym  hath  adressed, 
And  with  bis  hondę  ful  ofte  blessed  : 
And  tban  he  bad  to  Bardas  hale. 
And  be,  whiche  ynderstode  his  tale, 
Betvene  bym  and  bis  asse  all  softe, 
JJjth  drawen,  and  set  hym  ^p  a  lołtc, 
withont  harme  aU  easely. 
He  saith  not  ones  grant  mercy, 
Bnt  Rtraught  byto  fortb  in  to  the  citee. 
And  let  this  poore  Bardas  bee. 
And  netheles  this  siroplc  man 
ak  eooeiiant,  so  as  be  can, 
Ijath  asked :  And  that  other  saide, 
If  it  80  be  that  he  Tpbraide 
pfoasht,  that  hath  be  spoke  or  do, 
"  shall  be  yenged  of  bym  so,  • 
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That  hym  were  better  tah%  ded«^ 
And  he  can  t^o  no  other  redę. 
But  on  his  asse  agayne  he  cast 
His  trussc,  and  bieth  homewarde  fiastel 
And  whan  that  he  came  home  to  bed, 
He  tolde  his  wife,  howe  that  he  8ped« 

But  finally  to  speke  ooght  morę 
Unto  this  Jorde,  he  drad  hym  sore, 
So  that  one  worde  he  durst  not  sayne^   ' 
Aod  thus  vpon  the  moroWe  agayne    - 
In  the  maner,  as  I  recorde, 
Forth  with  his  a9se,  and  with  his  corde. 
To  gathcr  woodde,  as  he  did  er, 
He  goth,  and  whan  that  he  cam  ner 
Ufito  the  place,  where  he  wolde, 
He  gan  his  ape  an<yne  bebolde, 
Whiche  had  gadred  al  aboute 
Ofstickes  here  and  there  a  route. 
And  leyde  hem  redy  to  his  hondę; 
Wherof  he  madę  his  trusse  and  hondę. 
Fro  daie  to  daie,  and  in  this  wise 
This  ape  profreth  his  seruise, 
So  that  he  had  of  woodde  eoough* 
Upon  a  tyme  and  as  he  drough 
To%varde  the  woodde,  he  sigh  bcstde 
The  great  gastly  serpent  gltde, 
TUI  that  she  cam  in  his  prcsence, 
And  in  hir  kindc  a  reoerenee 
She  hath  hym  do,  and  forth  withall 
A  stone  morę  bright  tban  a  Cbristall 
Out  of  hir  mouth  tn  fore  his  waye 
She  let  downe  fali,  and  went  awaye. 
For  that  he  shall  not  be  adrad. 

Tbo  was  this  poore  Bardus  glad, 
Thankende  god,  and  to  the  stone 
He  goth,  and  taketh  it  vp  anone, 
And  hath  great  wonder  in  bis  witte^ 
Howe  that  the  beast  hym  hath  aquitte, 
Where  that  the  mans  son  hath  failed. 
For  whom  he  had  mort  tranailed.   • 
fiut  all  be  put  in  gods  hondę. 
And  torneth  home,  and  wbat  he  fonde 
Unto  his  wife  he  hath  it  shewde. 
And  thei  that  were  bothe  lewde, 
Aconien,  that  he  shulde  it  sdle. 

And  he  no  lenger  wolde -dwelle. 
But  forth  anone  vpon  the  tale 
The  stone  he  proffeth  to  the  sale. 
And  right  as  he  hym  selfe  it  sette,      , 
The  ieweller  anone  forth  fette 
The  golde,  and  madę  bis  payei9ent, 
Tberof  was  no  delaiement. 
Thus  whan  this  stone  was  bonght  and  sold, 
Homward  with  ioye  many  folde 
This  Bardus  goth,  and  whan  be  cam 
Hpm  to  his  bows,  and  that  he  nam 
His  gold  out  of  his  pours  within, 
He  fonde  his  stone  also  tberin : 
Wherof  for  ioye  his  bertę  plaide, 
Unto  bis  wife  and  thus  he  saide. 

Lo  here  my  golde,  lo  here  my  stone. 
His  i^fe  hath  wonder  therrpon, 
And  asketh  bym  howe  that  roaye  be. 
-   Nowe  by  my  trouth  I  not  (quod  he) 
But  I  dare  swere  vpon  a  boke, 
Unto  my  marchant  I  it  toke'. 
And  he  it  had,  whan  I  went. 
So  knowe  I  nought  to  what  entent 
It  is  nowe  here,  but  it  be  gods  grace. 
For  thy  to  morowe  in  other  place 
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1  wille  it  foode  for  to  selle. 
And  if  it  woli  not.with  hym  dwelle, 
But  crepe  in  to  my  pane  ageyne, 
Than  dare  I  sauely  swere  and  seyne, 
It  is  the  vertue  of  the  tlone. 

The  morowe  came,  and  he  i«  gone 
To  scche  about  in  otber  stede, 
Uii  stone  to  selle,  and  so  be  dede, 
And  lefte  it  with  bis  cbapman  there« 
Bat  whan  that  he  came  els  where, 
In  prerence  of  his  wife  at  borne. 
Out  of  his  purs  and  that  be  nome 
His  golde,  fonde  bis  stone  withal. 
And  thus  it  felle  bym  oueral, 
Where  be  it  solde  in  sondrie  place, 
Sacbe  was  the  fortunę,  and  the  grace* 
But  90  wetl  maie  nothyog  be  tUd, 
That  it  nis  at  last  kid. 

Tbis  famę  goth  about  Romę 
So  serfortb,  that  the  wordes  come 
To  tbe  emperour  luttinian. 
And  be  let  sende  for  tbe  man, 
And  asked  bym«  howe  that  it  was. 

And  Bardus  tolde  all  tbe  cas, 
Howe  tbat  tbe  wonne,  and  eke  the  bctte, 
Al  though  tbei  madę  no  bibeste, 
His  trauaile  badden  well  aquitte : 
But  be,  whiche  had  mans  witte. 
And  madę  his  coueoant  by  mouth. 
And  swore  therto  all  tbat  he  coutb. 
To  parte  and  gyue  halfe  his  good, 
JHath  nowe  foryete  bowe  tbat  it  stood, 
As  be,  whiche  wol  no  troutb  bokle. 

Tbis  emperour  al  tbat  be  tolde, 
Hath  herde,  and  tbilke  Ynkyndnesse- 
He  saide,  he  wołde  bym  selfe  redresse. 
And  thus  in  courte  of  iudgement 
Tbis  Adrian  was  than  assent, 
And  the  ąuareil  in  audience 
Declared  was  in  the  presence 
Of  tbe  emperour  and  many  mo, 
Wherof  was  mochel  speche  tbo. 
And  great  wondryng  among  the  prese. 

But  at  last  netbelese. 
For  the  partie,  whiche  hath  pleined, 
The  lawę  hatb  demed,  and  onleined 
By  hem,  tbat  were  auised  wele, 
That  he  shal  baue  the  haluen  deie 
Tbrougbout  of  Adrian*  good. 

And  thus  of  tbilke  rnklnde  blood 
Stant  the  memorie  vBto  tbis  daie, 
Where  tbat  enery  wise  man  maie 
Ensamplen  hym,  and  take  in  mynde, 
What  shame  it  is,  to  ben  Tnkynde, 
Ageyne  the  whiche  reason  debatetb, 
And  euery  creatore  it  hatetb. 

For  thy  my  sonne  in  thy  office 
I  redę  tbe  flee  that  ilke  Tice. 
For  rightas  the  cronide  seith 
Of  Adrian,  howe  be  bis  feith 
Foryate  for  worldes  conetise ; 
Ful  oft  in  suche  a  maner  wise 
Of  louers  nowe  a  man  maie  see 
Ful  many,  that  Tnkynde  bee 
For  wel  bebote,  and  euel  Ust 
Tbat  is  ber  life,  for  at  last^ 
W;han  that  thei  baue  ber  wille  do,    - 
Her  loue  is  afier  soone  ago. 
What  sayst  thou  aonne  to  thit  caft? 

My  Hiider  I  wiJ  saie  alias. 


I  Tbat  euer  suche  i  man  wfts  borę, 
Wbicbe  whan  he  hath  bis  trouth  swore. 
And  hath  of  loue  what  be  wolde, 
Tbat  be  at  any  tyme  sholde 
Euer  after  in  his  bert  finde 
To  sin  fal,  and  to  ben  ynkinde. 

But  fader  as  touchend  of  mee, 
I  maie  not  stond  tii  that  degree. 
For  I  toke  neuer  of  loue  why, 
Tbat  I  ne  maie  po  therby. 
And  do  my  profite  els  where^ 
For  any  spede  I  f)nde  there, 
I  dare  )vel  thynken  all  abont: 
But  I  ne  dare  not  speke  it  out : 
And  if  I  dorst,  I  wold  pleine, 
That  she,  for  wbom  I  suffer  peine^ 
And  loue  hir  euer  a  liche  bote, 
That  nother  yeue  ne  behote, 
In  rewardyng  of  my  seruice, 
U  list  hir  in  no  maner  wise. 
I  wille  not  sey,  that  she  is  kinde. 
And  for  to  sey,  she  is  vnkinde« 
That  dare  I  not  by  god  aboue* 
Whiche  demeth  enery  herte  of  loue,    . 
He  wote,  that  on  myn  owne  side 
Shall  nonę  vnkindenes  abide. 
If  it  shall  with  my  ladie  dweHe, 
Therof  dare  I  no  morę  telle. 
Nowe  good  father  aa  it  is 
Tell  me,  what  thinketh  you  of  this^ 

My  sonne  of  that  vnkindship, 
The  whiche  towarde  thy  ladissbip, 
Thou  pleinest,  for  she  woli  the  nought, 
Thou  art  to  blameu  of  tby  thought. 
For  it  maie  be,  that  thy  desire, 
Though  it  brenne  euer,  as  doth  the  fire, 
Pcrcase  to  hir  honoar  misset, 
Orels  tyme  come  nought  yet, 
Whiche  stant  rpon  thy  destinee* 
For  thy  my  sonne,  I  redę  thee, 
Tbynke  well,  what  ener  tbe  befaH. 
For  no  man  hath  his  lustes  all : 
But  as  thou  toldest  me  before, 
That  thou  to  loue  art  nought  forswore. 
And  hast  doone  no  Tnkindnesse, 
Thoo  might  therof  thy  grace  blesse. 
And  leue  nought  that  continuance, 
That  there  maie  be  noae  suche  greuance 
To  loue,  as  is  vnkindsbł|p(, 
Wherof  to  kepe  tby  wordhip, 
So  as  these  olde  bokes  tale, 
I  shall  the  telle  a  redy  tale. 
Now  herken,  and  be  ware  therby. 
For  I  will  tell  it  openly. 


L  Hic  ponit  esemplum  contra  v\tq8  amori  ingratot. 
Et  narrat  qualiter  Theseot  Aegei  filiua,  consilio 
fultus  Ariadnę  regis  Minos  filie  in  domo,  qa6 
Łabyrintbus  dicitur,  Minotaurom  Ticlt,  rnde 
Theseos  Ariadnę  sponsalia  certissimę  promtt- 
tens,  ipsam  Tna  cum  Phedra  sorore  sua  a  Creta 
secum  nauigło  duxit,  Sed  statim  postea  oblito 
gratitudinis  beneficio,  Ariadnam  ipsum  saluan* 
tern,  in  insula  Cbion  spretam  poat  tergom  reli- 
qułt.  Et  Pbedram  Athenis  sibi  sponsatam  m- 
igratus  coronauit. 

Minos,  as  telleth  the  poetę, 

The  whiche  wbilom  was  kyag  of  Ciete^ 
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A  tonne  had,  and  Aodroehee 
He  hight,  and  ao  befelle  that  hee, 
Uato  Atbenes  for  tolere 
Was  sente,  aud  so  he  bare  hym  there. 
For  tbat  he  was  of  high  lignage. 
Suche  pride  he  toke  in  his  corage, 
That  he  foryeten  hath  Łhe  schoolet« 
And  in  ryot  amonge  the  fooles, 
He  did  many  thynges  wronge, 
Aod  Tsed  thilke  life  so  longe. 
Tli  at  last  of  tbat  be  wrought 
He  fonde  the  mischiefe,  whichc  he  sought, 
Wherof  it  fell,  that'  he  was  slayne. 
His  ftuier,  wbiche  it  herdc  sayne. 
Was  wrotb,  and  aU  that  ener  he  might, 
Qf  men  of  armes  he  hym  dight 
A  Btrongie  power,  and  forth  he  went 
Uoto  Athenis,  where  he  brent 
Tbe  plaine  countrey  al  aboute  : 
The  cities  stode  of  bym  in  doute, 
As  thei  tbat  no  defence  had 
Ajreyne  the  power,  whiche  he  lad. 
^^eos,  whiche  was  there  kynge. 
His  counsell  toke  Tpon  this  thynge. 
For  he  was  than  in  the  citee: 
So  that  of  pees  in  to  treatee, 
Betwene  Minoe  and  Egeus 
Thei  fell,  and  bene  accorded  thus: 
That  kytige  Minos  fro  yere  to  yere 
Receyne  shal  as  thotf  shalt  here 
Out  of  Athenis  for  truage 
Of  men,  that  were  of  mighty  age 
Paraons  nyne :  of  whiche  he  shall 
His  will  don  in  speciall. 
For  vengeannce  of  bis  sonnes  deth 
Nonę  otber  grace  there  ne  gcth 
But  for  to  take  Łhe  luyse. 
And  that  was  don  in  suche  a  wise, 
Upon  whiche  stode  a  wonder  cas. 
For  that  tyme  so  it  was, 
Wberof  that  men  yet  redę  and  singe, 
Kynge  Minos  had  in  bis  kepynge 
A  cniell  monster,  as  seith  the  iest. 
For  he  was  balfe  man  and  halfe  best. 
And  Miootanms  he  was  bote, 
Wbich  was  begotten  in  a  riote 
VpoD  Pasipbae,  his  owne  wife, 
Whiles  he  was  out  ypon  the  strife, 
Of  tbat  great  siege  of  Troie. 
Bot  she,  whiche  lost  hath  all  ioye, 
Whan  tbat  she  stghe  this  monstre  borę, 
Bad  men  ordeine  anoo  therfore. 
And  felle  tbat  ilke  tyme  thus, 
There  was  a  clerke,  one  Dedalus, 
Whidie  had  ben  pf  hir  assent, 
Of  that  hir  lorde,  was  so  miswent, 
Aod  he  madę  of  his  owne  witte, 
Wherof  the  remembrance  is  yit. 
For  Minotaure  had  sncbe  a  hous, 
That  was  so  stconge,  and  meruailous, 
That  what  man  that  within  went, 
There  was  so  many  a  sondrye  went, 
Tbat  Ile  ne  shulde  nougbt  come  outj 
But  irone  amased  all  about: 
And  in  this  bouse  to  locke  and  warde 
Was  Minotauius  put  in  warde, 
Tbat  what  life,  that  thcrin  cam, 
Or  man  or  beest,  he  ouercum, 
And  słottgh,  and  fedde  hym  thenrpoo. 
And  ia  this  wifle  numy  one. 


Out  of  Athenis  for  truage, 
Deooured  weren  in  tbat  ragę. 
For  euery  yere  thei  shopen  hem  so 
Thei  of  Athenis  er  thei  eo 
Towarde  that  ilke  wofullchance, 
As  it  was  sette  in  ordinance, 
Upon  fortunę  ber  lotte  thei  cast, 
Till  that  Theseos  at  laste, 
Whiche  was  the  kynges  sonne  there, 
Amonges  otber  that  there  were, 
In  tbilke  yere,  as  it  befelle, 
Tbe  lotte  vpon  his  chance  felle. 
He  was  a  worthye  koight  withall. 
And  whan  he  sigh  his  chance  falle, 
He  ferde,  as  thoogb  he  toke  nonę  hede, 
But  all  that  euer  he  might  spede 
With  hym,  and  with  his  fislauship, 
Forth  in  to  Crete  he  goth  by  ship, 
Where  that  the  kyng  Minos  he  sought. 
And  profereth  all  that  he  hym  oughte 
Upou  the  point  of  ber  accorde. 

This  sterne  kynge,  this  cniell  lorde 
Toke  euery  dale  one  of  the  nyne. 
And  put  bym  i n  to  the  discipline   * 
Of  Minotaure  to  be  deuoured. 

But  Theseus  was  so  fauoured, 
That  he  was  kepte  till  at  last. 
And  the  meane  while  he  cast, 
What  tbyng  hym  were  best  to  do. 
And  felle,  that  Ariadnę  tho, 
Wbiche  was  the  doughter  of  Minos, 
And  had  herde  the  worthye  los 
Of  Theseus,  and  of  bis  might. 
And  sigh  he  was  a  lustie  knight, 
Hir  holle  bertę  on  hym  she  laide. 

And  he  also  of  loue  hir  praide 
So  ferfortb,  that  thei  were  alone. 
And  she  ordeineth,  that  anone, 
In  what  maner  she  shuld  hym  saue, 
And  shope  so,  that  she  did  bym  haue 
A  clewe  of  threde,  of  whiche  within 
First  at  dore  he  shall  begynne 
With  bym  to  take  that  one  ende: 
That  whan  he  wold  ageynward  wende, 
He  might  go  the  same  weye. 

And  ouer  this  so  as  1  seye, 
Of  pitche  sbe  toke  hym  a  pelote, 
The  whiche  he  shulde  in  to  the  throte 
Of  Minotaure  cast  right. 
Suche  wepon  also  for  hym  she  dight. 
That  he  by  reason  maie  not  faile 
To  make  an  ende  of  his  bataile. 
For  she  hym  taoght  in  soudrie  wise, 
Tille  he  was  knowe  of  thilke  emprise, 
Howe  be  this  best  shuld  quelle. 
And  thus  shortely  for  to  telle, 
So  as  this  maiden  bym  had  taught, 
Theseus  with  this  monster  iaught. 
And  smote  of  his  hede,  the  wbiche  he  nam^ 
And  by  the  threde,  so  as  he  cam 
He  goth  ageyne,  til  he  were  oute : 
So  was  great  wonder  all  aboute. 
'  Minos  the  tribute  hath  releced. 
And  so  was  all  the  werre  seced 
Bctwene  Athenes  and  hem  of  Crete. 

But  nowe  to  speke  of  that  swete, 
The  whose  beautee  was  witboote  wan, 
Thjs  faire  maiden  Adrian : 
Whan  that  she  sigh  Theseus  sounde. 
Was  neuer  yet  vpon  this  grounde, 
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A  gladder  wight  than  she  was  tbo« 

Theseus  dwelt  a  daie  or  iwo, 
Wbere  that  Minoa  great  cbere  hym  ded« 
Tbeseus  in  a  preuie  sted 
Hath  with  this  maiden  spoke  and  rowoed, 
That  she  ta  hym  Was  abaodouoed 
In  al  that  eaer  siie  couCh, 
So  that  of  hir  lasti^  youth, 
Ali  prtudy  betwene  hem  twey^ 
The  firste  floui^e  be  toke  awrey. 
For  be  tio  faire  tbo  bebigbt, 
That  euer  wbile  be  liue  might^ 
He  sbuld  hir  take  for  bis  wife» 
And  as  bis  owne  bertes  life 
Be  wolde  hir  loue,  and  trouthbeare. 

And  she,  wbiche  might  not  forbeare, 
So  sore  lonetb  bym  ageyne, 
That  what  as  eu6r  be  wold  seyne, 
With  all  bir  bert  she  it  leaetli. 
And  tbuB  his  purpose  be  acheoeth, 
So  that  assured  of  his  trouth 
"With  hym  she  went,  and  that  was  routh 

Pbedra  bir  yonge  suster  eke, 
A  Instie  maide,  a  sobre,  a  meke, 
Fulfilled  of  all  curtosie, 
Por  sosterhode  and  companie 
Of  looe,  wbiche  was  hem  betwene. 
To  see  bir  suster  be  madę  a  quene, 
Hir  iader  leRe,  and  fbrtb  she  went 
With  bym,  wbiche  airbis  first  cntent 
Forgat  within  a  litei  throwe, 
So  that  it  was  śll  ouer  throwe, 
Whan  she  best  wend  it  shiild  stonde. 
The  sbip  was  blowen  fro  tbe  londe 
Wherin  that  thei  Milend  were. 

This  Ariadnę  had  mocherfere,- 
Of  tbat  the  wynde  so  lowde  blewe,- 
As  she  whiche  of  the  sea  ne  knewe. 
And  praid  for  to  leste  a  wbile. 
And  so  felle,  tbat  vpon  an  yle, 
Wbiche  Chio  high,  tbci  ben  dreue, 
Where  be  to  bii'  leue  hath  yeue^ 
That  she  sball  lond  and  take  hir  rest : 
Bot  that  was  nothyng  for  hir  best. 
For  whan  she  was  to  lond  bronght, 
She,  which  that  tyme  tbougbt  nought 
But  all  trouth,  and  toke  no  kepe, 
Hath  laide  bir  soft  for  to  ślepe: 
As  she  wbiche  longe  hath  ben  forwatched. 
Bot  certes  she  was  euii  matohed, 
And  fer  from  all  loues  kinde. 
For  morę  than  the  beast  ^nkinde 
Theseas,  whiche  do  trouth  kept, 
(Wbile  that  this  yonge  Ihdie  slept) 
Fulfilled  of  all  Yukindship, 
Rath  all  forgeten  tbe  goodship, 
WbiclM  Ariadnę  hym  had  do, 
And  b0f.  Yoto  the  ihipmen  tbo 
Hale  vp  tbe  saile,  and  nought  abide. 
And  forth  be  gothe  the  same  tide 
Towarde  Atbenis,  and  hir  on  londe 
Me  left,  whiche  faie  nigh  the  stronde 
Slepend,  til  tbat  sbc  airoke. 
fiut  whan  that  sh'e  cast  vp  hir  loke  ^ 
Towarde  the  stronde,  and  sigh  no  wight,. 
Hir  bertę  was  so  sore  aflight, 
That  she  ne  wist  what  to  thtnke, 
But  drougb  bir  to  the  water  brinke, 
Where  she  behelde  the  sea  at  large: 
SflUt  sigh  DO  abip,  she  9igh  no  barg* 


Ais  ferforth  as  she  might  kentie  * 

Ha  lorde  (she  said)  whiche  a  senne^ 

As  all  the  wórlde  shall  after  here 

Upon  this  wofull  woman  here, 

This  worthie  knight  hath  doone  and  wroughC 

I  wend  I  had  Kis  loue  bougbt. 

And  80  desenied  at  nede, 

Whan  that  be  stbde  vpon  bis  drede. 

And  eke  tbe  loue,  be  me  behight. 

It  is  great  wonder,  howe  be  might 

Towardis  me  nowe  ben  Ynkinde, 

And  so  to  lette  out  of  his  minde 

Thyog,  ¥^bich  be  said  bis  owne  raouŁIr. 

But  after  this,  wban  it  is  couth,- 

And  drawe  to  the  worldes  faroe, 

It  shall  ben  ^yndrynsre  of  his  name* 

For  well  he  wote,  and  so  wote  1, 

He  yafe  his  trouthe  bodily, 

That  hc  myn  honour  sbulde  kepe, 

And  with  that  worde  she  gan  wepe 

And  soroweth  roore  than  enougłk 

Hir  laire  tresises  she  to  drougb 

And  with  hir  selfe  she  toke  such  strife, 

Tbat  she  betwene  the  deth  and  life 

Swounende  lay  fdll  ofte  amonge: 

And  all  was  this  on  hym  alonge, 

Wbiche  was  to  loue  Tukinde  so,- 

Wherof  tbe  wronge  shall  enermo 

Stonde  in  cronike  of  remembranoe. 

And  eke  it  askcth  a  vengeanc«    - 

To  ben  ?okinde  in  loues  cas^ 

So  as  Tbeseus  than  wasy 

AU  though  he  were  a  noble  knight. 

For  be  the  lawę  of  loues  right 

Forfaited  hath  in  all  waye, 

That  Ariadnę  he  put  awaye, 

Whiche  was  a  great  vnkinde  dede. 

And  after  that,  so  as  I  redę, 

Phedra,  the  whiche  hir  sister  is, 

He  toke  in  stede  of  hir,  and  tht« 

Feli  afterwarde  to  mekell  teue. 

For  thilke  vice,  of  wbiche  I  raene.- 

Unkyndship  where  it  feUeth, 
The  trouthe  of  mans  bertę  it  pallctb, 
That  he  can  no  good  dede  acąuite : 
So  maie  be  stonde  of  no  merite 
Towaides  god,  and  eke  aiso 
Men  calle  hym  the  worldes  fo. 
For  be  no  morę  than  the  fende 
Uiito  nonę  other  man  is  frende. 
But  all  toward  hym  sclfe  alone. 

For  thy  itiy  sonne  in  thy  personę 
This  vice  aboue  all  other  flee. 
My  fader  as  ye  teobe  me, 
I  thinke  to  do  in  this  matere. 

But  ouer  this  I  wolde  fayn  here, 
Wherof  I  shall  me  sbriue  morę. 

My  good  sonne  as  for  thy  lorę, 
After  the  reule  of  couetise, 
I  sball  the  propertee  deuise 
Of  euery  vtce  by  and  by. 
Nowe  herken,  and  be  wel  watę  therby. 

Virtbas  ex  clara  res  tollit  luce  rapina 
Floribus  et  iuncta  viigine  melia  capit. 

Hic  tractat  super  ii  la  specie  cnpida,  qoe  rapina 
nuncupatur,  cuius  mater  extorcio  ipsam  ad  de- 
seruiendum  mag^tatum  curiis  spccialius  com^ 
mendaułt. 
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]K  Łhe  1t|^age  of  Anarice 

My  sonne  yct  tt^cre  is  a  vice. 

His  right  name  it  is  Raoine, 

Whicbe  baŁh  a  roDte  of  his  coaine. 

Raoine  amonge  tbe  inaisters  dwelleth, 

And  with  his  seruantes  as  men  telletfa, 

Extorcion  is  nowe  witholde. 

Raoine  of  otber  mena  folde 

Maketh  his  larder,  and  payeth  nonght. 

For  vhere  as  ener  it  maie  be  songht 

In  his  hoos  tbere  shall  no  thyng  lacke, 

Aod  tbat  fal  ofte  abietb  the  packę 

Of  poorc  men,  that  direlle  aboute. 

Tbas  stant  the  commune  people  in  donte, 

Whiche  can  do  nonę  amendemenU 

For  vban  bym  lailetb  paiement, 

Rauine  maketh  non  other  skille, 

But  taketh  by  strength  al  tbat  be  n^ille. 

Sd  ben  tbere  in  the  same  wise 
Łooers,  as  I  tbe  shall  deuise: 
That  whan  nougbt  elles  maie  aaaile, 
Anone  with  strength  tbei  assaile 
And  gette  of  loue  tbe  sesine, 
When  tbei  se  ty  me  by  rauine. 

For  thy  my  sonne  sbriue  tbe  here, 
If  tboo  hast  ben  Rauinere 
Of  loue.    Certes  fiither  no» 
For  I  my  lady  loue  so. 
For  thoagh  I  were  as  was  Pompeye 
That  all  the  worlde  me  wolde  obeye: 
Orels  sncbe  as  Alisandre, 
1  volde  iioDj^bt  do  suche  a  sclander. 
It  is  nogood  man,  whicbe  so  dotb. 

In  good  feith  sonne  thou  saist  sootbe* 
For  he  that  woU  of  pumeance. 
By  suche  a  wey  bis  luste  auance, 
He  sbaJl  it  after  sore  abie, 
Bot  if  these  olde  ensamples  lie. 

Nowe  good  father  telle  me  one, 
So  as  ye  connen  many  one, 
Tonchende  of  loue  in  tbis  matere. 

Now  list  my  sonne,  and  thou  shalte  here ; 
So  u  it  bath  befall  er  this, 
In  lows  cause  howe-that  it  is, 
A  man  to  take  by  rauine 
Tbepreye,  whicbe  is  femioine. 

Hic  ponit  nemplum  contra  istos  in  amorls  causa 
raptores*  Et  narrat  qualiter  Pandion  rex  Athen. 
duas  filias,  videlicet  Prognem  et  Philomenam 
habait:  Progne  autem  regi  7>acie  Thereo  de- 
sponeata  contigit,  quod  cum  Tereus,  ad  instan- 
tiam  TYoris  sue  Philomenam  de  Atben.  in 
Tiactam  sororis  ,visitationis  causa  secum  qua- 
dam  vice  perduceret,  in  concnpiscentiam  Pbilo- 
meoe  tanta  seueritate  in  Itinere  dilapsus  est, 
qQod  ipse  non  solum  sue  violentia  rapine  virgi- 
aitatem  eios  oppressit,  sed  et  ipsius  linguam, 
ne  factom  detegeret  forcipe  mutulauit,  vnde 
imperpetue  memorie  cronicam  taoti  raptoris 
aosteritatem,  miro  ordine  dii  postea  vindicaruut. 

THiniB  was  a  riall  noble  kynge, 
A  riche  of  all  worldes  thynge, 
Whiche  of  his  propre  enberilance 
Athenis  bad  in  gouemance, 
Andwho  so  tbinketb  tbervpon. 
His  name  was  kynge  Pandion. 

Two  dooghters  had  be  by  bis  wife, 
Tbe  whiche  he  looed  ai  bis  life. 


The  first  dougbter  Pr^e  bigbt, 

And  tbe  seoonde,  as  she  well  might, 

Was  cleped  faire  Philomene, 

To  whom  fell  after  mochel  tene. 

Tbe  father  of  his  purueance. 

His  doughter  Progne  wolde  auance. 

And  gafę  bir  vnto  mariage 

A  worthy  kyng  of  high  lignage, 

A  noble  knight  eke  of  his  bonde, 

So  was  he  kid  in  enery  londe. 

Of  Traoe  he  bigbt  Thereus, 

The  clerke  Ouide  teiletb  tbus. 

Tbis  Thereus  bis  wife  home  lad^ 

A  lusty  life  with  bir  he  bad, 

Till  it  befelle  vpon  a  tide> 

This  Progne,  as  she  lay  bym  brside, 

Bethougbt  bir,  bowe  tbat  it  might  bee, 

That  she  bir  suster  might  see. 

And  to  bir  lorde  bir  will  she  saide 

With  goodly  wordea,  and  hym  pnude, 

That  she  to  bir  might  go. 

And  if  it  liked  bym  not  so, 

Tbat  than  he  wolde  hym  selfe  wende, 

Or  els  by  some  other  sende, 

Whicbe  might  bir  derę  suster  grete. 

And  sbape,  bowe  tbat  tbei  might  metę. 

Hir  lorde  anone  to  that  he  berde 
Yafe  bis  accorde,  and  tbus  answerde. 

1  will  (saide  he)  for  thy  sake, 
The  wey  after  thy  sister  take 
My  selfe,  and  bryng  bir,  if  1  maie, 

And  she  with  tbat,  tbere  as  she  laye, 
Bigan  hym  in  hir  armes  dippe. 
And  kist  hym  with  bir  softe  lippe^ 
And  saide:  sire  graunt  mercy. 
And  be  soone  after  was  redy. 
And  toke  bis  leue  for  to  go. 

In  sory  tyme  did  be  so. 
This  Thereus  gotb  fortb  to  shippe^ 
And  with  hym  his  felaushfppe. 
By  soa  the  right  coui'S  he  nam, 
Unto  the  couotrey  till  be  cam, 
Where  Philomene  was  dwetłynge. 
And  of  bir  suster  the  tidynge 
He  tolde,  and  tho  tbei  weren  gladde. 
And  mochel  ioye  of  bym  thei  madę. 
The  father  and  tbe  motber  botbe 
To  leaue  ber  dougbter  were  lotbej» 
But  if  tbei  were  in  presence : 
And  netbdes  at  reuerence 
Or  hym  tbat  wolde  bym  selfe  trauaile, 
Thei  wolde  nougbt  be  sbulde  faile. 
And  tbat  thei  pratde  geue  bir  leue. 
And  she  that  wolde  not  beleue, 
In  all  hast  madę  bir  yare 
Towarde  hir  suster  for  to  hre 
With  Thereus,  and  fortb  she  went. 
And  be  with  his  bole  entent, 
Whan  she  was  fro  bir  frendes  go, 
Assotteth  of  bir  loue  so, 
That  bis  eie  might  he  not  witholde, 
That  be  ne  must  on  bir  beholde. 
And  with  the  sigbt  gan  desire. 
And  set  his  owne  bertę  a  flre: 
And  fire,  wban  it  to  towe  approcbetb. 
To  hym  anone  the  strength  accrochetbi 
Till  with  his  betę  It  be  deooured, 
The  towe  ne  may  not  be  souccoured. 
And  so  tbe  tyranne  rauener, 
Whan  tbat  she  was  in  his  powcrą 
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And  be  tberto  sawe  tyme  and  place, 
As  he  that  losŁ  hath  all  grace, 
Forgate,  be  was  a  wedded  nkan. 
And  in  a  ragę  on  hir  he  ran, 
Right  as  a  wolfe,  tbat  taketh  his  praye. 

And  sbe  began  to  crie  and  praye, 
O  father,  o  mother  derę, 
Nowe  helpe.  but  thei  nę  niight  it  here. 
And  she  was  of  to  litell  might, 
.Defence  ageyne  so  rade  a  knigbt 
To  make,  whan  he  was  so  woode, 
That  he  no  reason  vnder8toode. 
But  helde  hir  vnder  in  suche  wise, 
That  she  ne  might  not  arise, 
fint  laye  oppressed  and  diseased, 
As  if  a  Gonshauke  had  seysed 
A  byrde,  whiche  dnrst  not  for  fere 
Remue.     And  thus  this  tyranne  thcre 
Beraft  hir  suohe  thyng,  as  men  seynCj 
May  neuer  morę  be  yolden  ageyne. 
And  tbat  was  tbe  vii^initee: 
Of  suche  rauyn  it  was  pit^e. 

But  whan  she  to  hir  seJfe  come. 
And  of  hir  mischiefe  hede  nome. 
And  knewe,  bow  that  she  was  no  maide, 
With  wofull  herte  thus  she  saide. 
'  O  thon  of  all  men  the  wer«t, 
Where  was  there  euer  man  that  derst 
Do  suche  a  dede,  as  thou  hast  do? 
That  daie  sha]!  falle,  I  hope  f  o, 
That  I  shall  tell  out  all  my  filie. 
And  with  my  speche  I  shall  fulfille 
The  wide  worlde  in  brede  and  length, 
That  thon  hast  doooe  to  me  by  stren^, 
|f  tbat  1  amonge  the  people  dwelle, 
Uhto  the  people  I  shall  it  telle. 
And  if  I  be  within  walie 
Of  Stones  closed,  fhan  I  shalle 
Unto  the  Stones  depe  and  crie. 
And  tell  hem  thy  felunie. 
And  if  I  be  the  woddps  wende, 
There  shall  1  tell  all  and  ende. 
And  crie  it  to  the  byrdes  out, 
That  thei  shall  berę  it  all  aboute. 

For  I  80  lowde  it  shall  reberse, 
That  my  voice  shall  the  benen  perce, 
That  it  shall  sowne  in  goddes  eare. 
Ą  fals  man,  where  is  thy  fere? 
O  morę  cruell  than  any  best, 
Howe  hast  thou  holden  thy  behest, 
Whiche  thon  Tnto  my  sister  madest? 
O  thou,  whiche  all  loue  vngladest. 
And  art  ensample  of  all  rutrewe : 
Kowe  wolde  god  my  sister  knewe 
<   Of  thyn  vntrouthe,  howe  that  it  stode. 

And  he  than  as  a  lion  woode, 
With  his  vnhappye  handes  stronge, 
He  caught  hir  by  the  tresses  longe, 
With  tbe  whiche  he  bonde  botb  hir  armes, 
That  was  a  feble  dede  of  armes. 
And  to  the  grounde  anone  hir  cast. 
And  out  he  clippeth  also  iast 
Hir  tonge,  with  a  paire  of  sheres. 
So  what  with  blode,  and  what  with  ^res. 
Out  of  hir  eyen,  and  of  hir  mouthe 
He  madę  hir  fiure  face  vocouth, 
She  laye  swowńange  vnto  the  dethe, 
Theie  was  vnneth  any  bretbe. 
Butyet  whan  he  hir  tonge  refte^ 
A  litell  parte  therof  he  lefte:     * 


Bot  she  withall  no  worde  mue  sowne. 
But  chitre,  and  as  a  byrde  iargowne. 
And  neuertheles  that  woode  hounde 
Hir  bodie  hent  vp  fro  the  grounde. 
And  sent  hir  there,  as  by  his  will, 
She  shulde  abide  in  prisone  still 
For  euer  mo,  but  nowe  take  hede^ 
What  after  felle  of  this  misdedc 
Whan  all  this  mischiefe  was  befeU 
This  Thereus,  that  foule  hym  falle, 
Unto  his  oountrey  bome  he  tigh. 
And  wban  he  come  his  palais  nigh 
His  wife  alredy  there  hym  kepte. 
Whan  he  hir  sigh,  anone  he  wept. 
And  that  be  did  for  deceite. 
For  she  began  to  aske  hym  streite, 
Where  is  my  sister?     And  he  saide, 
That  she  was  dede,  and  Progne  abraide. 
As  she  that  was  a  wofull  wife. 
And  stode  betwene  hir  deth  and  life,' 
Because  she  herde  suche  tidynge. 
But  for  she  sigh  hir  lord  wepynge, 
She  wende  nougbt  but  all  troutb. 
And  had  wel  the  morę  routh. 
The  perles  were  tbo  forsake 
To  hir,  and  blacke  clothes  take, 
As  she  that  was  gentill  and  kynde, 
In  worsbip  of  hir  sisters  mynde, 
She  madę  a  riche  euterement. 
For  she  fonde  nonę  amendemeot 
To  sighen  or  to  sob  morę: 
So  was  there  gyle  vnder  the  gore. 
Nowe  leaoe  we  this  kynge  and  quene. 
And  torne  ayene  to  Philomene. 

As  I  beganne  to  tell  erste, 
Whan  she  cam  in  to  prison  ferst, 
It  thought  a  kynges  doughter  strange 
To  make  so  sodeine  a  change 
Fro  welth,  vnto  so  great  a  wo: 
And  sbe  began  to  thynke  tho, 
Thougb  sbe  by  mouth  nothyng  praide, 
Within  hir  herte  thus  she  saide, 

O  thou  almighty  lupiter, 
That  hie  sittest,  and  lokest  ferre, 
Thou  sufTrest  many  wrongfull  doynge. 
And  yet  it  is  not  thy  willyuge. 
To  the  there  maić  nothyng  ben  bid, 
Thou  wost,  howe  it  is  betid. 
I  wolde  I  had  net  be  borę. 
Fur  than  had  I  nougbt  forlore 
My  speche  aud  my  virginitee. 
But  good  lord*  all  is  in  thee, 
Whan  thou  tberfo  woltę  do  vengeance. 
And  shape  my  deliuerance. 
Aud  euer  amonge  tlus  lady  wepte. 
And  thought  that  she  neuer  kepte 
To  be  a  worldes  woman  morę, 
And  that  she  wicsheth  euermore. 
But  ofte  vnto  hir  sister  derę 
Hir  herte  speketh  in  this  manere,. 
And  said :  O  sister,  if  ye  knewe 
Of  myu  estate,  ye  wolde  rewę, 
1  trowe,  and  my  deliuerance 
Ye  wold  shape,  and  do  Tengeanoe 
On  hym,  that  is  so  fals  a  man: 
And  netheles  so  as  I  caji, 
I  will  you  sende  some  tokenyng, 
Wherof  ye  shall  haue  knowlageyąg 
Of  thjrng,  1  wpte  that  shall  you  lotbe, 
The  whiche  you  touchetb,  and  me  botii. 
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ind  tbo  withio  a  while  as  tite 
She  wafe  a  dotb  of  tjlke  all  wbite, 
With  letten  and  hmagerie, 
Id  whiche  was  all  Łhe  feionie, 
Whiche  Thereoi  to  blr  bath  do, 
And  lapped  it  to  gether  tho, 
And  tette  bir  sigoet  tberrpon» 
And  sent  it  mto  Progne  anoti. 

Tbe  menager,  whicbe  fortb  it  bare, 
Wbat  it  amouDted  \b  nougbt  ware. 
And  netbeles  to  Progne  be  gotb. 
And  priuely  Uketb  bir  the  cloth, 
And  went  again  rigbt  as  be  cain : 
Tbe  courte  of  bym  nooe  bede  name. 

Whan  Progne  of  Pbilomene  berde, 
She  wolde  knowe  bow  tbat  it  ferde, 
And  opeoetb  tbat  tbe  man  hatb  broogbt. 
And  wot  therby,  wbat  bath  be  wrought, 
And  wbat  miacbiefe  tbere  is  befal), 
In  swoDDe  tbo  sbe  gan  downe  iall. 
And  efte  arose,  and  gan  to  stonde, 
And  efte  sbe  taketb  the  clothe  on  hondę, 
BebeUe  tbe  lettera,  and  thymages: 
Bot  at  Inst  of  suebe  ontrages 
Sbe  aide:  wepynge  is  notigbt  tbe  bote, ' 
And  sweretb,  if  tbat  sbe  leue  mote, 
It  sfaall  be  venged  other  wise : 
Aiid  witb  tbat  sbe  gan  bir  aaise, 
How  fint  sbe  might  Tuto  bir  wyn, 
Hir  sister,  tbat  no  raan  witbin, 
Bat  onely  tbei,  tbat  were  swore, 
U  ihokle  knowe,  and  sbope  theifore, 
Thst  Tbereas  notbyng  it  wist : 
And  yet  rigbt  as  hir  seluen  listę, 
Hir  lister  was  deliuered  soone 
Out  of  prison,  and  by  the  moone 
To  Progoe  sbe  was  brongbt  by  nighte. 

Whan  ecbe  of  other  bad  a  sigbt, 
In  chaoibre  there  tbei  were  alone, 
Tbei  maden  many  a  pitous  monę. 
Bnt  Progne  most  of  sorow  madę, 
Whiche  sigh  hir  sister  pale  and  fade, 
Aod  specheies,  and  dishononred^ 
Of  that  sbe  bad  be  defloured. 
And  eke  Tyon  hir  lorde  she  thougbt, 
Of  that  be  so  votmely  wrought, 
Andhad  his  espouaaile  broke, 
Sbe  maketh  aaowe  it  shall  be  wroke. 
And  with  tbat  word  sbe  kneleth  downe 
^^Pynge  in  grcat  denocion, 
Unto  Copide  and  to  Venas 
Sbe  praid,  and  said  tban  thas  : 

O  ye,  to  whom  no  thyng  astert 
Of  lone  maie,  for  eoery  herte 
Ye  knowe,  as  ye  that  ben  aboue 
The  god  and  tbe  goddesse  of  loue, 
Ye  witen  wel),  that  ener  yit 
Withal  my  wille,  and  all  my  wit, 
Sitk  first  ye  shope  me  to  wedde, 
Tbat  I  laie  witb  my  lorde  a  bedde, 
I  hsoe  ben  trewe  in  my  degree, 
Aod  eoer  tbooght  for  to  bee. 
And  aeoer  lone  in  other  place. 
Bot  all  onely  the  kynge  of  Tracę, 
Whiche  ia  my  lorde,  and  I  his  wife. 
Bot  nowe  alias  this  wofull  strife, 
Thht  I  bym  tbos  ageinward  finde 
The  most  mtrewe,  and  most  ▼nkinde, 
That  eoer  in  ladies  armes  laie. 
And  wel  I  wole  that  he  ne  maie 


Amend  his  wronge,  it  it  so  gret. 
For  to  liteil  of  me  he  lete, 
Whan  be  myn  owne  sister  toke. 
And  me  that  am  his  wife  forsoke. 

Lo  Łbus  to  Venu8  and  Cnpide 
She  praid,  and  ferthcrmore  she  cride 
Unto  Apollo  the  htgbest, 
And  said :  O  mightje  g^  of  rest, 
Tbou  do  yengeance  of  this  debatę. 
My  sistrr  and  all  hir  estate 
Thou  wost,  and  how  she  bath  forlore 
Hir  maidenbede,  and  I  tberfore 
In  all  the  worlde  sball  beare  a  blame, 
Of  that  my  sister  bath  a  shame, 
That  Thereus  to  hir  I  sent.    . 
And  well  tbou  wost,  that  mjm  en  tent 
Was  all  for  worship  and  for  good. 
O  lorde,  tbat  geuest  tbe  liues  foode 
To  euery  wight,  I  praie  the  here, 
These  wofull  sisters,  that  ben  here. 
And  let  vs  nougbt  to  the  ben  lotb, 
We  ben  thyn  owne  women  botb. 

Tbus  plainetb  Progne,  and  axeth  wrecbe. 
And  thougb  hir  sister  lacke  speche, 
To  bym>  that  all  thynges  wote, 
Hir  serowe  is  not  tbe  lesse  hote. 

Bot  he,  that  tban  herd  them  two, 
Hym  ougbt  haue  sorowed  euermo* 
For  sorowe,  whiche  was  hem  betwene, 
With  signes  plainetb  Philomene. 
And  Progne  saith,  it  shal  be  wreke, 
Tbat  all  the  worlde  therof  shall  speake. 

And  Progne  tbo  sickenes  feigned, 
Wherof  Tnto  hir  lorde  sbe  pleined. 
And  preith,  she  mote  ber  chambre  kepe^ 
And  as  bir  liketh  wake  and  ślepe. 
And  be  bir  graunteth  to  be  so. 
Aod  tbus  to  getber  ben  tbei  two, 
Tliat  wolde  hym  buta  liteil  good. 
Nowe  herkeii  hereafter,  bow  it  stoode 
Of  wofull  auntres  that  befelłe. 

These  sisters,  that  ben  botb  ftlht 
And  tbat  was  not  on  hem  alonge. 
But  onely  on  the  great  wronge, 
Whiche  Thereus  hajd  hem  do: 
Tbei  sbopen  for  to  reiige  hem  tho. 
This  Thereus  by  Progne  bis  wife 
A  sonne  bath,  whicbe  as  his  life 
He  looeth,  and  Itys  be  bight. 
His  motber  wist  well  she  might 
Do  Thereus  no  morę  greue, 
Than  slea  his  childe,  whiche  was  so  lene. 
Tbus  she  tbat  was  as  who  saith  madde 
Of  wo,  whiche  hatb  hir  ouerladde, 
Without  insight  of  motberhed, 
Forgate  pitee,  and  lost  drede, 
And  in  hir  chambre  priuely 
This  childe  without  noyse  or  crie 
She  slough,  and  hewe  hym  all  to  pecet : 
And  afler  with  diuers  spictes 
Tbe  flesshe,  whan  it  was  so  tq  hewe, 
She  taketb,  and  maketh  therof  a  sewe, 
With  whiche  the  iader  at  his  meate 
Wat  serued,  till  he  bad  bym  eate, 
That  be  ne  wist,  bowe  that  it  stoode: 
But  tbus  bis  owne  flesshe  and  bloode 
Hym  selfe  denouretb  ageyne  kinde, 
As  be  tbat  was  to  fore  vnkinde. 
And  tban  er  that  he  wers  arise^ 
For  tbat  he  ihulde  bene  agrise. 
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To  sbewen  hym  the  chtlde  was  dede, 
This  Pbilomene  toke  the  bede 
Betwene  Łwo  disshes,  aod  all  wrotbe 
Tho  came  forthe  the  sUters  botbe^ 
And  tsetteo  it  ypon  the  borde. 
And  Frogne  tbap  begao  tbe  word<* 
And  seide:  O  went  of  all  wikke, 
Of  conscience  wbom  no  prikke 
M aie  stere,  lo  what  thou  hast  do, 
Ło  here  ben  nowe  we  sisters  two. 

O  rauener,  lo  berę  tby  preie, 
Witb  wbom  so  fklsely.on  the  weie 
Thou  hast  tby  tyranny  wronght, 
Lo  nowe  it  is  som  dele  abougbt : 
And  better  it  sball:  for  of  tby  dede 
Tbe  worlde  ahall  euer  singe  and  rcde, 
In  remembrance  of  thy  defame. 
For  thou  to  loue  hast  done  aache  sbamei 
That  it  sball  neuer  be  forgete. 

Witb  that  be  stertę  vp  fro  the  mete^ 
Ąnd  sboue  the  borde  in  to  tbe  florę. 
And  cangfat  a  sworde  anope,  and  swore, 
That  tbei  sbulde  of  his  bondes  die. 

And  tbei  vnto  tbe  goddes  crie 
Began,  witb  so  loude  a  steuene, 
Tbat  tbei  were  berde  vnto  heuene. 
And  in  the  twypkelyng  of  an  eie 
The  goddes,  that  the  mischiefe  seie, 
Hef  formes  chaunged  all  thre, 
Eche  of  hem  in  his  degree 
Was  tamed  in  to  a  briddes  kindc 
Ditterseliche  as  men  may  finde, 
Afler  the  state  t^at  tbei  were  ynąe 
Her  formes  were  set  a  twynne: 
And  as  it  telleth  in  tbe  tale 
The  first  in  to  a  nigbtyngal^ 
Was  shape,  and  that  was  Fhilomene, 
Whiche  in  the  winter  is  notsenc. 
For  than  be  tbe  leues  lalle, 
And  naked  ben  the  bussbes  alle. 
For  after  that  she  was  a  bridde, 
Hir  wSUe  was  ener  to  be  hid» 
And  for  to  dwelle  in  priue  place, 
Tbat  no  man  sbold  se  hir  face 
For  shame,  whiche  maie  not  be  lassid 
Of  thy ng  that  wąs  tpfore  passid, 
Whan  tbat  she  lo^Ł  hir  maidenhed. 
For  ener  Tpon  hir  womanb^d^ 
(Though  that  tbe  gods  wold  hir  change) 
She  thynketh,  and  is  the  morę  stran^e,  ' 
And  holt  hir  cios  the  winter  daie, 
Bat  whan  tbe  wynter  goth  anąie| 
And  that  nąture  the  goddes^e 
Will  of  hir  owne  fre  largesse, 
Witb  heibes,  and  witb  flours  bot)) 
Tbe  feldes,  and  tbe  medowes  clothe. 
And  eke  the  wooddeś,  and  tbe  greaiiea 
Ben  billed  all  witb  grene  leanes, 
So  that  a  bi;idde  hir  hide  maie 
Betwene  March,  April,  and  Maie, 
She  that  the  winter  held  hir  cios 
Por  parę  sbanie,  and  nuugbt  aros, 
Whan  that  she  sigh  the  bowes  thicke. 
And  that  there  ie  no  bare  sticke, 
But  all  is  bid  with  leaues  grene, 
To  woodde  copaeth  tbls  Philomeue, 
And  maketh  hir  firs*^  yers  flight, 
Where  as  bbesingeth  daie  and  night: 
And  in  hir  songe  atl  openly 
She  maketh  hir  plaint,  aod  saith:  O  wby 


Wby  ne  were  I  yet  a  maide  ? 
For  so  this  oMe  wise  said, 
Whiche  rnderstood,  what  she  ment, 
Hir  notes  ben  of  suche  cntent. 
And  eke  tbei  aaid,  how  in  bii*  sooge 
She  maketh  great  ioye,  and  mirthe  amonge. 
And  saith  :  ba  nowe  I  am  a  bridde. 
Ha  nowe  my  lace  may  ben  bid, 
Though  I  haue  lost  my  maidenbede, 
Sball  no  man  see  my  chekes  redę. 
Tbus  medletb  she  witb  ioye  wo. 
And  wiUi  her  sorowe  myrth  also  t 
80  that  of  loues  maladie 
She  maketh  dioers  melodie, 
And  saith  :  loue  is  a  wofull  blisse, 
*A  wisedome,  whiche  can'no  man  wisse, 
A  lustie  feuer,  a  wounde  sofie, 
This  notę  she  reherseth  o(Ve 
To  hem,  whiche  ynderstonde  hir  tale. 

Nowe  haue  I  of  this  nigbtyngale, 
Whiche  erfit  was  cleped  Philomene^ 
Tolde  all  that  euer  wolde  mene, 
Both  of  hir  formę,  and  of  hir  notę, 
Wherof  men  maie  the  storie  nutę. 
And  of  hir  sister  Progne  1  finde, 
How  she  was  tourned  out  of  kynde 
In  to  a  swalowe  swiile  of  wynge, 
Whiche  eke  in  winter  lieth  swownynga 
There  as  she  maie  no  thyng  be  sene. 
But  wban  tbe  wodde  is  wozen  grene. 
And  comen  is  the  sommer  tide, 
Than  fleeth  she  forth,  and  ginneth  to  chtde. 
And  chetereth  out  in  hir  langage, 
What  falsehede  is  in  mańage. 
And  telleth  in  a  maner  speche 
Of  Thereustbe  spouse  breobe: 
She  wol  not  in  tbe  wooddes  dwelle^ 
For  she  wolde  openlich  telle. 
And  eke  for  that  sbe  was  a  spouse, 
Amonge  the  folke  sbe  cometb  to  bouse. 
To  do  these  wiues  Tnderatonde 
The  fklshode  of  her  busbonde, 
Tbat  tbei  of  hem  beware  also. 
For  there  be  many  vntrewe  of  tho. 

Tbus  ben  the  sisters  briddes  botbe. 
And  ben  towarde  the  men  so  lothe, 
Tbat  tbei  ne  will  for  pure  shame 
To  nu  mans  hpnde  be  tamę. 
For  euer  it  d|velleth  in  her  mynde, 
Of  that  tbei  fonde  a  man  Tnkynde, 
And  that  was  fals  Thereua, 
If  suche  one  be  amonge  vs 
1  noŁe,  but  bis  condicion 
Men  saie  in  eueiy  region, 
Within  towne  and  eke  withouty 
Nowe  reigneth  comonly  about. 
And  natheles  in  remembrance 
I  will  declare,  what  vengeaDce 
The  goddes  hadden  hym  ordeined, 
Of  tbat  the  sisters  hadden  pleined. 
For  anont;  after  he  was  chaunged. 
And  frum  his  owne  kinde  straunged, 
A  lapwynke  madę  he  was. 
And  tbus  he  hoppeth  on  tbe  gras. 
And  on  his  beetl  there  stont  vp  rtght 
A  crest,  in  token  of  a  knight 
And  yet  Tuto  this  day,  men  seith, 
A  lapynke  ba^b  lo«t  his  feith. 
And  is  the  birde  falsest  of  all. 
Beware  my  soaqe  er  the  so  falK 
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For  a  tbon  be  of  nebe  doaine, 
To  get  of  loue  |yy  rauioe 
Tby  liut :  it  maie  the  falle  thus» 
Ab  it  befelle  Tbereus. 

My  &tber  god  forbede : 
Me  vere  leuer  be  fortrede 
With  wilde  borses,  and  to  drawe, 
Er  I  afeine  loue,  and  hb  lawę, 
Did  ouy  thjrng,  or  loade  or  still, 
Whiche  were  not  my  ladies  will. 
Men  sayen,  tbat  euery  loue  bath  dre<1e : 
So  folowetb  i  ty  tbat  I  hir  drede, 
For  I  birlooe,  and  who  so  dredeth, 
To  please  bis  loue  and  serue  hym  nedetb. ' 
Thos  maie  ye  knowe  by  tbig  skill, 
That  IK3  ranine  doone  I  will 
A^ine  hir  will,  by  snche  a  weye. 
Bot  wbile  I  liue,  I  will  obeye* 
Abydynge  on  bir  courtesie, 
If  aoy  mercy  wolde  bir  plie. 

For  thy  my  fatber,  as  of  tbis 
I  «ote  nought  1  haae  do  ainisse* 
But  laithermore  I  you  beseche, 
Some  other  pointę  that  ye  nie  tecbe, 
Andasketh  fortheif  tbere  be  ought, 
That  I  niaie  be  tbe  better  toagbt. 

Yinat  Tfc  ex  spoliis  grandi  qaam  siepe  tumultu, 
dno  graditur,  populus  latroperarget  iter: 

5ic  amor  ex  casu  poterit,  qoo  capere  prsedam, 
Si  locus  est  aptus,  cietera  nulla  timet. 

Hic  loqoiti]T  super  illa  cupiditatis  specie,  qnam 
fortnm  Yocant,  cuius  ministri  alicuius  legis  of- 
fensam  non  metuentes  tam  in  amoris  causa 
qaam  aliter,  suam  quam  saepe  oonscientiam 
oflenduBt. 

Whan  Couetise  ijł  ponre  estate 

6tont  with  hym  selfe  vpon  debatę, 

Tbrough  lacke  of  bis  misgouemance, 

That  be  vnto  his  sustenance 

Ne  can  no  nother  waie  6nde 

Tb  get  hym  good :  than  as  the  blindę 

Which  seetb  nought,  what  shal  after  fali, 

That  ilke  Tice,  whiche  men  cali 

Of  Robbery,  be  taketh  on  hondę, 

Whemf  by  water  and  by  londe 

Of  thyng,  whiche  other  men  beswjrnke, 

He  getteth  bym  clotlie,  metę,  and  drinke : 

Hym  retcbeth  nought,  what  be  begynne 

Through  thefte,  so  that  be  maie  wynne. 

For  tby  to  make  hi9  purchaas 

He  Iłeth  awaytende  on  the  paas, 

AodwhaŁ  thyng  tbat  he  seetb  tber  passe, 

He  taketh  his  parte,  or  morę  or  lasse, 

If  it  be  worthy  to  be  take : 

He  can  the  pakkes  well  ransake, 

So  prioely  bearetb  nonę  aboute 

Bis  gdde,  that  he  ne  fint  it  oute, 

Or  other  iewell  what  U  bee, 

He  taketh  it  as  his  propretee, 

In  wooddes,  and  in  feldes  eke, 

Thos  robbery  goth  to  seke, 

Wbere  as  he  maie  his  purchas  finde. 

And  right  so  in  the  same  kinde. 
My  good  sonę  as  thou  might  here, 
To  speke  of  loue  in  this  mattere. 
And  make  a  Tcry^resembłaoce, 
l^bt  w  a  thefe  inaketh  his  chieuesance, 


And  robbeth  mens  gooddes  aboute, 

In  woodde  and  felde,  wbere  he  gotb  oute» 

So  bene  tbere  of  these  louers  somme 
In  wilde  stedes,  wbere  thei  come, 
And  finden  there  a  woman  able, 
And  therto  płace  cooenable, 
Withouten  leue,  er  tbat  thei  fere, 
Thcitake  a  parte  of  tbat  cbaffiire, 
Ye  thongh  she  were  a  shepeherdesse, 
Yet  woli  the  lorde  of  wantonnesse 
Assaie,  alł  though  she  be  vnmete. 
For  other  mens  good  ts  swete. 
But  therąf  wote  nothyng  the  wife 
At  borne,  whiche  loueth  as  hi^  life 
Hir  lorde,  and  sit  all  daie  wisshynge 
After  hir  lordes  borne  comynge, 
But  whan  that  he  oometh  home  at  eue, 
Anone  be  maketh  his  wife  belene. 
For  she  nought  els  shulde  knowe, 
He  telleth  hir,  how  his  bunt  hatb  blow, 
And  howe  his  houiides  haue  well  ronne>^ 
And  howc  there  shone  a  mery  sonne. 
And  howo  his  hawkes  flowen  wele : 
Bot  he  wol  tetłe  bir  neuer  a  dele, 
Howe  he  to  loue  yntrewe  was, 
Of  that  he  robbed  in  the  pas. 
And  toke  bis  lost  Tnder  the  shawe 
Ageyne  luue,  and  ageyne  bis  1awe« 

Whiche  tbyng  my  sonne  1  tbe  forbede. 
For  it  is  an  vngoodly  dede. 
For  who  tbat  taketh  by  robberie 
His  loue,  be  maie  not  iuttifte 
His  cause:  and  so  foli  oft  sithe, 
For  ones  that  he  bath  ben  blithei 
He  sball  ben  after  sorie  thries. 
Examples  for  suche  robberies 
I  finde  written  as  thou  shait  here 
Accordende  vnto  this  matere* 

Hic  ]oquitur  contra  istos  in  amoris  causa  prie-* 
dones,  qni  cum  suam  furtiue  concupiscentiam 
aspirant,  fortuna  in  contrarium  operator.  Et 
narrat,  quod  cum  Neptunus  quandam  virginem 
nomine  Cornicem  solam  iuxta  marę  deambn* 
lantem  opprimere  suo  fiirto  yoluisset,  snperoe» 
niens  Pallas  ipsam  de  manibus  eius,  virginitate 
seruata  gratius  liberauit 

1  REDY  how  wbtlom  was  a  maide, 
The  fairest,  as  Ouide  saide, 
Whiche  was  in  hir  tyme  tho. 
And  she  was  of  the  obamberalso 
Of  Pallas,  whiche  is  the  goddesse. 
And  wife  to  Mars,  of  whorae  prowesse 
Is  youe  to  thęse  worthy  knigbtes. 
For  he  is  of  so  great  mightes, 
That  he  gooerneth  the  bataile, 
Withouten  hym  maie  nought  auaile 
Tbe  stronge  hondę,  but  he  it  helpe, 
Tliere  maie  no  knight  of  armes  yclpe» 
But  hefight  ynder  his  banerc; 
But  nowe  to  speke  of  my  matere, 
This  faire  fressbe  lostie  maie, 
Alone  as  she  went  on  a  daie 
Upon  the  stronde  for  to  plaie, 
There  came  Neptunos  in  the  waie, 
Whiche  bath  the  sea  in  gouemance, 
And  in  his  herte  suche  plesance 
He  toke,  whan  he  this  maiden  sigh^ 
That  all  his  bert  aros  on  high. 
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For  hB  10  lodeDliclie  wuwne 
Bebeld  the  beautoe,  tbat  she  bare. 
And  cast  anone  wiihin  his  b«rte, 
Tb#t  she  bym  shali  oo  waie  asterte. 
But  if  be  take  in  auantage 
Fró  thilke  maide  somiDe  piliage, 
Kought  of  the  broocbes  ne  the  rjngts. 
But  of  some  other  smalę  thynges, 
He  tbougbt  parte,  er  tbat  be  wcDt: 
Adó  bir  in  botbe  bis  armes  bent, 
And  put  bis  hondę  towarde  tbecofie, 
"Where  to  robbe  be  madę  a  profre, 
Tbat  Ittstte  treasour  fur  to  steale, 
Wbiohe  passeth  other  goodes  felc, 
And  cłeped  is  the  maidenbead. 
Wbiche  istbe  ^oure  of  womanhead. 

Tbis  maide,  whicbe  Comtx  by  name 
Was  bote,  dredynge  all  sbame, 
8igb,  tbat  she  might  noiight  debatę  s 
And  well  she  wist,  be  wokłe  algate 
faiaile  his  luste  of  robberie: 
Anone  began  to  wepe  and  crie. 
And  saide:  O  Pallas  noble  qaeae, 
Sbewe  nowe  thy  might,  and  let  be  sene^ 
To  kepe  and  saae  myn  bouoor, 
Helpe  tbat  I  lese  nonght  my  floure, 
Wbiohe  nowe  viKier  thy  key  is  loke. 

Tbat  worde  was  not  so  soone  spoke^ 
Wban  Pallas  tbope  recoatre 
After  the  wille  and  the  desir» 
Of  bir,  wbiche  a  miude  was : 
And  sodeioly  vpon  this  cas,, 
Out  of  bir  wumanlicbe  kinde 
In  to  a  briddeą  likenes  I  finde, 
She  was  transformed  forth  wtthall^ 
So  tbat  Neptunus  notbyng  stall 
Of  snob  tbyng  tbat  be  wolde  baoe  stoJe. 

Włtb  fethers  blacke  as  any  cole 
Out  of  bis  armes  in  a  throwe 
She  fleth  before  bis  eien  a  crowe, 
Wbiche  was  to  bir  a  morę  delite. 
To  kepe  hir  maidenbead  wbite, 
ITndęr  tbe  wede  of  fethers  black^i 
]n  perles  wbite  tban  forsake 
Tbat  DO  life  maie  restore  agayne. 

Biit  tbis  Meptane  bis  bertę  in  yayne 
Hatb  vpon  robberie  sette. 
Tbe  brld  is  flowe»  and  be  was  let, 
Tbe  &ire  maide  is  bym  escaped, 
Wberof  for  euer  be  was  bełaped, 
And  scomed  of  tbat  be  hatb  lorę. 

My  sonne  be  tbou  ware  tberfore^ 
Tbat  tbou  no  maidenbead  stele, 
Wberof  men  see  diseases  fele, 
Tbat  baue  bappened  in  sondrie  wtsen 
|lo  as  I  shall  tbe  yet  deuise 
Another  tale  tbervpon» 
Wbiche  feUe  by  olde  daies  gone. 

Hio  ponit  ezemptam  contra  istos  in  causa  yirgini- 
tatis  lese  per  predones,  et  narrat  quo4  cum  Ca- 
listo  regis  Licbaoois  roire  pulcbritudinis  filia, 
suam  Tirginitatem  Dianę  oonseruandam  castis- 
sima  Touiiset,  Et  in  siluara,  que  Tegea  dicitur, 
inter  alias  ibidem  nymphas  moraturam  se 
transtulisset,  lupiter  TJrginis  castitatem  subtili 
furto  surripiens,  queodam  filium,  qui  postea 
Arcbas  nominatus  est,  ex  ea  genuit,  vnde  luno 
ąo  Calistonem  seuiens,  eius  polcbritudinem  io 


Yrse  turpissime  MonuttiUm  ^aabite 
gurauit. 

Kynoe  Lłcbaon  Tpon  his  wife 

A  daughter  bad,  a  goodly  life. 

And  cleoe  maiden  of  worthy  fiśme^ 

Calistuna  whose  rigbt  name 

Was  cleped,  and  of  many  a  lorde 

She  was  liesougbty  but  hir  accorde 

To  loue  might  no  roan  wynne, 

As  she,  wbiche  hatb  no  lust  therinn^ 

But  swore  within  hir  bertę,  and  saide, 

l'hat  she  woli  euer  ben  a  maide.  ' 

Wherfore  to  kepe  hir  selfe  in  pces 

With  suche  as  Amadriades 

Werę  cleped  woodmaidens  tho, 

A.nd  with  the  nympbes  eke  also, 

Upon  tbe  sprynge  of  fressbe  welles, 

Sbe  shope  to  dwclle,  and  no  wbere  ellea* 

And  thus  came  this  CalUtooa 

Into  the  woodde  of  Tegea, 

Wbere  sbe  virginitee  bebight 

Unto  Dianę,  and  tberto  piight 

Hir  trouth  vpou  tbe  bowes  grene^ 

To  kepe  bir  maidenbead  clene. 

Wbiche  aflerwarde  rpon  a  daie 

Was  priue liche  stole  awaie. 

For  lupiter  throngb  bis  ąueintise 

Prom  hir  it  toke  In  suche  a  wise» 

That  sodenlłcbe  foorth  witball 

Hir  wombe  arose,  and  she  to  twall, 

So  that  it  might  not.be  bid 

And  therypon  it  is  betid, 

That  Dianę,  whicbe  it  herde  tell* 

In  priue  place  vnto  a  welle, 

With  Nympbes  al  a  companie 

Was  ćome,  and  in  a  ragerie 

She  saide,  tbat  she  bathe  wolde. 

And  bad  that  cuery  maiden  sholde 

With  hir  all  naked  bathe  also. 

And  tbo  began  thp  priuie  wo, 

Calistona  wex  redę  for  shame: 

But  thei  that  knewe  not  the  gamę. 

To  whom  no  suche  tbyng  was  beikll^ 

Anone  thei  madę  hem  naked  all,^ 

As  thei  notbyng  wolde  hide. 

But  she  witlidrewe  hir  euer  aside. 

And  netheles  in  the  floode, 

Wbere  that  Diaąa  hir  selfe  stoode^ 

She  tbougbt  to  oome  vnpereeiued: 

But  tberof  she  was  all  deceiued. 

For  wban  she  came  a  litell  nigbe^ 

And  that  Diana  bir  wombe  sighe, 

She  said :  awaie  tbou  foule  b^t. 

For  thyne  astate  is  not  bonest 

This  cliast  water  for  to  tooche. 

For  tbou  hast  take  suche  a  touebe, 

Wbiche  neuer  maie  ben  hole  ageyne. 

And  thus  gotb  sbe,  whicbe  was  forleine, 

With  shame,  and  the  Nympbes  fledde^ 

Till  wban  tbat  naturę  bir  spedde, 

Tbat  of  a  sonne,  whicbe  Arcbas 

Was  named,  sbe  deliuered  was. 

And  tbo  luno,  whicbe  was  the  wifis 
Of  lupiter  (wrothe  and  bastife 
In  purpose  for  to  do  vengeaunce) 
Came  forthe  vpon  Uulke  chaunce^ 
And  so  Calistona  she  spake. 
And  set  Tpon  hir  many  a  lacka 
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Andflaid;  a  niBwe  Aon  arie  take» 

Tbat  tboa  tby  wąrke  migbt  not  fonake. 

A  Ummi  Tngoodly  hypocńte, . 

Thou  art  greatly  for  to  wite. 

Bat  Dowe  tboa  sbalt  fuU  sore  abie 

That  illce  steltbe  of  micberie, 

Tbat  tboa  bast  botb  take  and  do, 

Wberof  tby  fieuler  Licbao 

Shall  not  be  glad,  wban  be  it  vote, 

Of  tbat  his  doaghter  was  so  bote, 

Tbat  sbe  hath  broken  hir  cbast  Yowe : 

Bot  I  tbe  sball  chastise  nowe, 

Thy  great  beaatee  sball  be  tornedy 

Throogb  whiche  that  thou  hast  be  mestonied» 

Thy  laice  Ironte,  tby  eten  graye 

I  ihaU  hem  chaonge  in  otber  waye, 

And  a]l  tbe  feture  of  tby  face 

In  suche  a  wise  I  shatl  deface, 

That  eaery  man  the  sball  forbeare. 

With  that  tbe  likenes  ef  a  beare 

She  toke,  and  was  forshapen  anone. 

Witbin  a  tyme  and  thervpon 

Befelle,  tbat  witb  a  bowe  in  hondę, 

To  honte  and  gamę  for  to  fonde 

In  to  thut  woodde  goth  to  plaie 

Hir  sonne  Arehas,  and  in  his  waie 

It  bappeth  that  this  beare  came. 

And  whan  that  he.  good  hede  name» 

Where  that  be  stode  Tnder  the  boagh, 

Sbe  knewe  bym  well,  and  to  bym  drougfa, 

For  thongh  abe  had  hir  ibrme  lore, 

Tlie  loue  was  nought  lost  therfore, 

Whicbe  kinde  hath  set  vnder  his  lawę. 

Wban  sbe  vnder  tbe  woodde  shawe 

Hir  chikle  beheld,  she  was  so  glad, 

Tbat  she  with  botb  hir  armes  sprad, 

As  thongh  abe  were  in  womanhed, 

Toirard  bytn  oome,  and  toke  none  hede 

Of  that  he  berę  a  bowe  bente, 

Aod  be  with  that  an  arowe  hath  hent^ 

And  gan  to  teise  it  in  bis  bowe, 

As  be  tbat  can  none  other  knowe. 

But  tbat  it  was  a  beste  wilde.   ' 

Bat  lopiter,  whicbe  wolde  shilde 
Tbe  moder,  and  the  sonne  also»- 
Ordeineth  for  hem  botb  two, 
Tbat  thei  for  euer  were  saue. 

Bat  thna  my  sonne  thou  might  haoe 
Eosample,  bowe  that  it  is  to  flee^ 
To  robbe  the  Tirginitee 
Of  a  yonge  innocent  aweye. 
And  oaer  this  by  other  weye, 
In  otde  bokea  as  I  redę 
Sache  robberie  is  for  to  drede. 
And  namliche  of  thi Ike  gpod, 
Whicbe  eaery  woman  tbat  is  good, 
Besireth  for  to  kepe  and  holde, 
As  whilome  was  by  daies  olde. 
For  if  tboo  berę  my  tale  wele 
Of  that  was  tho,  thou  might  somdele 
.Of  olde  ensamples  taken  hede, 
Howe  tbat  the  floure  of  inaidenhede 
Was  thilke  tyme  holde  in  pris: 
And  so  it  was,  and  so  it  is, 
Aml  so  it  sball  lor  euer  stonde: 
Aod  for  thou  sbalt  it  rnderstonde, 
Nowe  herken  a  tale  nexte  sewende 
Ho«(g  maidenhede  is  to  commende^ 

Hio  loquitar  de  vii«uutatifl  comneiidatioiie,  Tbi 


dicit,  quod  nnper  Imperatoras  ob  tanti  Btfttul 
dignitatem  yirgiiubns  cedebant  in  via* 

Of  Romę  amonge  tbe  gestes  olde 
I  finde,  howe  that  Valery  tolde, 
Tbat  what  man  was  tho  emperour 
Of  korne,  he  sbulde  done  honour 
To  tbe  virgin,  and  in  the  weye,     . 
Where  he  hir  metę,  be  sbulde  obeye 
In  worship  of  virg>nitee, 
Whicbe  was  tho  a  great  dignitee, 
Nought  oneliche  of  the  womeu  tbo^ 
But  of  the  chaste  men  also 
It  was  commended  oueralL 
And  for  to  speke  in  speciall, 
Touchend  of  men  ensample  I  finde. 

Hic  loąuitur  ąualiter  Phirinus  iuuenum  IflumS 
pulcberrimas,  vt  illesam  suam  virginitatem  coa- 
seruaret,  ambos  oculoa  eruens  vultus  ni  deoD* 
wm  abhominabilepD  constituit. 

Pbibinus,  whicbe  was  of  mans  kinde 
Aboue  all  otber  the  faireste 
Of  Romę,  and  eke  the  comliest: 

That  well  was  hir,  whicbe  bym  might 
Beholde,  and  haue  of  bym  a  sight. 
Thus  was  he  tempted  ofte  8ore» 
But  for  he  wolde  be  no  morę 
Amonge  the  women  so  coueited, 
The  beautee  of  his  face  streited 
He  hath,  and  put  out  bothe  bis  cieil> 
That  all  women »  whicbe  it  se^ne, 
Tban  afterwar()e  cf  bym  ne  rought* 
And  thus  his  maidenhead  he  boughti 

So  may  I  proue  wel  for  thy, 
Aboue  all  otber  voder  tbe  sky, 
That  maidenhead  is  for  to  preise. 
Wbo  that  the  Tertues  wolde  peise, 
Whicbe,  as  the  Apocalipsis  recordeth^ 
To  Christe  in  heuen  best  accordeth: 
So  may  it  shewe  well  tberfore, 
As  I  haue  tolde  it  here  to  fore, 
In  heuen,  and  eke  in  ertb  also, 
It  is  accepte  to  bothe  two. 
Out  of  his  flesshe  a  man  to  liue, 
Gregorie  hath  this  ensample  yeue. 
And  saith :  it  shall  rather  be  tolde> 
Liche  to  ao  angell  many  folde, 
Tban  to  the  life  of  mans  kinde, 
There  is  no  reason  for  to  finde. 
But  onely  througb  tbe  grace  aboue, 
In  flesshe  without  flesshely  loue 
A  man  to  liue  chaste  here. 
And  nethełes  a  man  maie  here 
Of  suche,  that  haue  bene  er  this. 
And  yet  there  bene,  but  for  it  is 
A  vertue,  whicbe  is  selden  wonne: 
Nowe  I  this  matter  haue  begonnoi 
I  thynke  tellen  ouer  morę, 
Whicbe  is  my  sonne  for  tby  lore, 
If  that  the  listę  to  taken  hede. 
To  trete  vpon  the  maidenhede. 

Vt  rosa  de  spinis  spineto  preualet  orta> 
Et  lilii  flores  cespite  plura  valent: 

Sic  sibi  yirginitas  carnis  sponsalia  yincit^ 
Aeternos  fletus  ąuse  sine  labę  parit. 

Tif  B  boke  seith,  that  a  mans  life 
Upoa  knightbode  in  a  warre  and  strift 
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U  set  amongie  bis  mnemiesy 

Tbe  freylc  flesihe,  whote  oatare  It 

Ay  redy  for  to  spurpe  and  hUt 

Tb^  flrst  foman  is  of  all. 

For  thilke  warre  is  redy  aie^^ 

It  warrcth  night,  \t  warreth  da2e» 

So  that  a  man  hath  neuer  resŁ. 

For  thy  U  thilke  knight  tbe  best, 

Tbrottgh  might  and  grace  of  gods  sonde^ 

Whiche  tbat  bataile  maie  withstonde, 

Wherof  yet  dwelleth  tbe  memorie 

Of  hem,  that  gotne  tym  ca  tbe  yictorie 

Of  thilke  deadly  warre  hadden : 

The  hi)cb  prowesae,  whiche  thei  1adden» 

"Wherof  the  soule  stode  amendcd, 

Vpon  this  erthe  it  is  commeoded. 


Hio  loqnitur,  qiialit6r  Yalentiniantit  imperatori 
cum  ipse  octogenarius  pliires  proaincias  Romano 
Impeńo  belliger  subiugauit,  dixit  ae  tuper  om- 
■ia  magis  gaudere  de  eo,  que  contra  sue  caruis 
concupiscentiam  victoriam  optinuisset,  nam  et 
ipse  virgo  omutbv8  diebos  vite  si^e  caatissioiuą 
^nnansit 

An  empcrotir  by  olde  daies 
Tbere  was,  and  be  at  all  assaies 
A  wortbie  knight  was  of  his  hondę, 
Tbere  was  nonę  suche  in  all  t(ie  londe, 
Sut  yet  for  all  his  vassetlage, 
He  stode  vnwedded  all  bis  age. 
And  hi  cronike  as  it  is  toldc, 
He  was  an  hundr^  wynter  oldob 
3ut  whan  men  wolde  his  dedes  peise, 
And  his  knightbode  of  armes  preise, 
Of  that  be  did  with  his  hondes, 
"Whan  be  the  kynges  of  tbe  londes 
To  his  subiection  put  ynder: 
Of  all  that  preise  hath  he  no  wonder. 
For  he  it  set  of  nonę  accounte,  • 
And  said,  all  tbat  maie  not  amounte 
Ayens  a  point,  whiche  he  hath  nome, 
Tbat  he  bis  tosbe  hath  ouercome. 
He  was  a  firgine,  as  he  saide. 
On  tbat  bataile  his  pris  he  laide. 

Lo  nowe  my  sonpe  auise  thee. 

Ye  iader  all  this  maie  weU  bee. 
But  if  all  other  dede  so, 
Tbe  woride  of  men  were  soone  ago. 
And  in  the  lawę  a  man  maie  finde, 
Howe  god  to  man  by  wey  of  kinde 
Hath  set  the  workle  to  multiplie. 
And  who  that  woli  hym  iustifie, 
It  is  eaough  to  do  tbe  lawę. 
And  nethelca  yonr  good  sawe 
łs  good  to  kepe,  who  so  maie, 
1  wol  naught  tbere  ayen  say  naic. 

My  sonne  take  it  as  I  saye, 
If  raaidenhead  be  take  awaye» 
Withoat  lawes  ordiiiaunce, 
It  may  not  foile  of  yengeaimce. 

And  if  thou  woltę  the  soth  witten, 
Beholde  a  tą^e,  the  wbiche  is  written 
Howe  that  the  kynge  Agamemnon, 
Whan  he  the  citee  of  Lesbon 
Hath  worine,  a  maiden  tbere  he  fonde, 
Whiche  was  tbe  fajrest  of  the  londe, 
łn  thilke  fyme,  that  men  wist 
He  to|i;e  of  Uur  wbat  (lym  ii^t 


Of  thyng,  whiche  was  most  preciotf, 
Wherof  tbat  sbe  was  daungeroua, 
This  faire  maide  cleped  is 
Chryseis,  tbe  donghter  of  Chrisis* 
Whiche  was  that  tyme  in  speciall 
Of  thilke  tempie  principall, 
Where  Pbebos  bad  his  sacrifice: 
So  was  it  well  the  morę  vice. 

Agamemnon  was  tban  in  waye' 
To  Troiwarde,  and  toke  a  waya 
This  maiden,  wbiche  be  with  bym  lad, 
So  great  lust  in  hir  be  bad. 

Bnt  Phebus,  wbich  batb  great  disdain^ 
Of  thal  bis  maiden  was  forlaJD, 
Anone  as  he  to  Troie  came, 
Yengeance  ypon  this  dede  he  name^ 
And  sent  a  commune  pestilence. 

Thei  songhten  tban  ber  eaidence. 
And  maden  calciilacion, 
Tó  knowe  in  wbat  condicion 
This  detb  cam  iii  so  sodeoly. 

And  at  laste  redily 
Tbe  cause  and  eke  tbe  man  thei  foiidl% 
And  forth  with  ai  tbe  samfe  stoonde 
Agamemnon  opposed  was, 
Wbiche  hath  knoirea  all  the  cas 
Of  the  folie,  whiche  be  hath  wrougfa^s 
And  thervpon  mercy  thei  sougbt 
Toward  the  god  in  sondrie  wise 
With  prayer  and  with  sacrifice. 

Tbe  maiden  home  ayepe  thei  sende* 
And  yafe  bir  good  enough  to  spende 
For  euer  whiles  sbe  wolde  liue. 
And  thus  the  sinne  was  forgyue^ 
And  ali  the  pestilence  se«ed. 

Lo  wbat  it  is  to  ben  encreced 
Of  loue,  whiche  19  ylle  wonne. 
It  were  better  nougbl  b^ionne, 
Thaii  take  a  thyng  witbout  leua, 
Whiche  thou  must  after  nedes  leuc» 
And  yet  bane  maugre  foitb  with  aU. 
For  thy  to  robben  ouer  all 
In  loues  cause  if  thou  begynoe, 
I  not  wbat  ease  tkoa  sbalt  wynne. 
My  sonne  be  well  ware  of  tbia. 
For  thus  of  robbery  it  ii. 

My  ftither  your  exemplaria 
In  loues  cause  of  robberie, 
I  baue  it  light  well  vnderstonde. 
But  ouer  this  howe  so  it  stonde, 
Yet  wol  I  wite  of  your  apprise, 
Wbat  thyng  is  morę  of  couetise. 

Insidiando  latens  tempus  rimatnr  et  borem 
Fur  qnibus  occnlto  tenpore  furta  pacat^ 

Sic  amor  insidiis  Tacat,  et  sub  tegmine  ludos 
Prendere  furtiuos  nocte  fauente  qiieat. 

Hic  tractat  syper  ii  la  cupiditatis  specie,  quas  se^ 
cretum  latrocinium  dicitur,  cuius  natura  custo^ 
die  rerum  nesciente  ea  que  cupit,'tam  per  diem 
quam  per  noctem  absque  strepitu  clanculo  fo- 
ratur. 

With  couetise  yet  J  finde 
A  seniant  of  tbe  same^kinde, 
Whiche  stelth  is  hote,  and  micberie 
With  hym  is  euer  in  companie. 
Of  whom  if  I  shall  telle  sootbe, 
He  stallfLet^  aa  a  peoocke  doothe, 
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And  taketh  bis  preie  90  coaerte^ 

That  no  men  wote  it  in  aperte. 

For  whan  he  wote  the  lorilc  from  honie, 

Tban  woli  he  stalke  about^nd  come. 

And  what  thjog  he  fint  in  his  wey, 

Whan  tbat  be  seeth  the  men  awey., 

He  stealeth  it,  and  goth  forth  witball, 

Tbat  tberof  DO  Bian  knowe  shall : 

And  eke  fuli  ofte  he  goth  a  night, 

WiŁhout  moooe  or  sterre  light. 

Aod  with  bis  crahe  the  dore  ▼npiketh, 

Aod  laketb  therin  what  bym  liketb. 

Aod  if  tbe  dore  be  so  shette» 

Tbat  he  i>e  oF  bis  eatre  lette> 

He  will  in  at  tbe  wyodowe  crepe 

Aod  while  tbe  lorde  is  fa^  a  slepe,- 

He  stełetb,  wbat  tbyng  bym  best  list. 

And  goth  bis  wey  er  it  be  wist. 

Fuli  ofte  al»>  by  light  of  dale, 

Yet  woli  he  steale^  and  make  asaaie : 

Uoder  the  oote  his  hondę  be  put^ 

Till  he  the  mans  purs  haue  cut^ 

And  rifley  that  be  fint  tberin: 

And  thua  he  auntreth  hyin  to  wyn, 

Aod  beareth  an  horn,  and  nocight  ne  blowcth 

For  DO  man  of  bis  cooosaile  knowetb, 

Wbat  be  maie  gett«  of  bis  micbynge, 

It  u  all  bille  ynder  tbe  wynge. 

Aod  as  an  hoande  that  goth  to  folde 

Aod  hath  there  take  wbat  he  wolde» 

His  moatb  Tpon  the  gras  he  wipetb, 

Aod  to  with  feigned  chere  bym  slipeth, 

tlat  what  as  euer  of  shepe  be  strangle, 

Tbere  ts  no  man  tberof  shall  iangle^ 

Aod  forto  knówe  who  it  dede 

I^ifbt  so  dothe  stelthe  in  euery  stede, 

Where  as  bym  list  his  preie  take^ 

He  can  so  well  bis  cause  make. 

And  so  well  feigne,  and  so  well  glosę, 

That  there  ne  sliaił  no  man  suppow^ 

Bot  that  he  were  an  innocent. 

Aod  thns  a  maoa  eie  he  blent, 

Sothatthis  crafte  I  maie  remeua 

Witbonlen  faeipe  of  any  meue. 

Tbeie  be  louers  of  that  degree^ 
^che  all  ber  lost  in  priuetee, 
Al  who  saith  getten  all  by  stelth, 
Andoile  atteinen  to  great  welthy 
As  for  the  ty  me  tbat  it  łasteth. 
For  lone  away  teth  euer,  and  castcth 
Ho«e  be  maie  stele,  snd  catche  his  praie, 
Vbaa  he  therto  maie  ^nde  a  way. 
For  be  it  night,  or  be  it  daie, 
He  taketh  bis  parte,  whan  that  be  maie. 
Aod  if  be  maie  no  morę  do, 
Yet  woli  be  stele  fi  cosse  or  two. 

My  sonoe  wbat  saist  thou  therto  ? 
Telle  if  thou  didst  euer  so  ? 
%  &ther  bow  ?     My  sonne  thass 
"thoa  hast  stole  any  cosse, 
Of  other  thyng,  whiclie  therto  longetb. 
For  no  man  suclie  theues  bongcth  : 
Telle  on  for  thy,  and  saitli  tbe  troath. 

My  father  naye,  and  that  is  routb. 
For  by  my  wille,  I  am  a  thefe, 
B«t  she,  that  is  to  me  most  lefe 
T^et  durst  I  nener  in  priuetee 
^'ooght  ones  Uke  hir  by  the  knee 
To  steale  of  hir,  or  this.  or  that : 
*«»d  if  l  dorst,  I  wwtc  well  what. 


>And  netheles  but  if  I  lie,- 

By  stelth  ne  by  robberie 

Of  looe,  whiche  fell  in  my  thought, 

^0  hir  did  I  neuer  nought.  > 

But  as  men  seyne,  where  herte  is  failed^ 

There  shall  nu  castell  be  assaiiedk 

]But  thongh  I  had  hertes  ten^ 

And  were  as  stronge  as  all  men, 

Tf  I  lie  not  myn  owne  man, 

And  dare  not  vsen,  that  t  can, 

I  maie  my  selfe  not  recouere, 

Though  I  be  man  neuer  so  pouere* 

t  beare  an  herte,  and  hirs  it  fs 

60  that  me  faileth  wit  in  this. 

Ho  we  that  I  sbulde  of  myne  accorde 

Tbe  seruant  lede  ayenst  the  lorde. 

For  if  my  foote  wolde  owhere  go, 

Or  that  my  hondę  wolde  els  do, 

Wbat  that  my  łierte  is  there  agaiaO} 

Tbe  remenaot  is  all  in  vałQe> 

And  thus  me  lacketh  all  wele^ 

And  yet  ne  dare  t  nothyng  stele 

Of  thyng,  whiche  longetb  Tuto  louei 

And  eke  it  is  so  high  aboue, 

I  maie  not  well  therto  areche. 

But  if  so  be  a  ty  me  of  speche 

Fuli  selde,  if  tban  I  stele  małe 

A  wołde  or  two,  aod  go  my  watę. 

Betwixte  hir  high  estate  aod  me 

Comparison  there  maie  uone  be  : 

So  that  I  fele,  and  well  I  wote, 

Ali  is  to  heuy  and  to  hote  / 

To  set  on  hondę  without  leue^ 

And  thus  I  mot  algate  )eue 

To  stele,  that  I  maie  oot  take^ 

And  in  this  wk^e  I  mote  forsake 

To  ben  a  thefe  ayen  my  wille 

Of  thyng^  whiche  I  ipaie  not  fulfille. 

For  that  serpent,  whiche  neuer  slept, 
The  flees  of  golde  so  well  ne  kepte 
In  Colchos,  as  the  tale  is  tolde, 
That  my  lady  a  tboosand  folde 
Nis  better  zemed,  and  bewaked, 
Where  she  be  cloched,  or  be  naked^ 
To  kepe  hir  body  night  ahd  daie 
She  hath  a  wardein  redy  aie, 
Which  is  so  wounderfull  a  wigM, 
That  bym  ne  maie  no  mans  might 
With  swerd,  ne  with  no  wepon  daunte, 
Ne  with  no  sleight  of  charme  enchant, 
Wherof  he  might  be  madę  tamę, 
Aiid  Danger  is  bis  right  name, 
Whiche  vnder  locke,  and  vnder  key, 
That  no  man  may  it  stele  awey, 
Hath  al  the  tresour  vnder  (bngey 
Tbat  vnto  loue  maie  belonge: 
The  lest  lokynge  of  hir  eye 
Maie  not  be  8tol.e,  if  he  it  sey. 
And  who  so  grntcbeth  for  so  lite, 
He  wold  soone  set  a  wite 
On  bym,  that  wolde  stele  more^ 
Aiłd  that  me  greueth  wonder  sorc. 
For  this  prouerbfi  is  euer  newe^ 
That  stronge  lock  es  maken  trewe       ^ 
Of  hem  that  wolden  stele  and  pikę. 
For  so  wel  can  thisre  no  man  slike 
By  bym  ne  by  no  otber  mene. 
To  whom  Danger  ivol  yeuc  or  lene 
Of  that  tresour  he  hath  to  kepe.: 
So  though  1  wold  stalke  and  crepe, 
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BesKles  bir  bedcJes  head  sbou«, 
^nd  with  the  clothes  of  hir  loue 
She  hilled  all  hir  bedde  aboote: 
And  he,  whrche  notbyng  had  in  dontCy 
Hir  wimple  wondeaboute  bischcke,' 
Hir  kyrteil,  and  hir  mantell  eke, 
Abrode  vpon  his  bedde  be  spredde : 
And  thus  Łhei  slepen  bothe  a  bedde* 
WhaŁ  of  trauaile,  wbat  of  winę,- 
The  seruantes  lik«  to  dronken  swiae 
Began  for  to  route  feste. 
Tbis  Faunus,  whiche  his  stelth  cast. 
Was  than  comen  to  the  caue, 
^And  fonde  thei  were  all  saue 
Without  noyse,  and  in  be  went, 
The  derkę  night  his  sigbt  blent. 
And  yet  it  happed  bym  to  go, 
Where  loleu  a  bedde  tho 
Was  layde  alone  for  to  siepe, 
Bnt  for  be  wolde  take  kepe, 
Wbose  bedde  it  was,  he  madę  assaie. 
And  of  a  lion  where  he  laie 
The  cote  be  founde,  and  eke  be  feletłk 
The  mace,  and  than  his  herte  keletb, 
That  tbere  durst  be  not  abide. 
But  śtalketh  vpon  etiery  side. 
And  sougbt  about  witli  his  hondę, 
That  uther  bedde  tyli  that  he  foude, 
Where  laie  bewympled  a  Tisage  : 
Tho  was  he  glad  in  his  couroge. 
For  be  hir  kirtell  fonde  aiso. 
And  eke  hir  mantell  both  two 
Bespred  vpon  the  bed  nlofte. 
He  madę  bym  naked  than,  and  softe 
Into  the  bed  vnivare  he  creptc, 
Where  Hercnles  that  tyme  slepte^ 
And  wende  well  it  were  sbe. 
And  thus  in  stede  of  lole 
A  nonę  be  profreth  bym  to  lone. 
Bnt  he,  whiche  feite  a  man  aboue, 
Tbis  Hercules  bym  threwe  to  grounda 
So  sore,  that  tbei  haue  hjrm  fouude 
Łyggende  there  vpon  thć  morowe. 
And  tho  was  nonght  a  litell  soVowe, 
That  Faunus  of  bym  selfe  madę. 
But  els  tbei  were  all  glade. 
And  lough  hym  to  scome  abonte. 
Saba  with  Nymphes  all  a  route. 
Came  downe  to  loke  howe  it  ferde : 
And  whan  that  thei  the  soth  herde, 
He  was  beiaped  ouerall. 

My  sonne  be  thou  ware  with  all 
To  seche  suche  micheries. 
But  if  thou  baue  the  better  aspies, 
In  aunter  tf  the  so  betide, 
As  Faunus  did  thilketide: 
Wherof  thou  might  be  shamed  so. 

Myn  holy  fader  certes  no. 
Rut  if  I  had  right  $?ood  leue. 
Suche  micherie  I  thinke  leue, 
My  faynt  herte  woli  not  serue* 
For  mangre  wolde  1  not  d<>8erue 
In  thilke  place,  where  I  loue. 
But  for  ye  tolden  here  aboue» 
Of  couetise  and  his  pillage, 
If  there- be  inore  of  that  lignage, 
Whiche  toucheth  to  my  shrifte,  I  praie^ 
That  ye  therof  me  wolde  śnie, 
9o  that  I  maie  t^e  vice  eschewe. 

Souue  if  I  by  order  ibewe 
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The  dces,  as  thei  stonde  a  row© 
Of  couetise,  thou  shalt  koowe, 
There  is  yet  one,  whiche  Is  the  last, 
Ifl  whome  there  maie  no  vertue  last. 
For  he  with  g<od  hym  selfe  debateth, 
Wherof  that  alL  the  beuen  hym  bateth 

Sacrilegus  tantum  furto  loca  sacra  propbaoat, 
Vt  sibi  sint  agri,  sic  domus  alma  dei, 

Nec  locus  est,  in  quo  non  temptat  amans,  qiii 
amatur. 
Si  qu8B  posse  neąuit,  carpere  veUe  capit. 

Hic  tractat  super  vltnna  Cnptditatis  specie,  quc 
sacrilegium  dicitur,  cuius  furtum  ea  que  altis- 
simo  sancti6cantur  bona  depredans,  eccicsi« 
tantum  spoHis  insidiatur. 

The  high  gród,  whiche  all  good 

Purueied  bath  for  mans  foode, 

Of  clothes  and  of  meate  and  drynke, 

Bade  Adam,  that  he  shuld  swynke. 

To  getten  hym  bis  substancc : 

And  eke  he  set  an  orUi nauce 

Upon  a  lawę  of  Moyses, 

That  though  a  man  be  haueles, 

Yet  sball  he  not  by  theft  stele. 

But  nowe  a  daies  tliere  ben  fele, 

That  woli  no  labour  vndertake. 

But  what  thei  maie  by  steltb  take, 

Thei  holde  it  sikerliche  wonne. 

And  thus  ihe  lawę  is  ouerroiine, 

Whiche  god  hatb  set,  and  namely 

With  hem  tbat  so  yntnily 

The  gooddes  robbe  of  holy  cburche. 

The  theft,  whiche  tbei  than  wurcbe,r 

By  name  is  cleped  Sacrilege, 

Ayen  the  whom  1  thinke  allegtt^ 

UfKMi  the  pointes  as  we  ben  taugbt,. 

Stont  Sacrilege,  and  elles  nought. 
Tbe  6rsŁ  point  is  for  to  saye, 

Whan  tbat  a  thefe  sball  stele  awaie 

The  boly  tbyog  from  holy  place. 
The  seconde  is,  if  he  purcbace 

By  waye  of  th^ftynboly  thynge, 

Wbicbe  be  vpon  bis  knowlageynga 

Fro  boly  place  awaie  toke. 
Tbe  thirde  point,  as  saietb  the  boke, 

Is  auche,  as  where  as  euer  it  be, 

Id  woodde,  in  felde,  or  in  citee, 
Sball  no  na  u  stele  by  no  wise, 
That  halowed  is  to  the  seruise 
Of  god,  whiche  all  thynges  wotte. 
But  there  is  notber  cold  ne  botte, 

Whiche  be  for  god  or  man  woli  spare, 

So  that  the  body  maie  wel  fare, 

And  tbat  he  maie  the  world  escap^ 

The  beuen  hym  thynketb  is  but  a  iape. 

And  thus  the  sooth  for  to  telle, 

He  rifeleth  both  boke  and  belle, 

So  forth  with  all  tbe  remenaat, 

To  gods  hows  appertinant 

Where  that  he  shulde  bidde  his  bede, 

He  dotb  his  thefb  in  holy  stede. 

And  taketh  what  thyng  he  6nt  therin. 

Por  whan  he  sćeth,  that  he  ihaie  wyn, 

He  wonnelh  for  no  cursidnesse, 

That  he  ne  breketh  the  holynesse. 

And  doth  to  god  no  reuerence. 

For  be  bath  lost  his  conscieuce. 
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That  thoogh  the  preste  therfure  curse. 
Me  seith,  be  fareth  not  the  warae. 
And  for  to  speke  it  other  wise, 
Whatman  that  lasseth  the  fraochise, 
And  taketb  of  bdly  churche  his  praiei 
I  DOt  what  bede«  he  shall  praie, 
Wban  he  Aro  god,  wbiche  hath  yeue  al  i, 
Tbe  purpartie  i  o  speciall, 
Whicbe  Tnto  Christe  bym  selfe  is  due, 
Bjaemetb,  be  maie  DOt  wel  eschue 
Tbe  peine  comyng  aiterw^arde. 
For  be  hath  madę  his  forewarde, 
Witb  Sacrilege  for  to  dwelle, 
Whiche  hath  his  beritage  in  helle. 

Hic  tractat  precipae  de  tribus  sacrilegis,  qaorum 
▼nos  fiiit  Antiochas,  aiter  Nabozardan,  teitius 
Nabttgodonosor. 

Aio  if  ire  redę  of  tholde  lawę, 
I  finde  writte  io  thilke  lawę 
Of  princes,  hove  there  weren  three 
Cnlpable  sore  in  this  degree. 
Tbat  one  of  hem  was  cieped  thus, 
Tbe  proade  kynge  Antiochos. 
That  other  Nabnzardan  hight, 
Wbiche  of  his  crueltee  behight 
The  tempie  to  distroie  and  ft^aste : 
Awl  so  be  did  in  all  hastę. 
Tbe  thirde,  whiche  uras  after  sbamed, 
Was  Nabngodonosor  named : 
And  be  Hierasalem  put  vDder, 
Ofsacrilege  and  many  a  wonder 
Thrre  in  the  holy  tempie  be  wrought, 
Wbiche  Baithasar  bis  heire  abought. 

Nota  descnpta  in  pariete  tempore  regis  BaiŁbasar, 
qus  fuit,  Mane  Techei  Phares. 

Whan  Mane  Tecbel  Pbares  writte 

Was  00  the  walie,  as  thou  migbt  witto, 

So  as  tbe  bibie  itiiath  declared, 

liOt  for  >d  that  it  is  nought  spared 

Tet  nowe  a  daie,  tbat  men  ne  pille, 

Aad  maken  argument  and  skille 

To  sacrilege  as  it  belongeth. 

For  wLaft  man  that  tbere  after  longetb, 

He  taketb  nonę  bede,  what  he  dooth. 

And  if  a  man  sball  tell  sootb 

Of  gile,  and  of  snbtilitee, 

Is  Done  so  sligb  in  his  degree, 

Ta  fełgne  a  tbyng  for  bis  beyete, 

As  is  this  vioe,  of  wbiche  I  trete ; 

He  can  so  prinfliche  pikę, 

He  can  so  well  bis  wordes  slike. 

To  pat  awaie  sospioion, 

Tbtt  in  bis  excasacion 

There  sball  no  man  defaute  6nde, 

And  thos  fiill  ofte  men  be  blinde, 
That  stonden  of  bis  worde  deceined, 
Er  his  ąaeintise  be  peroeined. 
Bat  netheles  yet  other  wbile. 
For  alt  bis  steltb,  and  all  his  gile, 
Of  that  be  wokie  bis  werke  forśake, 
He  is  atteint,  and  ouertake : 
Wberof  tbon  sbalte  a  tale  redo. 

Hic  loqvitvrde  illis,  qoi  laruata  conscientia  sacri- 
legium  sibi  licere  fingont.    Et  narrat,  quod  cum 
fttłdam  Lncins  Clericos,  famosus  et  itnperatori 
▼OŁ.  II. 


notus,  deum  suum  Apollinem  in  templo  Romę 
de  anulo  suo,  pallio,  et  barba  aurea  spoliasset, 
ipse  tandem  apprebensus,  et  coram  imperatore 
accusatus,  taliter  se  excusando  ait :  Analum  a 
deo  recepi,  quia  ipse  digito  protenso  exsualar* 
gitate  anulum  hunc  gratiose  mi  hi  obtulit.  Pal- 
lium  ex  lamino  aureo  constructum  tuli :  quia 
aurum  maxime  ponderosum  et  frigidum  natura* 
liter  consisŁit.  Ynde  nec  in  estate,  propter 
pondus,  nec  in  hyeme  propter  frigus  ad  dei  ve»« 
tes  vtile  fuit :  Barbam  a  deo  deposui,  quia  ip- 
sum  patri  suo  assimulare  Tolui.  Nam  et  Apol* 
lo  stetit  absque  barba,  iuuenis  apparuit,  £t  sio 
ea  que  gessi  non  ex  furto,  sed  ex  bonestate  pro« 
cessisse^maniftste  declaraui. 

Er  Romę  came  to  the  creance 
Of  Christis  feith  it  felle  perchance, 
Cesar,  wbiche  tho  was  emperour, 
•Hym  list  for  to  doone  honour 
ITnto  the  tempie  ApoUinis, 
And  madę  an  image  vpon  this, 
The  wbiche  was  cłepcd  Apollo, 
Was  nonę  so  riche  in  Romę  tho. 

Of  plate  of  golde  a  berde  he  had, 
The  whiche  his  brest  all  ouer  spradde. 

Of  golde  also  without  faile 
His  mantell  was  of  large  entaile. 
Be  sette  witb  perrey  all  about : 
Forth  right  he  straught  his  finger  ou^, 
Upou  tbe  whiche  he  had  a  rynge, 
To  seen  it  was  a  riche  tbyng, 
A  fine  carbuocle  for  Łbe  nones, 
Moste  precious  of  all  stones. 

And  fell  tbat  tyme  in  Romę  thus, 
There  was  a  dcrke  one  Lucius, 
A  courtier,  a  famous  man, 
Of  euery  witte  somwhat  he  can, 
Out  take  that  hym  lacketb  rule. 
His  ownc  estate  to  guvde  and  rule: 
Howe  so  it  stode  of  his  spekynge, 
He  was  not  wise  i  u  bis  dooynge 
But  euery  riote  at  last 
Mote  nedes  faile,  and  maie  not  laste, 
After  the  nede  of  his  deserte : 
So  felle  tbis  clerke  in  pouerte. 
And  wist  not  howe  for  to  rise, 
Wberof  in  many  a  sondrie  wise 
He  cast  his  wittes  berę  and  ther, 
He  loketh  nigh,  be  loketh  ferre, 
Till  on  a  tyme  that  he  come 
Into  tbe  tempie,  and  bede  nome» 
Where  that  the  god  Apollo  stoode. 
He  fflgh  the  riches,  and  the  good. 
And  thoogbt  be  wolde  by  some  waie 
The  treasure  picke  and  stele  awaie: 
And  thervpon  so  sleighly  wrought, 
That  his  purpose  about  he  brought. 
And  went  awey  ruaperceued : 
Thus  hath  the  man  his  god  deceiued. 
His  rynge,  his  mantell,  and  his  berde, 
As  he  whiche  nothyng  was  aferde, 
All  priuely  witb  bym  be  bare. 
And  whan  tbe  wardeins  were  ware, 
Of  that  ber  god  despoiled  was. 
Hem  thought  it  was  a  wonder  cas, 
Howe  that  a  man  for  any  wele, 
Durste  in  so  holy  place  stele. 
And  namely  so  great  a  tliyng, 
This  tale  cgme  vnto  the  kyng* 
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And  was  through  spokeD  ouerall.. 
But  for  to  knowe  in  speciall, 
What  mancr  man  hath  do  the  ded«, 
Thei  sotighten  helpe  vpon  tbe  n^e, 
4nd  maden  calcułacion, 
Wberof  by  deinonstracion 
The  Dian  was  fóunde  with  the  good: 
In  ia;irement  aod  vhao  be  stoode 
The  icynge  hath  aftked  of  bym  thus: 

Sey  thea  ynsely  Luciu  s, 
Wby  hast  tbou  doue  thiis  sacrilege  ł 

My  lorde,  if  I  the  canse  aliege, 
(^hiod  he  ayeoe)  me  tbynketh  this^ 
Tliat  I  haiie  do  nothyng  amis. 
Thre  pointes  tber  ben,  wMćb  I  haue  doj 
Wherof  the  firste  point  stant  so, 
That  I  tbe  rynge  baue  take  awaye: 
Unto  that  point  this  wolf  I  saye, 
When  I  the  god  beheldc  about,  . 
I  8igh»  howe  be  his  hondę  stratkght  out, 
And  profred  me  tbe  rynge  to  yeue. 
And  I,  whiche  wołde  gladly  liue 
Out  of  pouertee,  through  his  Ifeiigesse, 
|t  vnderiange,  so  that  f  gesse. 
And  tberof  am  nought  to  wite. 

And  ouermore  I  woli  me  quite, 
Of  gokle  that  I  the  mantell  toke: 
Oolde  in  his  kynde,  as  saitbe  the  boke, 
b  beuy  both  and  colde  aiso. 
And  for  that  it  was  beuy  so, 
Me  tbought  it  was  no  garnement 
Unto  the  god  conuenient. 
To  clothen  bym  the  sommer  tide. 
I  thougbt  ypon  that  other  side, 
Howe  gold  is  cohie,  and  suche  a  clothe 
By  reason  ougbt  to  be  lothe 
In  wynter  ty  me  for  the  chele. 
And  tbus  thynkende  thoaghtes  fele, 
As  I  myn  eie  aboute  caste, 
His  laige  berde  tban  at  laste 
I  sigh,  and  thougbt  anoue  therfore^ 
Howe  that  his  fetber  bym  before^ 
Whiche  stode  rpon  the  same  place,  ^ 
Wąs  berdles,  with  a  yongly  hice. 
And  in  suche  wise,  as  ye  h&ue  berde, 
1  toke  away  the  sonnes  berde. 
For  that  his  father  had  nouc, 
To  make  hem  liche,  and  here  ypon 
I  aske  for  to  ben  ezcused. 

Lo  thus  wliere  sacrilege  is  vsed, 
A  man  ean  feigne  his  coiiscience. 
And  right  ypon  suche  euidence, 
In  loues  cause  if  I  sball  treate, 
There  ben  of  suche  smali  and  great, 
If  thei  no  leyfor  findc  elles, 
Thei  wol  not  wonde  far  the  belles, 
Ne  tbongh  thei  see  the  preeet  at  masse, 
That  thei  wol  ieten  ouerpasse, 
If  that  thei  finde  ber  loue  there, 
Thei  stonde  and  telle  in  hir  ere. 
And  aske  of  god  nonę  óther  grace, 
While  thei  ben  in  tbat  holy  place. 
But  er  thei  gon  some  auantagę 
There  will  thei  haue,  and  som  piii^ge 
Of  goodly  wordes,  or  of  beheste, 
Or  elles  thei  take  at  leste 
Out  of  hir  hondę  a  rynge  or  glpue, 
So  nigh  the  weder  thei  wiU  houe: 
As  who  saith,  she  shall  not  foryet, 
N«we  1  this  tok«n  of  hir  hauf  gvte« 
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Tbus  halowe  thei  the  hie  feste, 
Suche  tbefte  maie  no  churche  aref^ 
For  all  18  lefull  that  hem  Uketb, 
To  wbom  that  elles  it  mislilpetb. 

Aod  eke  right  in  the  selfe  kipde 
In  great  cite^  men  may  fiude 
This  lostie  folke,  that  make  hem  fftye. 
And  waite  ypon  the  hc^y  dąye, 
In  churches,  and  in  mipstfes  eke 
Thei  gon  the  wonien  for  to  seke. 
And  wbere  tbat  suche  one  goth  aboute 
To  fore  the  fairest  of  the  route, 
Wbere  as  thei  sitten  all  a  rewę, 
There  wille  he  moste  his  body  shcwe. 
His  croked  kempt,  and  thenrpon  set 
An  ouche,  with  a  chapelet : 
Or  elles  one  of  grene  leues, 
Whiche  late  come  out  of  the  greiies, 
All  for  he  shnlde  seme  fressbe.   - 
And  thus  he  loketh  on  bis  fle9she» 
Right  as  an  bauke,  whiche  hath  a  sig^( 
Upon  the  fowle,  there  he  shall  Ught, 
And  as  be  were  a  fiiirie, 
He  sheweth  bym  to  for  her  eie 
In  holy  place,  wbere  thei  sitte, 
Al  for  to  make  her  hertes  fiitte. 

His  eie  no  wbere  woli  abide. 
Bot  loke  and  prie  on  euery  side 
On  hir  and  hir,  as  bym  best  likeM^. 
And  otber  whilc  a  monge  he  sikętb. 

Thinketh  one  of  hem  tbat  was  for  m^t 
And  so  there  thynken  two  or  thre. 
And  yet  be  loueth  nonę  of  all, 
But  wbere  as  euer  his  chance  fali. 
And  netheles  to  sey  a  sooth, 
The  cause  wby  that  he  so  dooth,  - 
Is  for  to  stele  an  bertę  or  twa 
Out  of  the  churche  er  tbat  he  go. 
And  as  I  said  tt  here  abooe, 
AU  that  is  sacrilege  of  louc. 
•  Por  well  maie  be  he  steleth  awaie 
That  he  neuer  after  yeld  maie. 

Telle  me  for  thy  my  sonne  anone. 
Hast  tbou  do  sacrilege  or  ląonę. 
As  I  haue  said  in  this  manere? 

My  fader  as  of  this  matere, 
I  wili  you  telle  redily 
What  I  haue  do,  but  truły 
I  may  excu8e  myn  entent, 
That  I  neuer  yet  to  churche  went 
In  suche  maner,  as  ye  me  sbrioe* 
Por  no  woman  tbat  is  on  liue. 
The  cause  wby  I  haue  it  laft, 
May  be,  for  I  ynto  that  crafte 
Am  nothyng  able  for  to  stele, 
Though  there  be  women  not  so  fele. 
But  yet  wille  I  not  sey  this,' 
Wban  I  am  there  my  lady  is, 
In  wbom  lietb  holy  my  (j^uarele, 
And  she  to  churche,  or  to  chappele 
Woli  go  to  matens  or  to  messę: 
Tbat  tyme  I  waite  well  and  gessęt 
To  churche  I  come,  and  there  I  stonde. 
And  though  I  take  a  boke  on  bonde^ 
My  couotenance  is  on  the  boke. 
But  toward  hir  is  all  my  loke. 
And  if  60  folie,  that  I  praie 
Unto  my  god,  and  somwhat  saoe 
Of  Pater  noster,  or  of  Crede, 
All  is  for  tbat  I  woIde  spede. 
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So  that  my  heĄą  io  My  drarcbe 

Tbere  might  som  Qiir»cl9  wuncfae^ 

My  Itdis  bertę  Ibr  tQ  ćkawiift, 

Whiefae  eaer  bttb  be  to  om  lo  stmiuigca 

So  that  all  ftiy  deuoeinii* 

And  all  my  contemptekNi, 

With  ałl  myn  h^ftA  ęmA  my  ^oraye, 

Is  ooely  set  on  bir  ymąge* 

And  euer  I  Vftile  vpOD  the  tido^ 

If  sbe  k>ke  aoy  tbjmg  aaitle, 

That  1  me  maie  i>f  bir  mńm, 

Anone  I  am  witb  cottetiat 

Sosmite,  tbat  me  wei»  lefe 

To  be  ia  boly  chupohe  a  tbefi^ 

Bnt  not  to  atele  a  veateme<it. 

For  tbat  is  DOthyDg  my  tAlenl 

Bot  1  wolde  stele,  if  tliat  I  migbt^ 

A  glad  worde*  or  a  goodly  mg^L 

And  eoer  my  aeruioe  1  |irofbre, 

And  nameiy  wban  ihe  woli  goue  offirSK 

For  then  I  ]ede  bir,  if  I  maae. 

For  somwbat  wolde  I  atele  awałe. 

Wbao  i  beclippe  bir  on  th«  vast» 

Tet  at  lest  I  atele  a  taftę: 

And  oŁber  wbile  graat  mercy 

8he  aitb,  and  so  Wynne  I  tbeibyi 

A  lasty  toncbe,  a  good  woi4c  eke. 

Bnt  all  tbe  remenaDt  to  seke^ 

Is  firo  my  pturfioa  woader  ferre. 

8o  maie  I  saie,  as  I  saide  enr^ 

In  boly  eborebe  if  that  I  wowe» 

My  eonscience  I  wolde  allowe^ 

Be  <o  that  rp  ameadementy 

I  might  gete  asaigneroent, 

Wbere  for  to  sped»  in  other  plaoa, 

Snche  sacrilege  I  bolde  a  gnuse* 

And  thos  my  latber  sootb  ta  aai< 
In  chmcbe  right  aa  ia  tbe  wale, 
If  I  might  onght  of  Ipiie  take^ 
Sochę  faaoa«ll  bane  I  uoiiglit  forsafce. 
Bot  finally  I  me  €oalesse» 
Th€re  is  in  me  no.  bolyoessei 
While  1  bir  see  in  boly  stede; 
And  yet  for  onght  t^  euer  I  dede^ 
No  sacriiege  of  bir  i  toke^ 
Jki  if  it  were  of  worde  or  loke, 
Orelsiftbatlbirfrede* 
itban  I  towarde  offryng  bir  lede^ 
Take  Łberof  wba|  I  take  maies 
For  eła  beare  I  nongbt  awaie* 
Forthoogh  I  wolde  ongbiela  ba  aa, 
All  other  tbyoges  bene  so  s^ne* 
And  kepte  witb  suche  »  prŃlege, 
That  I  maie  do  no  sacf  ilege. 
God  wote  my  wil  nethelea* 
Tlioogb  I  mnst  nedet  kep«  pees^ 
And  mai^re  myn  so  let  tt  passe. 
My  will  tbeit«  is  not  the  Jaste^ 
if  I  might  otber  wise  avaie. 

For  thy  my  &lber  1  you  ytmwt 
Tell  what  you  tbinketh  thenrfMMi» 
If  I  therof  bane  giitu  or  ae^a. 

Thy  will  my  sonne  is  lor  to  hUamp 
The  lemenant  is  bat  a.  gane, 
Tbat  1  baue  the  t^ble  aa  yit 
BotUke  tbis  lorę  i*  to  tl^  wit» 
That  all  tbyug  bath  ty»e  a»d  tMht 
The  cburcha  ser^etb  ior  tbe  Mc^ 
The  cbambie  is  of  aa  other  apcwhaii 
Bot  iftboo  wi8t«il«f  tb«  wreebe. 


Howe  sacrilege  itbath  abou^^tp 
Thou  woldest  bettre  be  bethought, 
And  lor  thoa  sbalte  the  nfore  amende, 
A  tale  I  will  on  tbe  dispende. 

Hic  in  amoris  cansa  snper  istins  yitii  articuTo  ponit 
exemplom.  Et  nanrat  pro  eo  quod  Paris,  Priami 
regis  filias  Helenam  Meńelai  vxorem  in  quadam 
Grecie  Insula  a  templo  Yenerts  sacrilegus  ab- 
duxit»il1aTroie  Ikmosissima  obsidia  per  Tniuersa 
orbis  climata  diunlgata  precipue  causabat,  ita 
quod  hniusmodi  sacrilegium  non  solum  ad  ipsiua 
regis  Priamiy  omniomątie  soorum  interitum,  sed 
ad  perpetuam  yrbis  desolationem  Tiodicte  fomi- 
tem  mmistrabat. 

To  all  men,  as  wbo  saith,  knowe 
U  is,  and  in  the  worlde  throogfa  blowe^ 
Howe  that  of  Troie  Lamedon, 
To  Hercules,  and  to  lasoui 
Wban  toward  Colchos  out  of  Orece 
By  sea  seilend  rpon  a  peoe 
Of  londe  of  Troie  reste  preyde. 
Bot  be  wrothfblly  conieyde: 
And  for  thei  founde  bym  so  ^illeyne^ 
Wban  thei  came  in  to  Orece  ageyne» 
With  power,  that  thei  get  migbt, 
I  Towardes  Troie  thei  hem  digbt: 
And  tbere  thei  toke  toche  vengeance^ 
Wherof  stant  yet  tha  remembrance. 
For  thei  destroied  kynge  and  all. 
And  leften  but  tbe  brent  waHe. 
The  grekes  of  Troiena  many  rfowe. 
And  priaonen  thei  toke  enowe: 

Amonge  the  whtche  thera  was  one, 
The  kynges  dougbter  Lamedoni 
Esaiona  the  fiiire  tbynge, 

Whiche  vnto  Thelamon  the  kyoge 

By  Hercules,  and  by  thassent 

6f  all  the  bolle  parfiament. 

Was  at  his  wille  yeae  and  graonted. 

And  thus  bath  Orece  Troie  dannted, 

And  bome  thei  tourne  in  suebe  manere. 

But  after  this^  nowe  sbalt  tbou  here 

The  canse  why  thia  tale  1  trile, 

Upon  the  chnnces  that  befeHe. 
Kynge  Lamedon,  wbiche  deide  tbns, 

He  bad  a  sonne  one  Priamus, 

Which  was  noogbt  thilke  tyme  at  home  t 

But  whtfn  be  hMe  of  thi.s,  be  come, 

And  fonde  howe  tbe  ettee  was  lalle^ 

Wbiche  be  began  anon  to  walie, 

And  madę  tbere  a  citee  newe,' 

That  thei,  wbiche  other  łondes  kiieir%| 

Tho  sełdeo,  that  of  lyme  and  stone  • 

In  all  tbe  worlde  só  mirę  was  nonę: 

And  on  that  o  side^of  the  towne 

The  kynge  let  make  IHon, 

That  high  toare,  tbat  stronge  place, 

Whiche  waa  adrad  of  no  manaee, 

Of  q<mrele,  nor  of  nonę  engy  ne : 

And  tboogh  men  wolden  make  a  myne, 

Ko  mana  crafte  it  migbt  approche; 

For  it  was  set  Tpon  a  roehe. 

The  wallea  of  tbe  towne  abont 
Hem  stode  of  aU  the  worlde  no  dout. 
And  after  the  proporcion, 
Sixe  gates  were  thete  of  tbe  towne, 
Of  snche  a  formę,  of  sdfehe  entaile* 
Tbat  ben  to  see  was  great  menHole^ 
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Tbe  dtchen  weren  brodę  and  depe, 
A  fewe  men  it  niight  kepe 
From  all  Łhe  worJtfe^as  semetb  tho. 
Bat  if  tbe  goddes  weren  fo. 
Oreat  prees  vDto  tbat  citeedrougb, 
So  that  tbere  was  of  people  enougb, 
Of  burgeis  that  therto  dwelIeD> 
Tbere  maie  no  mans  tunge  tellen,  - 
Howe  tbat  citee  was  riche  and  good. 

Wban  al  was  madę,  and  all  well  stoode^ 
Kynge  Priamus  tbo  bym  betbought, 
Wbat'  thei  of  Grece  whilom  wroaght. 
And  wbat  was  of  her  sworde  deuoared, 
Ąnd  bowe  bis  sister  disbonoured, 
Witb  Thelamon  awaie  was  lad. 
And  tbo  thinkende  be  was  te  vnglad» 
And  sette  anone  a  parlhneot : 
To  whicbe  tbe  lordes  wera  assent. 
In  many  a  wise  tbere  -was  spoke, 
Howe  tbat  tbei  mightea  ben  awroke. 
But  at  tbe  last  netbeles 
Tbei  saiden  all,  accorde  and  peet 
To  setten  enery  parte  in  rest 
It  tbougbt  hem  tban  for  tbe  best, 
Witb  reasonable  ameodement. 
And  tbus  was  Antbenor  fortb  tent. 
To  aske  Bsiona  ageync, 
And  witten  wbat  tbei  wolde  seyne* 

So  patseth  be  tbe  sea  by  barge 
To  Grece,  for  tp  sey  bis  cbarge, 
The  wbicbe  be  saide  redily 
Unto  tbe  lordes  by  and  by.  • 
But  wbere  be  spąke  in  Grece  aboute, 
He  .berde  uougbt  bnt  wordes  stoute^ 
And  namelicbe  of  Tbelamon: 
The  maiden  wolde  be  not  forgone 
He  saide  for  no  maner  thyng. 
And  bad  bym  gone  bome  to  bis  kyog. 
For  tbere  gate  be  nonę  amende. 
For  ought  he  coatb  do  or  sende. 

Tbis  Antbenor  ayene  goŁli  bome 
Unto  bis  kynge,  and  w  han  be  come, 
He  tolde,in  Grece  of  tbat  be  berde: 
And  howe  tbat  Tbelamon  answerde. 
And  bowe  tbei  were  at  her  aboue^ 
That  thei  wol  neitber  pees  ne  loue. 
But  euery  man  sball  done  his  best. 
But  formenseyen,  tbat  nigbt  hatb  rest* 
Tbe  kyng  betbought  bym  all  tbat  nigbt. 
And  erely  wban  tbe  daie  was  ligbt, 
He  toke  conncell  of  tbis  matere. 
And  thei  acoofde  in  this  masere, 
Tbat  he  withooten  any  let, 
A  certeynę  tyme  sbołde  set 
A  parlemeiit  to  ben  anised, 
And  in  this  wiseit  was  auited. 
Of  parlement  he  set  a  daie. 
And  that  was  in  the  moneth  of  Maie. 
This  Priamns  had  in  his  ight 
A  wife,  and  Hecuba  she  higbt:    .  « 

By  wbom  tbat  tyme  eke  had  he 
Sonnes  fiue^.and  dougbters  tbre> 
Besiden  hem  and  tbirty  mo. 
And  weren  knigbtesalso  tbo. 
But  not  vpon  bis  wife  bęgete. 
But  els  wbere  he  might  hem  i^te 
Of  womeii,  wbicbe  be  bad  knowe. 
Suche  was  the  worlde  tbat  ilke  throwe; 
So  that  he  was  of  cbildren  ache,     ^ 
3o  therof  was  09  uatn  bym  liche* 


Of  pariement  tbe  daie  was  come. 
Tbere  bene  lordes  all  and  some. 
Tbo  was  pronounced  and  purposed^ 
And  all  the  cause  was  hem  disclosed, 

•Howe  Antbenor  in  Grece  ferde. 

Thei  sitten  all  sttll  and  herde. 
And  tbo  spake  euery  man  aboute, 
Tbere  was  alledged  manjr  a  ddute, 

And  many  a  proude  woixie  spoke  alsoh 
fiut  for  the  moste  parte  as  tbo, 

Tbei  wisten  not  wbat  was  the  beste, 

Or  for  to  warre,  or  for  to  reste. 

But  he  that  was  without  fere 

Hector  amonge  tbe  lordes  tbere 

His  tale  tolde  in  suche  a  wise. 

And  saide:  Lordes  ye  ben  wise, 

Ye  knowen  this,  as  well  as  I, 

Aboue  all  other  mott  wortby 

Stant  nowe  in  Grece  the  manhod, 

Of  wortbynes  and  of  knighthod. 

For  who  80  will  it  wel  agrope. 

To  hem  belongeth  all  Europę, 

Wbicbe  is  the  third  parte  euen 

Of  all  tbe  worlde  Yuder  tbe  heuen: 

And  we  be  but  of  folke  a  fewe. 

So  were  it  reson  to  escbewe 

The  perill,  er  we  foli  therin: 

Better  is  to  leue  tban  begiu 

Thyng,  wbicbe  as  maie  not  ben  acbeueiL 

He  is  not  wiw,  tbat  finde  bym  greucd, 

And  dotb  so,  tbat  bis  greue  be  morę. 

For  who  that  loketh  all  tofore. 

And  woli  not  see,  wbat  it  behynde: 

He  maie  fiill  ofte  bis  barines  finde. 

Wicke  .is  to  striue,  and  baue  the  worse. 

We  baue  enchesou  for  to  corse, 

Tbis  wote  I  well,  and  for  to  bate 

Tbe  grekes,  but  er  that  we  debatę 

Witb  hem,  tbat  ben  of  suche  a  might, 

It  is  fuil  good,  that  euery  wigbt 

Be  of  bym  seife  right  well  bethougbt. 

But  as  for  me  tbus  saye  I  nougbt. 

For  while  that  my  life  woli  stonde, 

If  that  ye  take  werre  in  hondę, 

Falle  it  to  best,  or  to  tbe  werst, 

I  sball  my  seluen  be  the  forst 

To  ^reuen  hem,  wbat  euer  I  maie, 

(  wolle  not  ones  saie  naie' 

To  tbyng,  wbich  that  your  counceil  demetb. 

For  Tnto  me  welle  morę  it  quemeth 

Tbe  werre  certes  tban  the  pees. 

But  tbis  I  saie  netheles, 

As  me  belongeth  for  to  saie: 

Nowe  shape  ye  the  beste  waie. 
When  Hector  hatb  saide  bis  auise, 

Next  after  bym  tbo  spake  Paris, 
Whicbe  was  his  brotber,  and  aleyed, 
Whan  bym  best  thought,  thus  be  seyde. 

Stronge  thyng  it  is  to  sufller  wronge. 
And  suffersbame  is  morę  stronge: 
But  we  baue  suffrcd  both  two, 
And  for  all  that  yet  baue  we  do 
Wbat  so  we  mig-bt  to  reformę 
Tbe  pees,  whan  we  i  o  suobe  a  formę 
Sent  Antbenor,  as  ye  well  knowe. 
And  tbei  hir  great  wordes  blowe 
ypon  her  wrongfuU  dedes  eke. 
And  who  that  woli  not  h3rm  telfe  meke 
To  pees,  and  list  no  reason  take. 
Men  seyn,  reason  wil  bym  fortake* 
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Yorin  the  muldtnde  of  men 
U  oot  the  itreogthe,  for  with  ten 
It  hath  be  tene  in  trewe  quarele 
Ayeoe  ao  honderd  felse^  dele^ 
Ind  had  the  better  of  gods  grace^ 
Tboi  bath  be&Ue  in  many  płace. 
Ąnd  if  it  like  mto  ywi  all, 
1  wille  assaie  howe  so  it  ftdle, 
Onr  eoemiea  if  I  maie  greue. 
Fwl  bane  caoght  a  great  beleae 
Upoo  a  point  I  woI  deelare. 

This  ender  daie  as  I  gan  farę 
To  hnnte  Tnto  the  great  herte» 
Whicfae  iras  tofore  myn  boandes  stertę, 
Aod  eoery  mao  went  on  his  side, 
Hym  ta  punewe^  and  I  to  ride 
B^o  to  chase,  and  sootb  to  saie^ 
Witbia  a  while  out  of  my  waie 
I  rodc,  aod  nist  where  I  vas: 
Md  ikpe  me  canght,  and  on  the  gruse 
leńde  a  weUe  I  leyd  me  dowae 
To  depe,  and  in  m  vision 
To  me  the  god  Mercurie  camei 
Coddesses  thre  wtth  bym  be  nam» 
Miatroe,  Yenns,  and  łono: 
And  in  his  hondę  an  apple  tho 
He  hdde  of  goMe,  with  letters  writte: 
And  this  be  did  me  to  witte, 
Howe  tfaat  thei  pnt  hem  vpon  mee, 
That  to  the  &irest  of  hem  three, 
Of  golde  that  apple  sholde  I  yeue. 
^łtii  ecbe  of  hem,  tho  was  I  shryue, 
And  cebe  one  faire  me  bebigbt: 
l^Yeoas  saide,  if  ibat  sbe  might 
Tliat  apple  of  my  yefte  gette, 
^  vołde  it  nenermore  foryete, 
Asd  saide,  bowe  that  in  Grece  londe 
Sbe  vold  bryng  ih  to  myn  hondę 
Oftli  this  erth  the  fairest, 
)to  tbst  me  thonght  it  for  the  beat. 
To  hir  and  yafe  the  apple  tho. 
Tbos  bope  I  wełl,  if  that  I  go, 
Thit  sbe  for  me  wpl!  so  ordeine, 
Tbt  tbei  matere  ft>r  to  pleine 
Srali  haoe,  er  that  I  come  ayene. 

Kowe  haue  ye  berde,  that  I  woli  seyne, 
^y  7^  what  stant  to  your  anif . 
<^  enery  man  tbo  saide  bis, 
And  nndrie  caoses  thet  recorde: 
J*  at  last  thei  accorde, 
That  Paris  shaU  to  Grece  wende 
Asd  tbos  the  parliament  toke  ende. 

Caisuidra  wban  sbe  beide  of  tbis» 
The  whiche  of  Paris  sister  is : 
Anooe  sbe  gan  to  wepe  and  wayle, 
•^  Mide  aias,  what  may  vs  ayle: 
Foitoiie  with  hir  Uynde  whele 
Ne  woli  nougbt  lec  vs  stonde  wele. 
'ortbit  I  dare  well  wndertaHe, 
That  if  Paris  his  way  take, 
Al  it  is  laide,  that  he  shall  do, 
Ve  ben  for  eucr  than  vndo. 
J^  wbicbe  Cassandra  than  hight, 
u  lU  the  worlde  as  it  beareth  sight, 
JBbokes  as  men  finde  writte, 
"Jhat  Sybille,  of  whom  ye  witte, 
Jjtall  men  yet  clepen  sagc: 
y»sn  that  she  wist  of  this  viagey 
™  Paris  shall  to  Grece  fere, 
No  womaii  might  worse  f|ire. 


Ne  serowe  roore  than  she  dede. 
And  right  so  in  the  same  stede 
Ferde  Helenus,  whiche  was  hir  brother, 
Of  prophecy  and  suche  anotber: 
And  all  was  bolde  but  a.  iape, 
So  that  the  purpose,  whiche  was  shape, 
Or  were  hem  lefe,  or  were  hem  lotbe, 
Was  bolde:  and  ioto  Grece  goth 
This  Paris,  with  his  retenance. 
And  as  it  fell  rpon  his  chance, 
Of  Grece  be  londetb  in  an  ile. 
And  bym  was  tolde  the  same  while 
Of  folke,  whiche  he  began  to  freyne, 
Tbo  was  in  theyle  qaane  Heleyne: 
And  eke  of  countrees  tbere  aboute 
Of  ladies  many  a  lasty  route, 
With  mochel  worthy  people  also. 
And  why  thei  comen  tbedertho, 
The  canse  stode  in  sochę  a  wise, 
Por  worship  and  for  sacrifice, 
That  thei  to  Venas  wolden  make, 
As  thei  to  fore  had  rndertake; 
Some  of  good  will,  some  of  behest 
For  than  was  hir  highe  fest 
Within  a  tempie,  wbicbe  was  there. 

Wban  Paris  wist,  what  thei  were, 
Anone  he  shope  his  ordinance 
To  gone  to  done  his  obeisance 
To  Venus,  on  hir  holy  daier 
And  did  rpon  his  best  araie. 

With  great  richesse  be  bym  bebongeth, 
As  it  to  sache  a  lorde  beloogeth. 
He  was  nooght  armed  netheles. 
But  as  it  were  in  londe  of  pees : 
And  thns  he  goth  forth  out  of  sbip, 
And  taketh  with  bym  his  fdauship, 
In  sncbe  manere,  as  1  you  sale, 
Unto  the  tempie  he  belde  his  waiei 

Tidyng,  whiche  goth  óaerall, 
To  great  and  smali  forthe  withall, 
Come  to  the  qnenes  eare,  and  tolde, 
Howe  Paris  came,  and  that  he  wolde 
Do  sacrifice  to  Yeous. 
And  wban  she  herde  tell  thos, 
She  thought,  howe  that  it  euer  bee, 
That  she  will  bym  abide  and  see. 

Forth  cometh  Paris  with  glad  yisage 
In  to  the  tempie  on  pilgramage. 
Where  mto  Venus  the  goddesse 
He  yeueth,  and  offreth  great  richesse. 
And  prayetb  hir,  that  he  pray  wolde. 

Anid  than  aside  be  gan  behoMe 
And  see,  where  that  this  lady  stode. 
And  he  forthe  in  bis  fresahe  modę 
Goth  there  sbe  was,  and  madę  hir  chere, 
As  he  well  conth  in  his  manere ; 
That  of  his  wordes  suche  plesance 
She  toke,  that  all  hir  aqueintanc«. 
Ais  ferforth  as  the  herte  laye 
He  stale,  er  that  be  went  awaye. 
So  goth  be  forthe,  and  toke  his  lene. 
And  thonght  anone,  as  it  was  ene, 
He  wolde  doone  his  sacrilege, 
That  many  a  man  shulde  it  abedge. 

Whan  he  to  ship  ayene  was  come. 
To  bym  be  hath  his  counsaile  nome. 
And  all  deoised  the  matiere, 
In  suche  a  wise  as  tbou  shalt  bero. 

Within  night  all  priuely 
His  men  be  vrarńetb  by  and  by, 
I 
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Tbftt  thei  be  rady  amMd  800M 
Yor  certeine  Łhyng,  wfaicba  it  |o  dooe. 
And  thei  anone  beo  red  j  ftll, 
And  echone  otber  gaa  to  otll» 
And  went  hem  ont  ypon  tb«  «tmnde» 
And  toke  a  purpofe  thew  a  londe, 
Of  what  thyiige  tbat  thei  voUea  do, 
Towarde  tbe  tempie  and  feltb  thei  go. 

Sc  felle  it  of  denocioii* 
Heleyne  in  conteipplaoioB^ 
Włtb  many  an  other  worthy  wiiht, 
Was  in  the  tempie  and  woke  annigfat. 
To  błdde  and  praye  vnto  tbiaage 
Of  Yenus,  as  was  than  vsage. 
So  that  Paiis  right  as  bym  Kst» 
In  to  the  tempie  er  thei  it  wist 
Came  with  his  men  tli  sodenly, 
And  all  at  ones  set  askrie 
In  hem,  whiche  in  the  tempie  were. 
¥or  tho  was  mnche  peple  tbere. 
But  olr  defence  wat  no  boote, 
So  snflOren  their,  that  snfflre  mote. 

Paris  vnto  the  qiiene  wente^ 
And  hir  in  both  his  armes  hente 
With  hym,  and  with  bis  felansbip. 
And  forth  thei  beare  hir  mto  ship. 
Vp  goth  the  saile,  and  Ibrth  thei  wentes 
And  suche  a  W3rnde  foitime  beiD  sent, 
Till  thei  the  hauen  of  Troie  oanght* 
Where  out  of  ship  anone  thei  strangbt^ 
And  gone  hem  fiirth  towarde  the  towne : 
The  whiche  came  with  prooession 
Ayene  Paris,  to  sena  his  piaia. 
And  euery  man  began  to  saie 
To  Paris,  and  tq  his  felatiship, 
Ali  that  thei  contben  of  wonhip. 
Was  nonę  so  littell  man  in  Troia, 
That  be  ne  madę  mtrthe  and  ioye, 
Of  that  Paris  had  wonnea  Heleyne. 

But  all  that  mirtbe  is  sorow  and  peyna 
To  Helenus,  and  to  Caanndra. 
For  thei  it  toldaa  shama  and  sUandra 
And  losse  of  all  the  common  grace, 
That  Paris  ont  of  holy  płaca 
By  stelth  hath  taiss  a  mans  wHbt 
Wherof  be  shall  lese  bis  life. 
And  many  a  worthy  man  therttfy  * 
And  all  the  citee  be  Ibrdoi 
Whiche  neuer  shall  ba  madę  ayene. 
And  so  it  fiel)  right  as  thal  seyae: 
The  sacrilege  whiche  ha  wrooght 
Was  causoy  why  the  grcfcessongbt 
Unto  tbe  towne,  aad  it  belaie. 
And  wolden  neuer  paite  awaie, 
Till  what  by  sleight,  aad  wtet  by  sirength, 
Th^  had  it  wonne  io  brMie  aad  le^gth, 
And  brente,  and  slayne,  that  was  wilhhi. 

Nowe  se  my  soaoa  laebe  a  syhna 
Is  sacrilege  in  holy  stede, 
Beware  theribre  and  bid  thy  bede» 
And  do  nothjm^  'm  boty  aburche^ 
But  that  thou  might  by  reasow  wnrcha. 

And  eke  take  bede  of  AchiNes, 
Whan  he  Tuto  hU  iaoe  ebees 
Polivena,  that  waa  aIsD 
In. holy  tempie  of  ApaNo^ 
Whiche  was  the  cause  why  h«dłcde. 
And  all  his  luste  was  teide  asidip. 

And  Troilus  rpon  Creieide 
AIso  his  fint  loue  kydv 


I  In  holy  place,  and  howć  it  ^erde, 
As  wbo  seith,  alt  fhe  worMe  it  berde: 
Forsake  he  was  ft)r  Dioinede, 
Suche  was  of  loue  his  last  mede. 

For  thy  my  sonae  I  wolde  rade. 
By  this  ensample  as  thou  might  rade, 
Seche  els  where  thou  witte^thy  graee^ 
And  ware  the  wcll  in  Mif  plaofe, 
What  thou  to  loue  do  er  speke, 
In  aunter  if  it  so  b#  Witte, 
.As  thou  hast  berde  me  tell  to  fote. 
And  take  good  hede  aiso  tbeifdre: 
Upon  tbe  formę  of  auariCd, 
Morę  than  «f  any  other  Ti<*e, 
I  haue  deuided  in  parties 
The  braucbes,  which  Of  companfes, 
Throngh  out  the  worlde  in  genersH, 
Be  nowe  the  leders  ouer  all. 
Of  oooetłse,  and  of  periurie, 
Of  Ms  broeage,  and  of  vsQfie, 
Of  scarcenes  and  of  tnkyndeship, 
Which  neuer  drougb  to  felaosfaip. 

Of  robberie  and  of  priue  stdtb, 
Whiche  done  is  for  the  wortdes  welth» 

Of  raoine,  and  of  sacfłiege, 
Which  maketh  the  conftdence  agt«g«, 
All  though  it  maieriches  aftesme, 
It  flouretb,  but  it  shall  not  greyoe 
Uuto  the  fniite  Of  rigfatwisnesse. 
But  wbo  that  wolde  do  largessa 
Upon  tbe  reule,  as  it  is  yeue, 
So  might  a  man  io  trouth  liue 
Toward  his  god,  and  eke  aiso 
Toward  the  worlde:  fbr  both  two, 
Largesse  awaiteth  as  belongetb. 
To  ueither  pait  that  he  ne  wnmgeth ! 
He  kepetb  him  selfe,  he  kepeth  his  frendeSy 
So  stant  he  saufe  to  both  his  ettdes^ 
That  he  excedeth  no  measare, 
So  well  he  can  bym  seHe  measare, 
Wherof  my  sonne  tbon  shalt  witte 
So  as  the  philosophe  hath  writte. 

Prodlgos  et  pareus  dno  sunt  extremaqtie  largua^ 
£st  horum  medius  plebis  in  ore  bonus. 


Nota  hic  de  rirtute  largitatis,  que  ad  oppoaUuni 
auaricie  inter  duo  extrema  Videlicet  ^pcrci* 
moniam  et  prodigafitatem  specialiter  óooaiatlL 

Bbtwije  tbe  two  eztremities 

Of  rioe,  stont  the  propertics 

Of  rertue,  and  to  preue  H  so, 

Take  Aoarice,  and  take  aiso 

The  vice  of  prodigatitee 

Betwyx  hem  liberalifee 

(Wliicbe  is  the  rertue  of  largesse) 

Stant,  and  gonemeth  bis  noblesae. 

For  tho  two  rioes  in  discorde 

Stonde  euer,  as  |  fynde  of  recorde : 

So  that  betweoe  ber  two  debatę 

Largesse  ruleth  his  astate. 

For  in  suche  wise  as  auarice, 

As  I  to  fora  haue  toMe  the  vice, 

Throngh  streit  boldiog,  and  thron^  ictfiAfli 

Stant  coDtrary  to  lai^esse: 

Right  BO  stant  prodt Alitee 

Reuers,  but  nonghtin  siiche  degree. 

For  so  as  aonrice  sparetb, 

And  for  to  kepe  bis  tneasour  careth, 
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TbiŁ  other  all  Ińs  owłie  nad  ńlore^ 

Ayene  tbe  witottadiifea  lorę, 

Yeiieth  and  dispendeth  here  and  tbete, 

So  tbtt  bym  rećketh  Aeuer  trhere, 

Whiie  be  naie  borowe,  he  iroW  dispende, 

Tyli  at  last  be  saith,  I  wende. 

Bot  tKat  ia  spokAn  all  to  1at«. 

For  tban  is  poiiertee  at  gate, 

lad  takefeh  bym  eden  by  the  śTeoe. 

For  erat  woli  be  «o  wbtedom^  K^oe. 

ind  ryght  aa  aoarice  h  synhe, 

Thtf  wolde  bia  iMtoor  kepe  ftnd  w^nne: 

Ri^ht  80  ia  prodi^alitee. 

Bat  of  lar^HM^  m  bis  de^re^. 

Whiebe  ęuen  stant  betwerie  tbe  two, 

The  bigb  god  and  Btfh  alio 

The  ?eriae  ecbe  of  bem  comm^n^etb. 

For  be  bym  Moen  fyrst  ftmendeth, 

Thatoaer  all  bń  name  opredetb, 

And  to  all  otber,  where  H  nedeth 

He  yenetb  bia  good  in  suehe  a  iaise, 

That  be  maketb  many  a  mftn  arifie, 

^iehe  eis  sbalde  laJle  lowe. 

largesK  maie  not  ben  ynknowe. 

For  wbat  łonde  tbat  be  reigAetb  inne, 

Itnay  not  layle  for  to  #ibiie 

Throegfa  his  deaert  loue  and  grace, 

Wbeie  it  shall  fiiile  in  dtber  place. 

Aod  tbw  betwefte  to  mućbe  and  łyte, 

lugetse,  wbicb  ia  noogbt  to  ^ite, 

Holt  ener  fortb  tbe  myddell  wttie. 

Bot  vbo  tbat  wdll  torne  tnfait 

Fio  tbat,  to  prodiUralHee, 

Anoae  he  leoelli  the  propf rtee 

Of  rertiie,  and  ^Ch  to  tbe  vrće. 

For  in  sucbe  wiśd  ś§  Aiterłce 
I^oeth  for  ićftnnette  fata  gódd  taine; 
RigbtM  tbM  ot6er  k  to  blame, 
Wbicb  tbnwgfa  bia  wśtAh  tneatrre  eiec6d^. 
For  no  oan  wote  tM^bat  banne  it  bredetb, 
Wbile  tbat  a  man  bdtb  good  to  ^eoe, 
With  great  lowtea  he  maie  leoe, 
Aad  hatb  bia  freodca  oueraff. 
And  enericbe  of  bjrm  tell  sbafl, 
Tbe  wbite  be  hatb  bit  Ml  packę, 
Thcyiay:  a  goeH  MśŚe  is  Ucke. 
WbanitfiiyletbitfaM, 
Amme  his  prioe  thei  cinercast 
For  tban  is  tbero  nonę  other  lawę, 
Ait  lacke  was  a  good  fblawe. 
Whan  thei  bem  pdore  and  ncdi*  »t 
They  let  bym  peaae,  alUd  ftre  well  ti^« 
All  tbat  be  wend  Of  com|Mnie 
!•  tban  tomed  to  M*h, 

Bot  nowe  to  speke  in  otber  kindlft 
OJloue,  a  man  maie  aoćbe  ff nde, 
Thot  wbere  tbei  ooiM  hi  edery  fcnite, 
JW  east  and  waat  ber  kiue  abonte, 
TiOall  ber  tirae  h  ouetgOn^, 
Aad  tban  baue  tbeł  f oue  nonę. 
For  who  tbat  knelh  oUerafl. 
U  it  no  reaaon,  that  be  aball 
Of  knie  hane  aAy  profrirte^ 
For  tby  my  sonne  auise  the*, 
if  tbon  of  kme  haft  b6  td  lai^. 
Formefae  a  maa  ii  BOt  to  cbai||e. 
And  if  itso  be,  that  tboh  h«it 
"•pnrfed  all  thy  tyme  m  wast. 
And  set  tby  looe  m  aondry  place, 
Tbongk  thoa  tbe  aabstance  of  tby  grai*e 


Lese  at  tfie  fast  tt  is  no  wóiider. 
Por  he  that  put  bym  setaen  roder, 
As  who  saith,  boramyn  ouer  all, 
He  leseth  the  loue  speciatl 
Of  euery  one,  if  she  be  wise. 
For  loue  shall  nought  beare  his  prisa 
By  reaM)n,  whan  it  passetb  one, 
So  hane  I  sen  fuli  many  one, 
Tbat  were  of  loue  wele  at  eaaey 
Whiche  after  felle  in  great  disease, 
Through  wast  of  looe,  tbat  tbei  spent 
In  sondry  places  wbere  tbei  went. 

Right  so  my  sonne  I  aske  ol  the, 
if  thoii  witb  prodigalitee. 
Hast  here  aiid  there  thy  loue  wi»ied  > 

My  father  nay,  but  1  haue  tasted 
In  many  a  place,  as  I  htiue  go, 
And  yet  loue  I  neuer  one  of  tho. 
But  for  to  driue  lóorth  tbe  daie. 
For  leueth  well,  my  bertę  is  aye 
Witbonten  mo,  for  edermo^e 
All  rpon  one,  for  1  no  moiie 
Desire,  but  hir  lone  ft!an«: 
So  make  I  many  a  priue  trKin^. 
For  well  I  fele,  I  bauo  Aispeńded 
My  longe  looe,  and  ndt  ameD4ed 
My  sp^e:  for  ought  I  flnde  y}t. 
If  tbis  be  wast  ^nto  yonr  wit 
Of  lone,  and  prodigtflitee^ 
Now  good  iather  detneth  yee. 
But  of  o  thyng  I  will  ihe  sln-iiW, 
l*hat  I  sball  for  no  ione  thrr^. 
But  if  bir  selfe  wiłl  ine  relene. 

My  sonne  that  I  małe  wetl  leue. 
And  netbeles  me  semeth  śo, 
For  ougbt  tbat  tboa  ba;^  yet  misdb 
Of  tyme,  whiche  tiiou  hast  speńded, 
It  maie  with  arace  Sen  amended. 
For  tbyng  wbiche  maie  be  worth  iSe  ooste, 
Perchaunee  is  notber  wast  ne  }oĄe» 
For  wbat  thyng  stant  on  aaentore, 
Tbat  can  no  worldes  ereature 
Tell  in  certaine,  howe  it  thall  ^ende, 
Till  he  thertff  m^ie  sene  an  eiSde: 
So  tbat  I  notę  as  yet  therfore, 
If  thou  my  soAne  hast  wonne  or  fora. 
For  ofte  tyme,  as  it  it  sene 
Whan  sommer  bath  lost  kH  bis  ^ne. 
And  is  witb  wynter  wast  ttod  Sate, 
Tbat  bym  is  lefte  notbyng  to  spare, 
All  is  recouered  rn  a  throwe, 
Tbe  colde  wyndes  ouerblowe. 
And  stilied  ben  (be  sharpe  iboores; 
And  sodeinlicbe  ayene  bia  douics 
Tbe  sommer  hapjpeoeth,  and  is  riche. 
And  80  percase  thy  grftce  is  Kche. 

My  sonne  thotigh  thoo  be  now  poaer 
Of  loue:  yet  thou  might  recouer. 

My  fbder  certes  grant  miefćy; 
Ye  baue  ate  taugbt  so  redily, 
Tbat  euer  wbile  I  liue  shall, 
Tbe  bettCT  I  maie  beware  witb  tift 
Of  thyng,  which  ye  hane  said  et  ibia. 
Bot  eueimore  how  that  it  is 
Toward  my  alnifle,  as  tt  befoi^geth. 
To  wit  of  other  pointes  me  longet^, 
Wberof  that  ye  me  wolden  tećhe, 
With  all  my  bertę  f  yon  besecbe. 

BXFUCrT  UBSR  ^JiNtcr. 
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OOW£R'S  POEMS. 


Est  gula,  ąum  nostrum  macalauit  prima  parentem, 

Ex  vetito  porno  qoo  dolet  omnis  hoiDo» 
Haec  agit,  vŁ  corpus  animae  contraria  spirat: 

9uo  caro  fit  crassa,  spiritus  atque  macer. 
IntuB  et  eicterius  si  quaB  yirtutis  habeotur, 

Potibos  ebrietas  oonuiciata  ruit. 
Mena  sopore  tabis,  que  Bacchus  inebriafbospes 

Indignata  Venu8  oscula  raro  premiu 

Hic  in  Sexto  libro  tractare  intendit  de  illo  capitali 
▼itio,  ąuodgula  dicitur,  nec  non  et  eiusdem  dua- 
bas  Boluminodo  ^peciebus,  yideltcet  ebrietate  et 
delicacia,  ex  ąuibus  humane  concupiscentis  ob- 
lectamentum  habundantius  augmentatur. 

JNCIPIT  UBER  SEKTUS. 

The  great  sinne  originall, 
Which  euery  man  in  generał! 
Upon  his  birth  bath  enuennomed, 
In  pamdise  it  was  mistiaied, 
Wban  Adam'of  thiike  apple  bote. 
His  swete  morcell  was  to  hote, 
Whiche  dedly  madę  tbe  mankynde. 
And  in  tbe  bokes  as  I  finde, 
This  yice,  whiche  so  out  of  rule 
Hath  set  v8  all,  is  cleped  Gule: 
Of  whiche  the  branches  ben  so  great, 
That  of  hem  all  I  woU  not  treat. 
But  onlicbe  as  touc|iende  of  two 
1  thynke  to  speke,  and  of  no  mo. 
Wherof  the  nrste  is  dronkeship, 
Whiche  beareth  tbe  cuppe  felauship. 
Ful  many  a  wonder  doth  that  yice, 
He  can  make  of  a  wisman  nice. 
And  of  a  foole,  that  hym  sball  seme, 
That  he  can  all  the  lawę  deme, 
And  yeue  euery  iudgcment, 
Whiche  longeth  to  the  firmament, 
Both  of  the  sterre,  and  of  the  moonę : 
And  thus  he  maketh  a  great  clerke  soone 
Of  hym,  that  it  a  lewde  man. 
There  is  no  thyng,  whiche  he  ne  can 
While  he  hath  dronkeship  on  bonde: 
*  He  knoweth  the  sea,  he  knoweth  tbe  stronde, 
He  isa  noble  man  of  armes, 

And  yet  no  strtngth  is  in  his  armes.' 
There  he  was  stronge  enowe  tofore 

With  dronkeship  it  is  forlore, 

And  all  is  changed  his  estate, 

And  wexeth  anone  so  feble  and  matę, 
That  he  maie  neither  go  ne  come. 

But  all  to  gether  he  is  benome 

The  power  both  of  hondę  and  fote, 

So  that  algate  abide  he  mote. 

And  all  his  wittes  he  furyete, 

The  whiche  is  to  hym  suche  a  Icte, 

That  he  wote  neuer,  what  he  dooth, 

N^  whiche  is  fals,  ne  whiche  is  sooth, 

Ke  whiche  is  daie,  ne  whiche  is  night, 

As  for  the  t^me  he  knoweth  no  wighte, 

That  he  nę  wote  so  muchę  as  this, 

What  maner  thyng  hym  seluen  is, 

Or  he  be  man,  or  he  be  beast, 

That  holde  1  rigbt  a  sory  feast: 

Whan  he,  that  reason  vnderstoodc, 

So  sodeinliche  is  wexe  woode, 

Or  elles  liche  tbe  deade  man, 

Whiche  nother  go  ne  speke  can. 

Thus  ofte  he  is  to  bedde  brought, ' 

but  yet  where  he  lieth  woteth  be  nought, 


Till  he  anse  ypon  tbe  morowe, 
And  than  he  saith :  O  whiche  a  soro»« 
It  is  for  to  be  driokdes, 
So  that  halfe  dronke  in  suche  a  rees 
WIth  drie  mouth  he  stertę  hym  rp. 
And  saith :   Baille  ca  the  cuppe, 
That  madę  hym  lese  bis  wit  at  eue, 
Is  than  a  morowe  all  his  beleoe. 
71ie  cup  is  all  that  euer  hym  pleaseth. 
And  also  that  hym  muat  diseaseth. 
It  is  the  cup  whom  be  serueth, 
Whiche  all  cares  from  hym  kerueth. 
And  all  bales  to  hym  bryngetb. 
In  ioye  he  wepeth,  in  sorowe  be  singeth. 
For  dronkensbip  is  so  diuers, 
It  maie  no  while  stonde  inuers. 
He  drinketh  the  winę,  but  at  lasŁ 
The  winę  drinketh  him,  and  bynt  bim  Hut, 
And  Icith  hym  dronke  by  the  walie, 
As  hym,  whiche  is  bis  bonde  thralle» 
And  all  in  his  subiection,' 
And  liche  to  suche  condicion, 
As  for  to  speke  it  otherwise,  ' 
It  falleth  that  the  most  wise 
Ben  other  while  of  loue  adoted. 
And  so  bewbapped  and  a^suted, 
Of  dronken  men  that  neuer  yit 
Was  nonę,  whiche  halfe  so  lo^t  bis  wit 
Of  drinke,  as  thei  of  suche  thynges  do, 
Whiche  cleped  is  the  iolife  wo. 
And  wexen  of  ber  owne  thought 
So  dronke,  that  thei  knowe  nought 
What  reason  is,  or  morę  or  lesse. 
Suche  is  the  kinde  of  that  sikenesse. 
And  that  is  not  for  lacke  of  brayne: 
But  loue  is  of  so  great  a  mayne, 
That  where  he  taketb  a  bertę  od  bonde, 
There  matę  nothing  bis  migbt  witbstonde* 
The  wise  Salomon  was  nome, 
And  stronge  Sampson  oueicome. 
The  knightly  Dauid  hym  ne  might 
Rescue,  that  be  with  the  sight 
Of  Bersabee  ne  was  bestade. 
Yirgile  also  was  ouerlade. 
And  Aristotle  was  put  vnder. 

For  thy  my  sonne  it  is  no  wonder, 
Yf  thou  be  dronke  of  loue  amonge, 
Whiche  is  aboue  all  other  stronge. 
And  if  so  is,  that  thou  so  bee. 
Telle  me  thy  shrifte  in  priuitee. 
It  iii  no  shame  of  suche  a  thewe, 
A  yoo^e  man  to  be  dronkelewe, 
Of  suche  phisike  as  I  can  a  parte. 
And  as  me  semeth  by  that  arte, 
Thou  sbuldest  by  pbisonomie 
Be  shapen  to  that  maladie 
Of  louedronke,  and  that  is  ronthe. 

A  holy  fader  all  is  trouthe, 
That  ye  me  telle,  t  am  be  knowe, 
That  I  with  loue  am  so  bethrowe. 
And  all  my  herte  is  so  through  8onke» 
That  I  am  yeriliche  dronke : 
And  yet  I  maie  both  speke  and  go: 
But  I  am  onercome  so. 
And  toroed  fro  my  selfe  so  dene, 
Tbat  ofte  I  wote  not  what  I  mene, 
So  that  excusen  I  ne  maie 
My  bert  fro  tbe  flrst  daie, 
That  I  cam  to  my  ladie  kitbe, 
I  was  neuer  yet  sobre  sithe:  , 
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Whefe  I  hjr  se,  or  se  hir  nought, 

With  mnsynge  of  myn  owoe  thought 

Of  looe,  whidie  my  bertę  anaileth, 

So  drooke  I  am,  that  my  witte  faileth, 

Aod  ałl  my  brayne  w  oueitorned, 

Aod  my  maner  so  mistorned, 

That  I  foryete  all  that  I  can, 

Aod  itoode  likeu  maaed  man. 

That  ofte  wban  I  shulde  plale, 

ItBiaketb  me  drawe  oute  of  the  wale 

In  soleyn  place  by  my  aelfe, 

As  doth  a  laborer  to  delfe, 

Wbiche  can  no  gentilmans  cbere, 

Or  elles  as  a  lewde  frere, 

Whan  be  is  put  to  bis  penance: 

Ki^ht  so  lese  I  my  contenance. 

And  if  itnedes  so  betide, 

That  I  in  conpanie  abyde, 

Tbere  as  I  most  daunce  and  synge, 

The  hooe  daunce  and  carolynge, 

Or  for  to  go  the  newe  foote^ 

I  may  oot  well  heue  rp  my  foote^ 

If  that  sbe  be  not  tn  Łbe  waie. 

Forthan  is  all  my  myrtb  awaica 

Aod  were  aoone  of  thoagbt  so  fiill, 

Wherof  my  Ijrmmes  ben  so  duli 

I  maie  rnnetbes  gon  tbe  pas. 

For  thns  it  is,  and  euer  it  was, 

WbsD  I  on  snche  tboughtes  muse 

Tbe  Inct  and  myrtb,  that  men  Tse, 

Whan  I  see  not  my  lady  byme:    . 

An  is  forjrete  for  tbe  t^me 

So  ferfortb,  that  my  wittes  chauogen. 

And  all  histes  liro  me  straungen : 

That  thei  sein  all  truły, 

Aod  swere,  tbat  it  am  not  I. 

For  as  the  man,  whicb  ofte  drynketh 

Tbe  winę,  that  in  his  stomake  synketh, 

WuKth  dronke  an  witles  for  a  tbrowe, 

Hijht  so  my  InsŁ  is  ouerthrowe, 

Ai^  of  minę  owne  thought  so  matę. 

I  wsxe,  that  to  myn  astate 

There  is  no  lym  wyli  me  serue. 

But  ąi  a  drunken  man  I  sweroe. 

And  soffre  snche  a  pasaion, 

That  men  hane  great  compassion 

Aod  eehe  by  hym  selfe  meniailetb, 

Wbst  tbyng  it  is,  that  me  so  ayletb. 

&ich  is  the  maner  of  my  wo, 

Whicfae  time  tbat  I  am  hir  fro, 

TiHefte  ayene  that  1  hir  see: 

Bot  than  it  were  a  nicetee 

Totelł  you  bow  that  I  farę. 

^or  whan  I  maie  Tpon  bir  stare, 

Hir  womanhead,  hir  gentilnesse, 

Myn  bertę  is  fali  of  suche  gladnesse, 

That  ouerpasaeth  so  my  wit, 

That  I  wote  neuer  where  it  sit, 

But  sin  so  drunken  of  that  sight. 

Me  thiaketh,  that  ibr  the  time  1  might, 

I^Slit  stertę  tbroogh  the  wholle  walie. 

And  than  I  maie  well,  if  I  shall, 

Both  cynge  and  daunce,  and  lepe  aboute, 

And  bolde  forthe  the  Instie  route. 

Bntnethelesitfollethso 

'nil  ofte,  that  I  fro  hir  go 

Ne  may,  bot  as  it  were  a  stake 

1  stonde,  auisement  to  take, 

And  loke  rpon  hir  faire  face, 

Tbat  for  the  while  out  of  the  place. 


For  all  the  woride  ne  might  I  wende, 

Such  lust  comth  than  into  my  mynde: 

So  tbat  without  meate  and  drynke, 

Of  lusty  thoughtes,  whiche  I  tbinkie. 

Me  tbinketh  I  might  stonden  euer, 

And  80  it  were  to  me  leuer, 

Than  suche  a  sight  for  to  leue, 

If  that  sbe  wolde  yeue  me  leue. 

To  haue  so  mochell  of  my  wille. 

And  thus  tbinkende  I  stonde  sUlI 

Without  blenchinge  of  minę  eie, 

Right  as  me  thought  that  I  seie 

Of  paradia  the  most  ioie. 

And  so  there  whyle  I  me  reioie 

Unto  my  herte  a  great  desyre, 

The  whiche  is  hotter  thiin  the  fire, 

All  sodenliche  vpon  me  rennetb, 

That  all  my  thought  within  brenneth. 

And  am  so  ferfortb  ouercome, 

That  I  notę  where  I  am  beoome: 

So  tbat  amorige  tho  hertes  stronge 

In  stede  of  drynke  I  ynderfonge 

A  thought  so  swete  in  my  courage, 

That  neuer  pyement,  ne  vemage 

Was  halfe  so  swete  for  to  drynke. 

For  as  I  wolde,  than  I  thynke. 

Ab  though  I  were  at  mioe  aboue. 

For  so  through  dronke  I  am  of  loue, 

That  all  that  my  sotie  demeth, 

Is  soth,  as  than  it  to  me  semeth. 

And  while  I  maie  tho  thoughtes  kepe. 

Me  thinketh  as  though  I  were  a  ślepe, 

And  that  1  were  in  goddes  barme. 

But  whan  I  see  mvn  owne  harme. 

And  that  I  sodenliche  awake 

Out  of  my  thooght,  and  hede  take, 

Howe  that  the  sothe  stant  in  dede, 

Than  is  my  sikemesse  in  drede. 

And  ioye  tometh  into  wo, 

So  that  the  hete  is  all  ago 

Of  snche  sotie,  as  I  was  inne: 

And  than  ayenewarde  I  begynne 

To  take  of  loue  a  newe  tburst, 

Whiche  me  greueth  all  there  wurst. 

For  than  cometh  the  blanche  Feuer 

With  chele,  and  maketh  me  so  to  cheuer,. 

And  so  it  coldeth  at  myn  herte, 

That  wonder  is,  howe  I  asterte 

In  snche  a  poynte,  that  I  ne  deye.- 

For  oertes  there  was  neuer  keye, 

Ne  firosen  ise  rpon  tbe  walie 

Morę  inly  colde  than  I  am  all. 

And  thus  suffer  I  the  hote  cbele, 

Whiche  passeth  other  peynes  fale, 

In  colde  I  brenne,  and  firese  in  hete, 

And  than  I  drynke  a  hitter  swete 

With  drie  lippe,  and  eien  wete. 

Lo  thus  1  temper  my  dietę. 

And  take  a  draoght  of  suche  relees, 

That  all  my  wit  is  herteles  * 

And  all  my  hert  there  it  sitte, 

Is,  as  who  saith,  without  witte. 

So  that  I  preue  it  by  reason, 

In  makyoge  of  comparison 

Th«>re  maie  no  difference  bee 

Betwłx  a  dronken  man  and  mee. 

But  all  the  werst  of  euericbeone 

Is  euer,  that  I  tburst  in  one. 

The  morę  that  my  herte  drynkf fli 

The  morę  I  maie,  so  that  mc  thinketh 
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eowSft^B  fOtMS. 


My  tburtt  shall  Mttrtt  bi  9aĄtmt^ 
Ood  sbdde,  tMt  I  b^  m>t  tAt«ytlt 
Of  suche  a  superAnilae. 
For  wele  I  feele  łti  ttty  4^^t^, 
Tbat  all  my  witte  łft  oiiefcii«t, 
Wberof  1  am  the  inoreaffffAt, 
That  in  defaute  of  laMhl p 
Percbance  i  o  suche  a  #foilkeii«bl^ 
I  may  be  dead,  er  I  b«iMii^. 

For  certes  hthet  this  I  datę 
Beknowe,  and  in  my  shrifte  ttllft, 
Bot  I  a  draugfat  baofe  df  (bat  #H>«', 
In  whiche  my  deth  is  and  ilty  life: 
My  łoye  it  tourned  in  to  Hnfe, 
That  sobre  sball  I  neoet  ^^rth«. 
But  as  a  dronken  tliati  for  ««ttt«. 
So  tbat  in  londe  wMfe  1  fki^, 
The  lust  is  lorę  tfT  ffi)r  ^itlfitfe,  ' 
JLb  be  that  maie  no  bśHi  Tynóś. 
.    But  this  me  tbinketh  k  irtMtr  tftśAń^ 
Ai  I  am  drunke  cfthat  1  drynke 
Of  tbese  thougfates,  łlkat  1  thynke, 
Of  wkićhe  I  fynde  no  t«le«8. 
But  if  I  myght  netMes 
Of  suche  a  dryuke  aś  I  ĆĘioeftt, 
So  as  me  lust  baue  o  ^ecełte 
I  shulde  asiiobre  aiid  Iktt  iMt, 
Bot  so  fortunę  tpon  bit  Irbete 
On  high  me  deigueth  fiot  to  settft. 
For  euermore  I  fynde  t  \titt. 

The  botileris  not  my  firefide, 
Whiche  hath  ttte  k«y  bjr  the  bftftde : 
1  may  well  witshe,  lind  that  1*  Orasl^, 
For  well  I  wote  se  frpflibe  a  tait6 
(Bot  if  my  grace  be  the  mori) 
I  shall  assaie  uedAfttiofe. 

Thos  am  I  dronkt  df  thlfet  1  Bte. 
For  tastynge  is  defeikded  me. 
And  I  can  not  my  seluen  ittśtiehe, 
So  that  my  fader  of  this  brali<:fie 
I  am  gyltife,  to  telle  tttHtth. 

My  sopne  that  fhe  thlnketfi  Amtli. 
For  looe  dronke  is  th«  ffiłścYittiUft 
Aboue  aH  other  t!ve  tnoii  ithłiff. 
If  he  BO  Ittsty  fhou^t  Bśi&fe, 
Whiche  vśtf  hiś  sofy  tlmrtt  t&aft, 
As  for  the  tyme  yet  it  lesMtTi 
Tp  bym,  whiche  oUićr  foye  urtiAeth'. 

For  thy  my  sohM  abóiie  ńll 
Tbinke  well,  bow  tdr  it  tfa«  befkfl, 
And  kepe  tby  wittes  thttt  tbo\i  hlt«t. 
And  let  hem  not  be  dronke  hi  tiaśt. 

But  netheles  there  Is  no  Arl^t, 
That  maie  withjftonde  loMs  rtArght^ 
But  why  the  ctttse  is,  as  1  6nde, 
But  that  there  is  dfoersć  kihde 
Of  looe  dronke  why  mi!1i  ptćinefh, 
After  the  cooite,  wbicb«  all  oMeiń^th, 
1  will  the  telle  tte  maner«, 
Ifow  list  my  sonnej  and  thou  shalt  her^ 

Hic  narrat  tecondóm  poetam,  ąoaliier  in  rao 
eellario  doo  dolia  lopiter  babei,  quorum  primum 
1iqaori8  dulcissimi,  sectinduitt  amarissimi  plenum 
consistit,  ita  quod  ille,  cui  fatata  est  prosperitas, 

.  de  dolci  potabit>  Alter  vero  cui  aduersabitur 
poculum  gustabit  aooarum. 

For  tbe  fortunę  of  tn^ty  chsnte» 
After  the  goddei  pxstn»&nct. 


To  man  łt  grow^etb  llMl  khtktt  i 
So  tbat  the  sp«d««f  «liMy  totM 
U  shape  there,  er  It  b^ML 
For  lupiter  abMnftiall, 
Wbiche  is  of  godd«s  sMMMrfUe 
Hath  in  bis  seller,  as  mtm  whUśp 
Two  tonnes  fuli  of  loue  dHnk^, 
That  maketh  maiiy  a  iMKe  iiMift, 
And  many  ao  herte  alio  ta  Itett 
Dr  of  tbe  sowfe,  0r  0f  tlie  i#«t». 
That  one  is  fuli  of  suche  pfeiMbt, 
Whiche  passetb  all  eotenflelMilt 
Of  mana  wit,  if  he  It  tMte, 
And  maketh  a  ioylife  berta  Hi  blMt. 

That  other  bitter  m  Hm  gallfe^ 
W^hiche  maketh  a  mftiM  hMt  {Mllfe, 
Wbose  dronkeship  is  a  sikeneMfe, 
Through  felynge  of  the  IfHtimiM^. 
Cupidć  is  botiler  fif  b»Mtt, 
Whiche  to  the  |eefr,  ind  to  tMb  Mhe, 
Yeoeth  of  the  swetc,  aad  tff  tht  fomae 
Tbat  Bom  laugh,  a<id  ^fhb  IMim. 
But  for  so  mucha  as  H6  bfilide  is. 
Fuli  oft  tyme  he  gotli  Mii«, 
And  taketh  the  faadde  i^  tba  good, 
Whiche  byndreth  ititny  a  mant 
Withoute  cause,  and  foMheretfa  ekft : 
So  ben  there  som  of  ktae  aek^i 
Whiche  ought  of  Mluoti  to  htń  hdla. 
And  som  comen  to  the  dole 
In  happe,  and  as  beiii  s^fo  test 
Drinke,  rndeaenied  of  the  btit. 

And  thus  thli  blyrtde  boti4er 
Yeueth  ofte  trouble  Iti  fttad^  of  chatek 
And  eke  chere  in  stede  of  tfo<iMew 
Ło  howe  he  can  the  hertes  tiwfole. 
And  maketh  men  dronkfe  al  vpott  ebint^^ 
Withoute  hw*6  of  goneriMm^. 
If  he  drawe  «f  thfe  siMe  tontte, 
Tban  is  tbe  surowe  iM  oiiftr  toMtt 
Of  loue  dronke,  and  stMiR  MMI|^t  gff(MMi 
So  to  be  drunke  euery  e#te. 
Por  all  is  than  but  a  gaiii^ 
But  wban  it  is  nougtit  df  tM  iMne^ 
And  he  the  better  tonne  dirasMth, 
Suche  dronkeship  sm  Heri^  pś»fif€0»p 
And  febleth  all  a  flMmnee  thoAfM, 
Tbat  better  bym  ulere  himk  łk^kb  ^o^fitt. 
And  all  bis  breade  hade  etten  drie. 
For  than  he  leseth  his  Iasti«  ir«ie, 
With  dronkesbip,  and  #ote  n^t  wUOin^ 
To  go,  tbe  waies  bene  so  ślidin*» 
In  whiche  he  maie  pereas  so  fiKlI, 
Tbat  he  shall  brehe  Ms  wiites  all. 
And  in  this  wise  men  btn  dihftflfte» 
After  the  drinkft  tbei  haue  drańke. 

Bot  all  drinken  not  yHkd. 
For  some  shall  singe,  urd  somuft  ilMIIf  t|^» 
So  tbat  it  me  notfe^ng^  merttayteH^ 
My  sonne,  of  loue  that  tbe  ayledi. 

For  I  wel  kilotre  bf  thy  tale, 
That  thoo  hast  dronk«n  6f  the  dwaM» 
Whiche  bitter  ii,  fin  god  tbe  ittiite 
Suche  grace,  that  thou  might  Mieiidi. 

But  sonne  thoo  shalt  bidde  and  ^i6, 
In  such  a  wise,  as  I  shall  sah!, 
Tbat  thou  the  lust  wtpll  atfeyne 
Thy  wofiill  thurstes  to  restr^ite    . 
Of  looe,  and  taste  tk^  twetńatśf 
As  Bacchua  did  in  hM  digtres. 
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Whin  bodiliclie  tiiunte  bym  bfftti, 
In  itnuoge  loiidei  wbere  ii  HfHkU 

Nota  bic  ^oalitcr  podM  lrf1i|UliijAi  fIGwti  {iffecftMi 
adqairttnr,  Bt  nftfrlt  «xMi|rftttt,  <|tioil  <rutli 
Bacchos  de  ąWKftmi  Mfo  uh  Ori«rbte  fc^titt-iiliii 
io  qaJbasdatt  Uby*  pAttUtfat  tftlcultM  generlś 
potiuD  non  inueńft,  ilisia  wA  louem  ^^Rmś, 
apparait  et  ariet,  qtłi  tetta  pede  p«rctiś«it,  śUU 
timqiłe  fons  emanaiiH,  M  «i6  pdttńtt  {^etćfiti  pe- 
titio  preaiittft. 

Thu  Baocbos,  aonos  oT  feffiter 

Wal  hoCe,  and  tm  ba  «*Mfir, 

Bjr  bis  &tben  aaiigMia^iit 

To  make  a  wetrą  i*  tbotfeali 

And  great  pover  witb  bftt  be  M4«, 

Sotbal  the  higber  bonde  be  blMldc^ 

Aad  rietorie  of  bit  ennrit. 

And  toorneth  bomwapde  wMb  bli  pliM^ 

Ib  sacbe  a  coantrei  wbiebe  IM*  ifey 

A  mescbiefe  fell  tpeft  UM  «<efey 

Asberodewitb  biaooMan^i 

Migh  to  tfae  stłtmdes  of  Utif%, 

Tbere  migbt  tbei  no  MDbe  llfllde 

Of  «ater»  nor  ef  elker  Ittode  t 

80  tbat  hjm  leMB,  and  tli  bU  heate 

Wcie  for  de&ut  Of  MelM  almoM* 

l>utro7ed:  and  tbaft  Becditta  pTildt 

To  laplter,  aod  tbtflr  be  «lfd«t 

O  higblatber,  tiMIaeeit  atl, 
To  wbooB  is  reaM>D»  tfcftt  I  aNII 
Bcttche,  aad  praie  itt  «iMr^  eedi, 
Bebolde  my  fiitberi  and  tekę  bCd^, 
Tlut  fonurant,  tbat  wt  Itt  Hitie 
To  itauBcbe,  and  gM«flt  n  fbf  te  iHbMy 
Aad  taufe  Tnto  the  ceuflttti  IM, 
Where  tbat  óur  loatie  loUe«  Itfe 
Waytende  rpon  oot  botte  tHMfńget 
^  witb  tbe  Toycc  of  bit  praye<tg», 
WUcbe  beide  was  to  tbe  geddM  ble, 
He  ngb  anone  toibse  bii  ele 
A  wether,  wbicbe  tbe  ffounde  bdtb  ^fUrWld, 
Aad  where  be  batb  it  ooettUfiM^, 
Tboe  aprange  a  wefle  fteaabe  ditd  ^Mtt 
Wberof  bia  owne  botfl««r«;, 
AAer  tbe  luatea  of  bia  wHte, 
Yaaeeneiy  man  to  drinke  blft  ffife. 
Aod  for  tbia  ilke  gre^t  gttitt 
^^nn  Tpon  tbe  aame  plAc« 
A  ńeke  tempie  let  arere, 
Wchd  ener  abalde  atoode  therti 
To  threatie  ne&  ia  mBeoibiaoor. 

For  t^  nj^  iomwaAef  thia  ebaaot, 
It  ńtte  tbe  wiU  t0  iafcea  bedie^ 
^  fcr  t»  pNf  vpeB  tby  aede, 
As  Baocbna  pieide  for  tbe  weH^ 
And  tbinke,  aa  tboa  bast  herde  me  tell, 
Hoeegiaoe  be  gradde,  and  grace  be  bad. 
ns  «il  no  Ibole,  tbat  ttąt  to  rad. 
2^  >eldeii  get  a  óotah^  intni  Tonde, 
nke  tbkt  pronćrbe,  aiid  vnderttó)>d^, 
"^tt  wołdea  ben  of  tertne  gfetCe. 
For  tby  to  apeke  tbon  ne  lettc* 
Aad  aake,  and  ptele  cttefF  ttid  lite, 
"Hiy  tbuntto  qaeiicb6,  abd  t&idke  (dg«ti 
The  botiUer/wbicbe  beflrtth  tb6  ł^ 
k  Uynde,  aa  tbou  b»at  berdS  ffld  śiji. 
Aad  ifit  migbt  aobetlde 
"Tbat  be  Tpon  tbe  btyfide  ffidjB 


Pfercaa  tbe  awetć  tOMirt  ffitigilif 
Tban  abalte  tbou  hane  e  hitti«  dnib|tit, 
And  watfb  «f  I6ue  drOttiH!  śUhite, 
And  tbua  I  redę  tbon  fiMMe 
Tbyn  bertę,  in  Mfpe  «f  iwćbiP  ń  ^MM. 
For  dronkeahip  in  dtfttfy  pttffr«. 
To  wbetber  aide  that  K  tnrtMi, 
Ootb  barme,  and  meliAh  i  tMA  tO  tpiMC, 
And  ofle  falle  in  itiUtb  k  #la«, 
Wbere  be  percet  mMB  ńettgM  Aftae* 

Hic  de  amoria  ebrietate  ponit  ^empluńi  qaatifeer 
Triatram  ob  potutfi,  quem  firan^weyn  in  vaai 
ei  porrexit  d€  atnore  belle  Isolde  iHebfiatna 
extitit, 

Am D  for  to  loke  in  ellM^fłce 

Upon  tbe  totbe  eipetleuce, 

So  that  it  batb  belall  et  tbit, 

In  euery  mana  mouth  It  it, 

Howe  Triatram  waa  of  lone  dHottk^ 

Witb  bele  laołde  wban  tbei  drodkd 

Tbe  drinke,  wbieb  Btangweilie  beM  MM 

Er  tbat  kyng  Muki  bia  etne  fair  idke 

To  wife,  aa  it  waa  aftet  ktkHI«. 

And  eke  my  sonne,  tf  (bod  tritte  klliM^ 
Aa  it  batb  fiillen  oiier  more 
In  lonea  cauae,  and  wbat  ia  more 
Ordrobkethip  for  łodrede, 
Aś  it  w  bilom  befett  ta  dede. 
Wberof  tbob  nilght  tbe  better  escbewt^ 
Of  dronken  ihen  tbat  tbou  ne  aewe 
Tbe  companie  In  no  manere, 
A  great  ensaebpte  tbou  ibait  faere. 

Hic  de  pericniia  ebrietatit  cauaa  io  amoie  aealin 
gentibua  narrat^  qued  ema  ^eritboua  Mlem  pel- 
cberrimam  Ipotatiam  la  vxofMi  diioerat>  ą«ea- 
dam  qui  Centauri  Yooabantur,  inter  alioa  ¥ici» 
noa  ad  nuptiaa  inuitauit,  qui  ^ino  imbiiti,  no«e 
nnpte  formocitatem  aapicienten,  duplici  ebri^ 
tatę  a  menaa  Ipotatiaift  a  reritboo  marito  aae 
impetu  lapuemnt. 

Thii  flnde  I  writte  in  pMito 
Of  tbilke  faire  Ipotaaie, 
Of  wboae  beautee  tbere  Al  tb<  t^As 
Spake  euery  man,  and  folie  fićt  Csit, 
Tbat  PerJthont  90  hytll  tpM, 
Tbat  be  to  wifo  bir  abatde  Wedf 
Wberof  tbat  be  great  ioye  fbade. 
And  for  be  \7olde  bia  toue  glade, 
Ageyne  tbe  dale  of  ibaria^, 
By  moutbe  botbć,  aod  by  tMIkśf^e' 
Hia  frendea  to  tbe  fott  be  praled, 
Wiib  great  worahip  abd  &t  men  tai^, 
He  batb  tbia  yónge  lady  spouaed. 

And  wban  tbat  thei  were  all  bouaedp 
And  aet  aild  seroecj  at  to^, 
Tbera  waa  no  #ytie,  whicbe  ittate  b^gćtt, 
Tbat  tbere  ne  waa  picntie  eAougb. 
But  Baocbna  tbilke  tonne  drOti^, 
Wberof  by  waie  of  dronkeabip, 
Tbe  greateat  of  tHe  felausbip, 
Werę  out  of  reason  ouer  take. 
And  Venoa,  wHiche  batb  aiso  tatft 
The  cauae  mott  in  speciaH, 
Hath  yeae  hem  drinke  fordi  witb  alt 
Of  tbilke  coppe,  wbicbe  exciteŁb 
Tbe  luat,  whereu  a  man  deliietb. 
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And  thua  by  double  wey  dronke 
Of  lust  that  ilke  firie  foake 
Hath  madę  hem,  as  wbo  seitb^  half  woode, 
That  thei  no  reason  ynderstoode, 
Ne  to  nonę  other  tbynf  thei  8eyen» 
Bat  hir,  whicbe  to  fore  ber  eien 
Was  wedded  thilke  same  daie, 
That  fresshe  wife*  that  lustie  maiei 
Of  hir  it  was  ull  that  thei  thoughten : 
And  so  faHbrth  ber  loates  saugbten, 
That  thei,  whiche  named  were 
Centauri,  at.tbe  feste  there 
Of  one  assent,  of  one  accorde, 
This  yonge  wife  maugre  hir  lorde, 
In  suche  a  ragę  awaie  fortb  ladden, 
As  thei,  whicbe  nonę  insight  haddea^ 
But  onely  to  ber  drunken  fere, 
"Whicbe  many  a  man  hath  madę  misfare 
In  loue,  ais  wei  as  other  weye, 
Wherof,  if  1  sball  morę  seye 
IJpon  the  naturę  of  this  vice, 
Of  custolne,  and  of  exercise, 
The  mans  grace,  howe  it  fordooth, 
A  tale,  whiche  was  wb  iłom  sooth, 
Of  fooles,  that  so  dronken  were, 
I  sball  reheroe  vnto  thyne  ere. 

Hic  loquitar  specialiter  contra  viŁium  illonim, 
qui  nimia  potatione  ex  consoetudine  ebriosi 
efficiuntur,  £t  narrat  exemplum  de  Galba  et 
Yitello  qni  potentes  in  Hispania  principes  fbe- 

,  runt,  sed  ipse  cotidiane  ebrietatis  potibus  assueti, 
tanta  Yicinis  intulerunt  enormia,  quod  tandem 

'  toto  conclamante  populo,  pena  sententie  capi* 
talis  in  eos  iudicialiler  diffinita  est,  qui  prius- 
quam  morerentur,  yt  penam  mortis  alleuiarent, 
spontanea  vim  ebrietate  sopiti,  qua8i  porci 
semimortui  gladio  interierunt. 

I  REDĘ  in  a  crooicle  thus 

Of  Galba,  and  of  Yiteilus,     . 

The  whicbe  of  Spayne  both  were 

Tbe*greatte8t  of  all  other  tbere. 

And  bothe  of  o  condicion, 

After  the  disposicion 

Of  giotony,  and  dronksbip 

That  was  a  sorie  felausbip. 

For  this  thou  might  wel  rnderstondę, 

That  man  maie  welle  not  longe  stonde, 

Whiche  is  winę  dronke  of  common  vse. 

For  be  hath  lorę  the  Tertnes, 

Wherof  reason  shuld  bym  cloth: 

And  that  was  sen  ypon  hem  both. 

Men  seyn,  there  is  no  cuidence, 

Wherof  to  knowe  a  difference 

Betwene  the  dronken  and  the  woode. 

For  thei  be  neuer  nother  good. 

For  where  that  winę  doth  wit  a  weye, 
Wisdome  hath  lost  the  rigbt  weye, 
That  be  no  maner  ?ice  dredeth, 
No  morę  tban  a  blynd  man  tbredeth 
His  nedel  by  the  sonne  ligbt: 
No  morę  is  reason  than  of  might, 
Whan  be  with  dronkeship  is  blent 
And  in  this  point  thei  weren  shent,- 
This  Galba  both  and  eke  Vitelle» 
Upon  the  canse  as  1  sball  tell, 
Wherof  good  is  to  take  hede. 
For  thei  two  through  her  dronkenbede, 


Of  witles  excitacioo 

Oppressed  all  the  nacion 

Of  Spayne:  for  all  foule  Tsaunc^, 

Whiche  done  wasof  continnaunoe 

Of  hem,  whiche  all  daie  dronke  were^ 

Tbere  was  no  wife  ne  itaaiden  there, 

What  BO  thei  were,  or  iaire  or  foule, 

Whom  thei  ne  taken  to  defonle: 

Wherof  the  londe  was  often  wo. 

And  eke  in  other  thynges  mo 

Thei  wroughten  many  a  sondrie  wionge. 

Bat  howe  so  that  the  daie  be  longe,  ^ 

The  derkę  night  cometh  at  latt, 

God  wolde  nonght,  tbei  shulden  last. 

And  shope  the  Uwe  in  suche  a  wise, 

That  tbei  through  dome  to  the  laise 

Be  damned  for  to  be  forlore. 

But  thei,  that  bad  be  tofore 

Enclined  to  all  dronkenesse, 

Her  ende  than  bare  witnesse. 

For  thei  in  hope  lo  asswage 

The  peine  of  dethe  vpon  the  ragę, 

That  thei  lasse  shulden  feele, 

Of  wyne  let  fili  fuli  a  meele, 

And  dronken  till  so  was  bc&lU 

That  thei  her  strengtbes  losen  all, 

Withouten  wit  of  ony  brayne. 

And  thus  tbei  ben  halfe  deed  slayne, 

That  hem  ne  greueth  but  a  lite« 

My  sonne  if  thou  be  for  to  wite 
In  ony  point,  whiche  I  baue  saide, 
Wherof  tby  wittes  bene  ▼nteide, 
I  redę  depe  hem  borne  ageyne. 

I  sball  do  fiither  as  ye  seyne. 
Ais  ferforth  as  I  maie  suffise. 
But  wełl  I  wote,  that  in  no  wise, 
The  dronkeship  of  loue  aweye 
I  maie  remue  by  no  weye: 
It  stant  nought  vpon  my  fortunę. 
But  if  you  list  to  commune 
Óf  the,  seconde.  gtotonie, 
Wbiclie  deped  is  delicacie, 
Wherof  ye  spake  berę  to  fore, 
Beseche  I  wolde  you  therfore. 

'  My  sonne  as  of  that  ilke  yice, 
Whiche  of  all  other  is  the  norice. 
And  stant  Tpon  the  retenue 
Of  Yenus,  so  as  it  is  due, 
The  propertee  howe  that  it  ftiretb, 
The  boke  berafter  nowe  declareth. 

Delitie  cum  diuitiis  sunt  iura  potentum, 
In  qnibus  orta  Yenus  excitat  ora  gulse. 

Non  sunt  delitiae  tales,  qac  corpora  pascunt, 
Ex  quibus  impletus  gaudia  renter  agit« 

dui  completus  amor  maiori  munere  gaudet : 
Cum  data  delitiis  mens  in  amante  fatnr.- 

« 

Hic  tractat  super  illa  specie  gule,  quje  delicatia 
nuucupatur;  cuius  mollicies  voluptuose  cami 
personis  precipue  potentibus  queque  compia- 
centia  corporaliterministrat. 

Of  this  cbapter,  in  whiche  we  trete,. 

There  is  yet  one  of  suche  dietę, 

To  whiche  no  poore  may  attaine.      • 

For  all  is  past  as  paindemaine, 

And  sondrie  wyne,  and  soadry  drioke^ 

Wherof  tbat  he  woli  eate  and  drinke. 
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His  co6k«s  ben  for  bym  ailaited, 

So  that  bU  body  is  awaited, 

That  bym  shall  lacke  do  delite 

Ais  ferforth  aa  bis  appetite 

Suffiteth  to  Ihe  meates  hote, 

Wberof  the  lostie  Tice  is  hole 

Of  Gule  the  delicacie,  . 

Whiche  all  the  hołle  progenię 

Of  łustie  folke  hath  rndertake 

To  fede,  whiłe  that  he  maie  take 

Richesse^  wberof  to  be  fiwade 

Of  abstinence  be  wote  no  bounda 

To  wbaŁ  pro&te  it  sbnlde  serue. 

And  yet  pbisike  of  his  conserne 

Maketh  many  a  restraaracion 

Uato  bis  recreacion ; 

Whiche  wolde  be  to  Yenos  lefe. 

Thos  for  the  point  of  his  rełefe 

Tbe  oooke,  whiche  sbal  his  meate  araye^ 

Bat  he  the  better  his  mouth  assaye, 

Hia  lordes  tbonke  shall  ofte  lese, 

£r  he  be  serued  to  tbe  cbese. 

For  tbere  maie  lacke  not  so  lite, 

That  be  ne  fint  anone  a  wite.  ^ 

Bat  his  Inst  be  fully  seroed, 

Tbere  hath  no  wight  bis  tbonke  deaemed. 

Aod  yet  for  mans  sostenannce, 

To  k^  and  bolde  in  gouemaance. 

To  bym  that  woU  his  hele  geate 

U  Done  60  goody  as  common  meate. 

For  who  that  loketh  on  the  bokes, 

Ił  seith,  confection  of  cookes, 

A  Ban  bym  sbolde  well  auise^ 

Howe  he  it  toke,  and  in  what  wise. 

For  irho  that  ysetb,  that  be  knowcth, 

FbU  selden  sikenea  on  bym  growetb: 

And  who  that  vseth  meates  straunge, 

Thou^  bis  naturę  empayre  and  cbaunge, 

It  is  no  wonder  liefe  sonne, 

Wfaan  that  be  both  ayene  bis  wonne. 

For  io  sikenesse  this  I  fynde, 

Usage  is  the  seconde  kynde 

lo  loae,  ais  well  aa  otber  wey. 

For  as  these  holy  bokes  sey, 

ThebodilydeliceaalU 

In  enery  pojmt  howe  so  thei  fali, 

Uato  the  sonie  done  greaance. 

And  for  to  take  in  remembrance 

A  tale  accordant  vnto  this, 

Whiche  of  great  Toderstandyng  is 

To  mans  soole  reasonable, 

I  thynke  tell,  and  is  no  fhble. 

Hic  ponlt  esempWm  contra  istos  delicatos,  et 
namt  de  diuite  et  Lazaro,  quorum  gęsta  io 
coaogelio  Lncaa  eoidentius  describit. 

Of  Cbristis  worde,  who  woli  it  redę, 
NMk  that  this  Tice  is  for  to  drede, 
Id  theoangile  it  ielletb  pleyne, 
Whiche  mote  algate  be  certeine. 
For  Christe  bym  selfe  beareth  witnesse : 
And  thoogb  the  clerke,  and  tbe  clergesse 
Ib  łaten  tonge  it  redę  and  synge, 
Yet  for  tbe  morę  knowlecheynge 
Oftroothe,  whiche  isgood  to  witte 
lihail  declare,  aa  it  is  wrttte 
Io  englishe,  for  tbot  it  began. 

Chńste  seith,  tbere  was  a  ricbe^mao. 
A  myghty  lorde  of  great  astate, 
Aod  bfe  waa  eke  so  delłcate 


Of  his  clotbyng  that  euery  dale 

Of  purpre  aud  bysse  he  madę  hym  gaie, 

And  ete  and  dranke  therto  his  fyll, 

After  the  lustcs  of  his  wyli : 

As  he,  whiche  all  stoode  in  delice. 

And  toke  noae  hede  of  thiłke  vice. 

And  as  It  shulde  so  betide,  . 
A  poure  lazar  Tpon  a  tide 
Came  to  the  gate,  and  axed  meate : 
But  there  might  he  nothyng  geate 
His  deedely  bungre  for  to  staunche. 
For  he,  whiche  had  his  fuli  paunche 
Ofall  lustes  at  hordę, 
Ne  deigneth  to  speake  a  worde, 
Onlłche  a  cromme  for  to  yeue, 
Wberof  this  poure  might  leue 
Upon  the  yefte  of  his  almesse. 
Tbtts  lale  this  poure  in  great  distretse^ 
A  colde  and  hongred  at  the  gate. 
For  whiche  he  might  go  no  gate,    - 
So  was  he  wofuUy  besene. 
And  as  these  holy  bokes  se3m, 
Tbe  houndes  comen  fro  the  halle, 
Where  that  this  sicke  man  was  felle. 
And  as  he  lale  therę  for  to  deie 
Tbe  woundes  of  his  maladie 
Thei  licken,  for  to  doone  hym  ease. 
But  he  was  foli  of  suche  diseasS, 
That  he  maie  not  the  deth  escape: 
But  as  it  was  that  time  shape, 
The  soule  fro  the  body  passeth : 
And  he,  whom  nothyng  ouerpassetb, 
The  high  god  vp  to  the  heuen 
Hym  toke,  where  he  hath  set  hym  euen 
In  Abrahams  barme  on  highe, 
Where  he  the  heuens  ióye  sighe, 
And  had  all  that  he  baue  wolde, 
And  fell  as  it  befall  sbolde : 
This  riche  man  the  same  throwe 
With  soilein  deth  was  ouerthrowe, 
And  forth  withouten  any  went 
Uoto  the  beli  straught  he  went: 
The  fende  into  the  fyre  hym  drough 
Where  that  be  had  peine  enongh 
Of  flame,  whiche  that  euer  brenn 
And  as  his  eie  about  renneth, 
Toward  the  heuen  he  cast  his  loke, 
Where  that  he  sigh,  and  hede  toke, 
How  lazar  set  was  in  his  see. 
Ais  fiurre  as  euer  he  might  see, 
With  Abraham,  and  than  he  praidt 
Unto  the  patriarchę  and  sayde: 
Sende  lazar  downe  fro  thilke  setę 
And  do,  that  he  his  finger  wete 
In  water,  so  that  be  maie  droppe 
Upon  my  tonge,  for  to  stoppe 
The  great  hete,  in  whiche  I  brenne. 

But  Abraham  answerde  then. 
And  sayd  to^bym  in  this  wise: 

Salomon.    Sui  obturat  anres  snas  ad  clamorei 
pauperom^  ipse  clamabit,  et  non  ^saudietur. 

My  sonnc,  thou  the  migbt  auise, 
And  take  in  to  thy  remembrance, 
Howe  lazar  had  great  penance, 
While  he  was  in  that  otber  life. 
But  thou  in  all  thy  lust  iolife 
The  bodely  delices  sougbtest. 
For  thy  so  as  thou  than  wroughtest, 
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Kowe  shalte  thon  t«ke  i^  i:«wiM'<i|» 
Of  deadly  peroc  l^isre  a^w^nltc 
In  heli,  whiche  sbąll  ei^er  Uist, 
And  tbis  lazar  nowe  at  lątt 
Thift  worUet  peyne  ia  ouerrąiHM, 
In  beuen  and  hatb  bis  life  iiegoua^ 
Of  ioye»  whiche  is  endelea. 

But  that  thou  preidest  nęlbelet* 
TbaŁ  I  shall  la^r  to  the  tende, 
Witb  water  on  bis  fioger  eiide, 
Tbyne  hote  tonge  for  to  \i9lBi 
Thou  shalt  no  suche  gracps  fnHe^ 
For  to  that  fonie  place  of  nynn^. 
For  ener  in  whiche  thon  ihi^lt  be  Minuty 
Cometh  nonę  oot  of  tbi^  pUoe  tbjij^Ey 
Ne  nonę  of  yoa  may  come  bkUr* 
Thtts  be  ye  parted  nowe  a  IWQi 
The  riche  ayepęward  oride  tbp ; 

0  Abraham,  sithe  it  so  i^ 

That  lazar  maie  noHgbt  do  ipe  U)i«y 
Whiche  I  haue  azed  in  this  place, 

1  woldc  praie  an  other  grace. 
For  I  bane  yet  bretberne  ^9fi^ 
That  with  my  father  bęne  a  line* 
To  gether  dwellende  in  opę  bpuSf 
To  wbom,  aa  thou  art  grącipua, 

1  praie,  that  thou  wok^^  sąnde 

Lazar,  so  that  he  migbt  we^de 

To  warne  hem,  ho«  tbe  warłde  is  w?nt« 

That  afterward  thei  b<  no^  sbf^ot 

Of  sochę  peines  as  tbai  dx'w, 

Ło  this  I  prate,  and  this  \  crie, 

Howe  i  maie  not  my  selfis  amepdf  • 

Tbe  patriarke  gnoue  sewend^. 
To  this  praier  answerdp  Naie, 
And  saide  bym,  howe  tbat  eoeiy  daie 
His  bretbeme  migbt  )(9)owe  ą^d  here 
Of  Moyses  on  erthe  here. 
And  of  prophettes  other  moą 
What  hem  was  beat:  Aiid  be  i?HtU  mfu 
But  if  there  migbt  a  inaą  a^ris^ 
From  deth  to  life  in  sucbd  a  vt%^ 
To  tellen  hem,  1m}iv«  tljąt  iC  wefe, 
He  saide  than  of  piure  farę 
Thei  shulden  well  l)!^v||fe  tbiir^k 

fiuod  Abraham,  nay  silierlir. 
For  if  thei  nowe  wiU  w»t  obey 
To  suche,  as  techa  beąi  tbe  wey, 
And  all  day  teache,  and  aU  ^ak  W\^f 
Howe  that  it  stant  of  beacn  ani}  hęiW» 
Thei  will  not  tbjUiB  talpea  bode^ 
Though  it  befell  so  in  dade, 
That  any  deade  mąn  were  arpawd^ 
To  ben  of  bym  no  betjtcr  lęred 
Than  of  an  other  u^sm  on  Uąc 

If  thou  my  soone  cąnst  d^soriua 
This  Ule,  as  Christe  bym  s^lfe  it  tclda^ 
Thou  shalt  haue  causę  to  beboida» 
To  se  so  great  an  euid^nce, 
Wherof  tbe  soth  esperience 
Katb  shewed  opeolicbe  at  eie, 
That  bpdely  deiic«^cie 
Of  bym,  whiche  yeueth  nonę  almesse, 
Sball  after  fali  in  grwt  dislięwe, 
And  tbat  was  tene  vpon  tbe  ciobe^ 
For  be  ne  wolde  Tnto  his  liche 
A  cromme  yeuen  of  his  breadde, 
Than  afterwarde  whan  be  was  ^ąd«, 
A  droppe  of  water  bym  wat  wernad. 
Thuf  naie  a  mąM  «ąi  b#  tontfi 
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Of  hem,  tbat  so  dditm  liriuR» 
Whan  thei  with  deafh  ban  m^tUtęn, 
That  erstwas  sweta  it  than  MWft* 
But  he  tbat  it  a  gonemoar 
Of  woridet  ioye,  if  he  bo  witt, 
Within  his  herte  be  tal  'ii9.piito 
Of  all  tbe  worMe,  and  yet  be  «ietl|  ' 
Tbe  good,  tbat  he  nothym  |Pti«MMh 
As  he,  whiche  lorde  it  of  tyUe  thyii9ni» 
Tbe  ouches,  and  Ihe  ńebe  ry^S*** 
Tbe  cloth  of  golde,  and  fbtt  purńt 
He  talceth :  and  yet  tlio  iMiOMŃe 
He  ieueth,  though  )m  wwie  nil  tbls> 
Tbe  bcst  metę,  that  tbflfft  if 
He  eatetb,  and  drinkcAh  the  beft  dHnIiOfr 
But  howe  that  euer  he  eate  or  4rioh% 
Dełicacie  he  put  awfliflf 
As  be^  whiche  goth  tlia  Hgiit  wtiflb 
Nought  ooiy  Imt  to  tWe  m4  eltibo 
His  body,  but  \aą  aoole  bolhe. 
But  thei  tbat  takeu  other  wita 
Her  luttes,  bene  nonę  ot  tbe  vitfk 
But  nowe  a  daie  a  man  mai*  t^ 
The  worlde  so  fuli  of  rawtot* 
That  no  man  taketh  of  raatm  lui4t> 
Or  forto  olotb*»  or  for  ta  lbito« 
But  all  is  tet  roto  tba  vioe» 
To  newe  and  cbanfiB  bit  dflipe. 

And  right  so  chaaaftth  bit  att«te|r 
He  that  of  lone  it  daUcatt. 
For  thoogb  be  had  to  bit  honda 
The  best  wife  of  all  tbe  londe, 
Or.  the  fiticett  Wue  of  all : 
Yet  wolde  his  herte  o»  other  M* 
And  thiuke  hem  mora  delieiotis« 
Than  he  hath  in  hia  oivne  bont. 

Men  seyne  it  is  »e«e  oHa  to» 
Auise  hem  vetl,  thei  thtt  to  do* 
Aod  for  to  speke  i  o  other  waie, 
Fuli  ofte  tyme  1  haue  harde  taie, 
Tliat  he,  whiche  hath  po  kuie  a^beoed^ 
Hym  tbinketh  that  be  it  not  rtlieoedr 
Though  that  his  ladie  ipake  bym  cl 
So  as  the  maie  in  good  mauere 
Hir  honour,  and  hir  name  saue* 
Bnt  he  the  turplus  młght  haiae« 
Nothyng  witbstandyog  hir  attat* 
Of  loue  morę  delioate, 
He  set  hir  cbere  at  no  delite» 
But  if  be  haue  aJl  hit  appelite. 

My  sonne  if  it  with  the  be  aoi 
Tell  me  ł    Myn  holy  fiither  9P* 
For  delicate  in  suche  a  wise 
Of  loue,  as  ye  to  me  deuise, 
Ne  was  I  neucr  yet  gyItłfiB. 
For  if  I  had  suche  a  wife, 
As  ye  speke  of,  what  shulde  I  morę : 
For  than  I  wolde  neuer  morę, 
For  lust  of  any  womauhede, 
My  heite  rpon  nonę  other  fede: 
And  if  I  did,  it  weie  a  waste. 
But  all  witbout  suche  repatte  ' 
Of  lust,  as  ye  me  totde  aboue, 
Of  wife,  or  yet  of  other  loue, 
1  &ste,  and  maie  no  ibde  geate. 
So  that  for  lacke  of  dęietie  maatr, 
Of  whiche  an  herte  maie  be  fedde, 
I  go  fastynge  to  my  bedde. 

But  might  I  getten  at  ye  tolde^ 
So  mocfael,  that  my  lady  wdde 
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Me  fede  «iU|  hk  gitdde  lemMawlt 
Tbough  me  Jaiclie  ąll  tbe  rem^nsunt; 
Yet  ilnikle  I  somdele  ben  abeched. 
And  for  tbe  tyme  frel  refręsibęd* 

Bot  cert«9  fii<j«r  sbe  ne  do^b* 
For  io  good  feith  to  tellen  8otb» 
1  trowe,  thoogh  I  sbulde  steruj, 
Sbe  woide  not  hir  eie  «werue. 
My  berle  wkb  one  |sood)y  lool^e 
To  fede,  and  thus  for  8qcbe  a  coclj^ą 
1  naie  go  iutipge  eti^rnio. 
But  if  80  if ,  tbat  any  wo 
Maie  fede  a  mana  hęrię  w?|e, 
Therof  I  baue  at  euefy  mdei 
Of  plentie  morę  tbau  enoagh. 
Bat  tbat  w  of  bym  selfe  8o  to«^h. 
My  ttonake  maie  it  not  defie. 
Ło  sucbe  18  tbe  delicacie 
Of  lone^iFbicbe  my  bertę  fedeth. 
TbDi  bane  I  lacke  of  tbat  me  acd«^' 
Bat  for  aU  tbis  yet  netlieles, 
Iny  not,  lamgittelea, 
That  I  aondele  am  delicate. 
Por  eU  were  I  ftilly  mata: 
Bot  if  tbat  I  fome  lusty  stoofi4e 
Of  eonfoite  and  of  eaa^  fwod^ 
Totake  of  kwe  some  repaat. 
For  thoagb  I  witli  fUll  tąate 
The  ło8t  of  looe  joaic  not  f^lę, 
Myn  booger  otberw  lae  1  kele, 
Of  maie  loates,  wbiche  I  pika, 
And  for  a  tyme  yet  tbei  like, 
tf  that  yewisteuy  what  I  meane. 

Nove  good  aomie  abriue  tbe  cleąne 
Of  ncbe  deinties  as  ben  good, 
Wberof  tbon  Ukest  thyn  berts  food«. 

My  fotber  I  sfaall  you  reherses 
Hove  tbat  my  foodes  ben  diucr8Cf 
&>  as  tbei  folten  i  o  dcyręe, 
^  feedynge  is  of  tbat  I  aee : 
ia  other  ia,  of  tbat  1  her«: 
Tbe  tbirde,  aa  I  ab«U  tęlleo  herCf 
Atgrwretb  of  laynę  ownę  tbp^^bt, 
Aad  ela  abolde  1 1  ine  łioiigbt. 
Por  wbon  tbat  laileth  fMe  of  bertę, 
Re  naie  noiigbt  well  tbe  detbe  astarte, 

^  ^ualiter  naus  tn  amore  ae  coptitiet  delicatosp 

Or  light  ja  alt  my  firat  fyoĄęi, 
^^^M^  wbicbe  myne  eia  of  ąU  fp«d« 
Hath  tbat  to  bym  la  accocdint, 
^Me foode  aufKsaat, 
^0  tbat  I  go  toiaacde  tb«  pUcf » 
^here  { ahall  aee  my  ladiea  faco, 
yp  «i«f  wbicbe  ia  loib«  to  fiwte* 
jBcgynoetb  aaone  to  kua^pre  aofiaate» 
Tbat  bym  thynketh  of  aa  bo|iCi«i  thm$ 
TiO  I  tbere  come,  and  be  hir  aee  i 
^9d  than  aftęr  hia  appetite 
Hetaketb  a  foode  of  auche  delite» 
^^  hym  Done  otber  deiotie  nedctb^ 
Ol  undrie  aigbtes  be  bym  feedcth. 

He  aeetb  hir  face  of  ancbe  colovra, 
Tnt  Ireaaber  ia  than  any  floujre. 

He  aeeth  hir  front  ia  kiye  and  pbjraty 
"whont  froonce  of  any  gn^oe* 

He  scetb  bir  eien  licba  aa  beuaiiy 
Ab4  leetb  bir  nose  atreite  aod  aiMB. 

He  aeetb  bfr  mdde  vpoa  tbe  clMk«» 
And  aeeth  hir  i«dd«l«SM  «^ 


Hir  chynnę  ąccpr^b  ^  tląe  fi^se, 
AU  tbat  he  aef^tb  ia  fuU  pf  ir^ce. 

He  seeth  htr  neck^  kohv»^  tm)  <4fN9>t 
Tberin  maie  no  bonę  be  aeo^ 

He  aeetb  hir  hąp4e«  fąirę  ęą^  wMtlh 
For  ail  tbia  thyng  witho^ut  wite 
He  maie  aee  naked  ^t  leat* 
So  ia  it  well  tbe  morę  feat^ 
And  irell  tbe  morę  de^c^i^ 
Unto  tbe  feedynf  «f  ^ę  ^9* 

He  aeeth  hir  shaj^  f(i^f\  vf\t\^  ą|l, 
Hir  body  rounde,  bir  mid^el)  ąi|ii^ 
So  well  begone  w>t|4  g|W|4  ^rraia, 
Wbicbe  paaaeth  all  \hą  lf|§t  <4  n^\% 
Whan  be  ia  moate  witb  ao^  ^i^mw 
FuH  clotbed  in  bis  luaty  (iftwrP% 
Witb  ancbe  aightes  by  and  bjF 
Myn  eie  ia  feddo,  but  fiuaUf 
Vyhan  he  tbe  porte  aDd  iitą  mąpęt^ 
Seeth  of  bir  womani)];f«ł;|e  ob4P^» 
Than  hath  be  auche  deJi^  ąą  boiid%- 
Hyra  tbinketh  he  raig^it  stiU  ą|<4|i^ 
And  tbat  be  hath  fgU  ą^flUaąg^ 
Of  liuelode,  and  of  au9te^ąl9c^| 
As  to  hia  parte  for  euefiUA. 
And  if  it  tbongbt  ali  oither^a^, 
Fn>  thea  wolde  be  nenąr  wo^^ 
But  tbere  vn,to  tbe  w9rkAitą  andt 
He  wolde  abide,  if  tbat  be  niif^ty 
And  feeden  bym  vpon  tba  ą\§}^ 

For  though  \  I9ut>t  atofidipaait 
In  to  tbe  tyme  of  dpmea  dal^ 
And  loke  ypon  hir  euer  iu  ąi^i 
Yet  whan  I  afalilde  fro  hir  90^0, 
Myne  eie  wolde,  aa  tbc^ii^  ^  Ma    . 
Den  bonger  atoruen  also  (Sayta^ 
Till  efte.ayene  tbat  be  bir  aei#: 
Sucbe  ia  tbe  naturę  of  19  yn  e\^ 
Tbere  is  no  luat  ao  d^i»tifi|ll« 
Of  wbicbe  a  man  abi^^P  ao(  l)e  ftiU, 
Of  tbat  tbe  atomake  vviMo9ĘĘil^i 
But  euer  in  one  myn  h^|e  lof^th* 
,  For  loke  bowe  tbat  ą  g^^fc^plt^  tiraUw 
Right  ao  dothe  he,  whan  t^  ha  ^mlk 
And  toótetb  on  bir  Virop|«i»^q4f^ 
For  be  maie  neoer  fully  fade 
His  luat,  bot  eoer  a  lict^  aor» 
Hym  hoBfrretb,  ao  tbi»tbf  tbf^iMif 
Deaireth  to  he  fedde  alsa|£. 
And  tbua  myn  eie  ia  mad^  t]|e  g4t9« 
Through  which  tbe  deintief^  of  i^y  tkONlht- 
Of  luBt  ben  to  mym  ^rta  bnnf  H^ 

Right  as  myntcłit  wUh  ^  JoKf^ 
Im  to  myn  berta  a  Watia  cói^yi^ 
Of  faMiea  foode  deli^atf: 

Qualiter  auria  i;^  ąi^orę  d^^fil^. 

RiiiBT  ao  myn  tasa  faa  biaitąte, 
Where  aa  mina  eia  maieaoŁ  aania^ 
Can  well  my  bertea  tbooke.  deaerat. 
And  feden  bym  fro  daia  ta  daie 
Witb  auche  deinjŁaea  aa  ha  mąiau 

For  thna  it  ia,  tbat  ooer  all, 
Where  aa  I  come  in  apesiall, 
I  maie  here  of  my  la^  piioe. 
I  here  one  aaie,  thai  aha  ia  wiae^ 
An  otber  aatth,  tbat  aha.  ia  good. 
And  aome  man  aeyae,  of  wriby  blopdi 
Tbat  ahe  ia  come,  and  iaaiao 
So  fsyre,  tbat  no  nfaero  iar  1 
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And  some  mcD  preiie  bir  goodly  cfaere. 
Thus  euery  tbynge,  that  I  maie  berę, 
Wbtcbe  sowDeth  to  my  lady  good, 
Is  to  myn  eare  a  lusty  foode. 

And  eke  myn  eare  batb  ouer  tbii 
A  deintie  feaste,  wban  so  is 
Tbat  I  maie  berę  bir  telaen  speke. 
For  tban  anope  my  £ute  I  breke 
On  fucbe  wordes,  as  sbe  saitb, 
That  fuU  of  troutb,  and  foli  of  feyth 
-  Tbei  ben,  and  of  so  great  disporte, 
Tbat  to  myn  eare  great  comforte 
Tbei  done,  as  tbei  tbat  ben  delices. 
For  all  the  meates  and  the  spices, 
Tbat  any  Łnmbarde  coutb  make, 
Ne  ben  so  lustie  for  to  take, 
Ne  10  iarforth  restauratife, 
I  sey  as  for  myn  owne  lyfe, 
As  ben  tbe  wordes  of  bir  moutb. 
For  aa  tbe  wyndes  of  tbe  sontb 
Ben  moste  of  all  debonaire : 
So  wben  bir  lust  to  speke  faire, 
Tbe  vertue  of  bir  goodly  specbe. 
|s  Terily  myn  hertes  lecbe. 

And  if  it  so  befalle  amonge, 
Tbat  sbe  carole  Tpon  a  songe, 
Wban  I  it  berę,  1  am  so  fedde, 
That  I  am  fro  my  lelfe  so  ledde» 
As  tbough  I  were  in  Paradise. 
For  certes  as  to  myn  auise, 
Wban  I  here  of  bir  voyce  the  steaen^ 
Me  thynktb  it  is  a  blisse  of  beuen. 
And  eke  in  otberwise  also, 
FuH  oft  tyme  it  ialletb  so, 
Myn  ere  witb  a  good  pitance 
Is  fed,  of  redinge  of  romance, 
Of  Idoyne,  and  of  Amadas, 
That  wbilome  were  in  my  cas: 
And  eke  of  otber  many  a  score, 
Tbat  loued  longe,  er  I  was  borę. 
For  wban  I  of  ber  looes  redę, 
Myn  ere  witb  the  tale  I  fede, 
And  witb  the  Inst  of  ber  histoire 
Somtime  I  draw  into  raemoire, 
Howe  sorowe  maie  not  euer  last. 
And  so  hope  cometb  in  at  last, 
Wban  I  nonę  otber  foode  knowe: 
Abd  tbat  endnrteth  bnt  a  throwe, 
Right  as  it  were  a  cberie  feste : 
But  for  to  counten  at  lest 
As  for  the  while  yet  it  easeth. 
And  somdele  of  my  bert  appesetb. 
For  wbat  tbinge  to  my  ere  spredeth, 
Whtcbe  is  pleasant,  somdele  it  easeth, 
Witb  wordes  suche  as  be  maie  gete, 
My  lust  in  stede  of  otber  metę. 

Ło  tbus  my  fader  as  I  yoo  seie 
Of  lust,  tbe  wbicbe  myn  eie  batb  seie, 
And  eke  cf  that  myn  eare  hatbherde, 
Fuli  ofte  1  haue  tbe  better  feide: 
And  tho  two  bryngen  in  tbe  tbridde, 
Tbe  wbicbe  batłi  in  myn  bertę  amydde 
His  place  take,  to  araie, 
Tbe  lustie  tbougbtes  whiche  assaie 
I  mote,  and  nameliche  on  nightes, 
Wban  that  me  lacketb  all  si^tes 
And  tbat  min  beringe  is  awey^ 
Tban  is  be  redy  in  tbe  wey 
My  rere  sooper  for  to  make, 
Of  wbicbe  my  hertes  foode  I  take. 
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This  lustie  cookes  namc  is  bote 
Thought,  wbicb  hath  euer  bis  pottes  bote 
Of  loue  boylend  on  tbe  6re, 
Witb  fautasie,  and  witb  desire, 
Of  wbicbe  er  this  ftill  ofte  be  fedde 
Myn  bertę,  wban  I  was  a  bedde 
And  tban  be  set  vpon  my  borde 
Botlie  euery  sigbt^  and  euery  worde 
Of  lust,  wbicbe  I  haue  berdc  or  seyne: 
But  yet  is  not  my  fe»t  all  pleyn. 
But  all  of  wołdes,  and  of  wisshes, 
Therof  haue  I  my  fuli  dissbes. 
But  as  of  felynge,  and  of  taste, 
Yet  migbt  I  neuer  haue  o  repaste. 

And  as  I  haue  sayd  to  forne, 
I  Iłcke  bony  of  tbe  tbome, 
And,  as  who  seith,  ▼pen  the  bridell 
I  cbewe  so  that  all  is  ydell, 
As  in  effect  tbe  fuode  I  haue.. 
But  as  a  man,  that  wolde  bim  saue> 
Wban  be  is  sicke,  by  medicine: 
Right  so  of  loue  the  fiimine 
I  fonde  in  all  that  euer  I  maie,  ^ 
To  fede  and  driue  forthe  the  daie, 
TUI  1  maie  bane  tbe  great  fest, 
Wbicbe  all  my  bonger  migbt  areste. 

Lo  suche  ben  my  lustes  three, 
Of  tbat  Itbyuke,  and  here,  and  see. 
I  take  of  loue  my  fedinge, 
Witb  oute  tastinge  or  felinge. 
And  as  tbe  plouer  dotb  of  the  eire 
1  liue,  and  am  iu  good  espeire, 
Tbat  for  nonę  suche  ddicacie 
I  trowe  I  do  no  glotenle. 
And  netbeles  to  yoor  auise 
Mjn  boly  fader,  tbat  ben  wise, 
I  recommende  myn  estate 
Of  that  I  haue  ben  delicate. 

My  sonne  1  Tnderstonde  wele, 
Tbat  thou  hast  tolde  here,  euery  dele. 
And  as  me  tbinketh  by  tby  tale, 
It  ben  delites  wonder  smalę, 
Wherof  thou  takest  tby  loues  foode. 
But  sonne,  if  that  thou  Tnderstoode, 
What  is  to  ben  delicious, 
Thou  woldest  not  be  curioas, 
Upon  tbe  lust  of  tbyn  astate 
To  ben  to  bote  or  delicate : 
Wherof  tbat  thou  reason  excede. 
For  in  tbe  bokes  thou  migbt  redę, 
If  mans  wis&om  shall  be  sewed, 
It  ought  well  to  ben  escbewed 
As  well  by  reason  as  by  kynde, 
Of  olde  ensamples  as  men  fynde. 

Hic  loąuitur  de  delicacta  Neronis,  qui  corpora- 
libus  deliciis  magis  adherens,  spiritualia  (audii^ 
minus  ubtinnlt. 

That  man  tbat  wolde  bym  well  auite, 

Delicacie  is  to  dispise, 

Wban  kynde  accordeth  not  withall : 

Wherof  ensarople  speciall 

Of  Nero  wbylom  maie  be  told», 

Wbicbe  ayens  kynde  manyfbide 

His  lustes  toke,  tUl  at  last, 

That  god  bym  wolde  aU  ouercatte. 
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Of  whom  tbe  cronike  is  lo  pleine. 

Me  last  no  morę  of  hym  to  seyne. 

Aod  netheles  for  glotooie 

Of  bodely  delicacie 

To  kaowe  bis  stooMike  howe  it  ferde, 

Of  Uiat  DO  mao  tofore  b6fde^ 

Wbich  be  withio  bym  selfe  bethoaght, 

A  wonder  sobtile  thyug  be  wioaght, 
Tbree  mea  Tpoo  etection 

Of  age,  and  of  complection    ' 

Licbe  to  bym  selfe  by  alt  vaie» 

Ife  toke  towardes  bym  to  plaie, 

Aod  eate  and  dranke  as  well  as  bee, 

Thenf  was  no  diuenitee. 

For  eoery  datę  vbao  tbat  thei  eate, 

Tofore  bis  Qwne  boarde  tbei  seate, 

Aod  of  socbe  meate  as  be  was  seroed, 

AU  Uwugb  tbei  bad  it  not  deserued, 

Tbei  token  sernice  of  tbe  same : 

Alt  afterwarde  all  tbilke  gamę 

Was  into  wofnlł  emest  tourned. 

For  wban  tbei  were  tbis  soionmed, 

WitBtn  a  tyme  at  after  metę 

Nero,  wbicbe  bad  not  foryete 

Tbe  bistes  of  bis  freel  astate, 
As  be  wbicbe  all  was  delicate, 

To  koDwe  tbilke  ezperieoce, 

The  men  let  coifte  fn  bis  presence. 
And  to  tbat  one  the  same  tide 
A  cooner»  tbat  be  sbulde  ride 
Into  tbe  felde  anone  be  badde, 
Wherof  tbis  man  was  wonder  gladde^ 
Aod  gotb  to  pricke  and  praunce  aboute.- 
That  otber,  while  tbat  be  was  ont* 
He  hyde  Tpon  bis  bedde  to  ślepe. 
Tlie  thynle,  wbicbe  be  wolde  kepe 
Witbin  bis  cKambre  faire  and  softe, 
He  gotbe  nowe  vp  nowe  downe  ful  ofte 
Walkynge  a  pace,  that  be  ne  sTeptcr, 
Ti]i  be  wbicbe  on  the  courser  lepte 
Was  comen  fro  tbe  felde  ageyne. 
Hero  tban  (as  bokes  seyne) 
Tbcse  men  did  done  take  all  tbree. 
And  sloogh  bero,  for  be  wolde  see, 
Tbe  wbośe  stomacke  was  best  defied. 
And  wban  be  bath  tbe  sotbe  tried, 
He  founde,  tbat  be,  wbicbe  gotb  the  pas^ 
Defied  beste  of  all  was: 
Wbicbe  afterwarde  be  Ysed  ale. 
And  ihos  what  thyng  vnto  his  pdie 
Was  most  pieasant,  he  lefte  nonę, 
With  ony  Inst  he  was  begone, 
Wberof  tbe  body  might  glade. 
For  he  no  abstinence  madę. 
Bot  most  of  all  erthely  tbynges 
Of  wooien  mto  the  Hkynges, 
N«iu  set  all  his  hoie  bertę. 
For  that  lust  bym  sbolde  not  asterte. 

Wban  that  tbe  thnrst  of  loue  bim  cat^ht, 
Where  that  byra  list  he  toke  a  draugbt,- 
Be  sparttb  netber  wife  ne  maide, 
Tbat  suche  a  nother,  as  men  saide, 
In  all  tbis  worlde  was  neuer  yit. 
He  was  sio  dronke  in  all  his  wit 
Tbroogh  sondrie  lastes,  wbicbe  he  toke, 
That  eoer,  while  there  is  a  boke, 
Of  Nero  men  shall  redę  and  singe 
UnŁo  tbe  worldes  knowlechynge. 

My  gt.od  sonne  as  thou  hast  berde. 
Far  eoer  yet  it  batb  so  ferde^ 
YOŁ.11. 


Delicacie  in  loues  cas 
Without  reason  is  and  was. 
For  where  that  loue  is  herte  set, 
Hym  thinketh,  it  might  be  no  bet« 
All  tbough  it  be  liot  fully  metę. 
The  luste  of  loue  is  euer  swete. 

Ło  thos  to  getber  of  felausbip 
Delicacie  and  dronksbip 
( Wherof  reason  stent  out  of  benej 
Haue  madę  many  a  man  erre 
In  loues  cause  moste  of  all. 
For  tban  howe  so  that  euer  it  £ally 
Witte  can  no  reason  ynderstonde. 
But  let  tbe  gouemanoe  stonde 
To  wille,  whiche  tban  wexeth  so  wiktł, 
Tbat  he  can  not  hym  selfe  sbilde 
Fro  tbe  perl  Ile,  bot  out  of  fere 
The  waie  he  secbeth  berę  and  tbere, ' 
Hym  reicheth  not  vpon  what  side. 
For  oft  tyme  he  gotb  beside. 
And  dotb  snch  thyng  without  drede, 
Wherof  bym  ougbt  well  to  drede. 
But  wban  tbat  loue  assotelb  sore^ 
It  passeth  all  mens  lore, 
What  lust  it  is,  tbat  be  ordeinetb,- 
There  is  no  mans  might  restreinetb'.  % 
And  of  god  taketb  be  nonę  bede. 
Bot  lawles  withouten  drede. 
His  purpos  for  he  wolde  acbene, 
Ayenst  the  pointes  of  tbe  beleue 
He  temptetb  heuen,  erthe,  and  belle, 
Herę  afterward  as  I  shall  telle. 

Dum  stimulattts  amor,  quioquid  idbet  ortU  to^ 
luptas, 

Audet,  et  aggreditnr  nuli  a  timenda  timens. 
Omne  quod  astra  (fueunt  berbarum  siue  potestits, 

Seu  Tigor  inferni  singula  temptat  ankans. 
Suod  neąuid  ipse,  deo  mediante,  parare  sinistmm, 

Dsmonis  boc  magica  credolus  arte  parat* 
Sic  sibi  non  curat  ad  opus  qu»  retia  tendit, 

Dnmmodo  nudatam  prendere  poiset  auem. 

Hic  tractat,  ąualiter  ebrietas  et  delicatia  omnis 
pudicitie  contrarinm  instigantes  inter  alia  ad 
camalis  concopiscentie  promotionem  sortilegio 
roagicam  reąuirunt 

Who  dare  do  tbiog,  wbicbe  loue  ne  dare? 
To  loue  is  euery  lawę  vnivare. 
But  to  the  lawes  of  his  hest 
The  fisshe,  the  fowle,  the  man,  the  best, 
Of  all  the  woddes  kynde  lowtetb. 
For  loue  is  he,  wbich  oothyng  douteth, 
In  mannes  bertę  where  it  sitie. 
He  counteth  nongbt  toward  his  witte, 
The  wo,  no  morę  than  tbe  wele. 
No  morę  tbe  betę,  than  the  cbele. 
No  morę  tbe  wete,  than  tbe  drie. 
No  morę  to  Hue,  than  to  die: 
So  tbat  to  fbre  ne  behynde 
He  seeth  no  thyng,  but  as  tbe  blynde 
Withoute  insight  of  bis  courage, 
He  doth  nieruailes  in  his  ragę. 
To  what  tbyug  that  he  wol  hym  drawe, 
There  is  no.  gad,  there  is  no  lawę 
Of  wbomthat  he  taketb  any  hede. 
But  as  baiarde  the  blynde  stede, 
Tfll  he  feUe  in  the  ditcbe  a  midde, 
He  goŁhe  there  no  man  will  hym  bidde, 
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He  stant  to  ferforlhe  out  of  rewie, 
There  is  no  witte,  tbat  maie  hym  renie. 
And  thuB  to  tell  of  hym  m  aootbe. 
Fuli  many  a  wouder  tbynę  be  dootbe, 
Thet  were  better  to  be  lafie: 
Amonge  the  whiche  is  wUbe  cfafte, 
Tbat  somme  men  elefwn  sorceriey 
Wbicbe  for  to  wynne  bis  dremie, 
Witb  many  a  circuBHtanoe  be  raeth, 
Tbere  is  no  point,  wbicbe  be  rofowstb. 

Nota  de  autorum  necnon  et  libroiuin  tam  natn- 
ralis  quam  eieorabilia  magioe  nominibus. 

Thb  crafte,  wbicbe  tbat  Saturnus  fonde 
To  make  pikes  in  tbe  londe, 
Tbat  Geomance  cleped  is. 
Ful  ofte  be  Yseifa  itamis: 
Aod  of  the  floode  bis  Hydromance, 
And  of  tbe  fire  tbe  Py  romance, 
Witb  ąuestions  eche  one  of  tbo 
He  tempteth  ofte:  and  eke  alto 
Aeremance  in  iu^geol^iit. 
To  louc  be  bryngeth  of  his  asient. 
For  tbese  craftes  (a«  I  fiode) 
A  man  maie  do  by  waie  ef  kiode : 
Be  so,  it  be  to  gopd  entsot. 
But  ^e  goth  all  anothei-  went. 
For  rather  er  be  sbuUe  faile 
Witb  Nłcromance  be  weJde  assailo, 
To  make  his  ipcantacion, 
With  hote  subfumigacioB, 
Tbilke  artc,  wbicbe  Spatula  is  bote, 
-  And  vsed  ia  of  common  rotę 
Amonge  painins,  whiche  tbat  crafte  eke, 
Of  wbicbe  is  auctor  Tbosez  tbe  grekę, 
He  wercheth  ooe  and  one  by  rowe: 
Razel  \b  not  to  bym  ^nknowe 
The  Salomooes  Candarie, 
His  łdeac,  bis  Eutonie, 
Tbe  fignre  of  tbe  boke  witball, 
Of  Baifuiiuz»  «md  of  GfaenboU 
The  seale,  and  thenrpoa  thimage 
Of  Tbebitb,  for  bis  fuiaotage 
Ue  taketb  :  and  some  wbat  of  Gibere, 
Wbicbe  belplicbe  is  to  tbis  matere. 
BabyUa  to  hir  sonnes  senen, . 
Wbicbe  bath  renounced  to  the  beuen* 
With  Cernes  bothe  square  and  rounde, 
He  tracetb  ofte  vpon  tbe  groande, 
Makyiige  bis  inuocacion, 
And  for  fuU  informacion 
The  schole,  wbicbe  Honorius 
Wrote,  be  porsuetb,  and  lo  thus 
Magike  be  Ysetb  for  to  winne 
His  loue,  and  sparetb  for  no  sinne. 

And  ouer  tbat  of  his  totie, 
Right  as  be  sechetb  soroerie, 
Of  hem  tbat  bencmagiciens, 
Right  so  of  the  naturiena, 
Upon  the  sterres  from  aboue^ 
His  wey  he  sechetb  Tnto  loue. 
Ais  ferre  as  be  hem  vnder«tondeth: 
In  many  a  sondrie  wise  be  fondetb, 
He  maketh  ymage,  he  maketh  aculptnre, 
He  maketh  writynge,  be  maketh  figurę, 
He  maketh  his  calculacions, 
He  maketh  his  demonstracionsy 
His  bours  of  astronomie 
He  kepeth,  as  for  tbat  partie. 


Whiche  longetb  to  the  inspeetion 

Of  lone,  and  his  affection. 

He  wolde  in  to  the  helle  secbe, 

Tbe  deuell  h3rm  selfe  to  beseche^ 

If  tbat  be  wist  for  to  ipede;, 

To  gete  ofloue  bis  lustiemede* 

Where  tbat  be  batb  bis  bertę  set» 

He  bidde  neuer  fttre  bet, 

Ne  witte  of  other  heuen  morę. 

My  sonne  if  thou  of  sucbe  a  lorę 

Has  ben  er  tbis,  I  redo  the  leue. 

Myn  holy  fiather  by  your  leue, 
Of  all  tbat  ye  hnot  apoken  berę, 
Wbicbe  toocbeth  Tuto  this  matere. 
To  telle  sooth  right  as  1  weoe, 
I  wote  not  o  woi^  wltat  ye  mene. 
I  woli  not  saie,  if  tłiat  I  coulh, 
ThBt  I  nolde  in  my  lustie  youtb, 
Beneth  in  helle  and  eke  aboue. 
To  wyn  with  my  ladies  loue, 
Done  al  tbat  euer  tbat  I  mig^t. 
For  therof  haue  I  nooeinsigbt, 
Where  afterwanle  that  I  am  beoome : 
So  that  I  wonne  and  onercomef 
Hir  loue,  whiche  I  moste  cooeyte. 

My  soune  that  goth  wooder  atrcyte. 
For  tbis  I  maie  well  tell  soothe, 
There  is  no  mai\  wbicbe  so  doothe. 
For  all  the  craile  that  be  can  caste, 
Tbat  he  ne  bieth  it  at  laste* 
For  often  he  that  will  begile, 
Is  guiled  witb  the  same  guile. 
And  thus  tbe  gniler  is  b^uiled, 
As  I  fynde  in  a  boke  compiled 
To  this  matere  an  olde  bistoins, 
The  whiche  comtb  nowe  to  my  memoire* 
Aod  is  of  greatensamplarie 
Ayene  the  Tice  of  sorcerie, 
Wherof  nonę  ende  maie  be  good. 
But  howe  whilome  therof  it  stood, 
A  tale,  whiche  is  good  to  knowe. 
To  the  my  sonnfe  I  shaU  bębnowe. 

Nota  contra  istos  ob  amoris  causara  sortilegos, 
▼bi  narrat  in  exemplum,  quod  cum  Ulysses  a 
subuersione  Troie  repatriare  nauigio  Toluissct, 
ipsum  in  lusula  Cilli,  vbi  illaexpeTtis8imamaga 
nomine  Cyroes  re8:nauit,  contigit  applicuisse, 
quem  vt  in  sui  amoris  concupiscentiam  exar« 
desceret,  Circes  omnibus  suis  incantationibm 
riocere  conabatur:  Ulysses  tamen  Magica  po- 
tcntior  ipsam  in  amore  subegit,  £x  qua  fllium 
nomine  Telegonum  genuit,  qui  postea  patrem 
suum  interfecit,  et  sic  contra  fidei  naturam  ge- 
nitus,  contra  generationis  naturam  patricidiuia 
operatus  est 

Amonge  hem,  whiche  at  Troie  were, 
yiysses  at  the  siege  tbere. 
Was  one  by  name  in  speoiall, 
Of  wbom  yet  tbe  memoriall 
Abidetb,  for  while  tbere  ia  a  moutbe, 
For  euer  his  napne  sball  be  coutbe. 

He  was  a  worthy  knight  and  kyoge. 
And  derkę  knowende  of  euery  thynge^ 
He  was  a  great  Rhetorien, 
He  was  a  great  maj^icien, 
Of  TuUius  the  Rhetorike, 
Of  kynge  Zoroaates  tbe  magike, 
Of  Ptoleme  thastronomie, 
Of  Plato  the  philosopbie. 
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Of  Danietl  Łbo  ślepie  diemet, 

Of  Neptone  tbe  water  stremei, 

Of  Sałomon  and  tbe  prouerbei, 

Of  Macer  all  the  ctrangth  of  heibea^ 

Jlnd  the  pbisike  of  HippocmSy 

Aad  liche  vnto  Pythagoras, 

Of  anrgerie  be  knewe  tbe  cafet : 

Bat  some  wbat  of  bia  auentures, 

Wbicbe  shall  to  my  mąiter  accorde. 

To  tbe  my.  lonne  I  will  recorde. 

Tbis  king,  of  which  tbon  hattherde  fein, 

Fnm  Troie  aa  be  goth  home  ageine  ^ 

By  shipy  be  foande  the  sea  diuerse, 

Witb  many  a  windie  storme  reuerse: 

Bot  be  throogh  wisdom,  whicb  be  sbapetb. 

Foli  many  a  great  perill  etcapeth  x 

Of  wbiche  I  tbynke  telłen  one, 

Howe  that  maagre  tbe  nedell  and  ttone, 

Wynde  driue  be  wat  all  lodeynly 

UpoB  tbe  strondet  of  Cilly, 

Wheie  that  be  must  abide  a  wbile. 

Tvay  ąnenea  weren  io  that  yle, 

Cilypso  named  and  Ciices. 

Aori  whan  thei  berde^  bowe  Ylynef 

b  londed  tbere  Tpon  tbe  Utnę: 

For  bym  tbey  seaden  also  bline. 

Witb  bym  mcbe  ai  be  wald  be  nam^ 
And  to  the  oourte  to  bem  be  cam. 

These  ąnenea  were  as  two  goddesses, 
Of  arte  magike  soroeresses, 
That  wbat  lordecomeib  to  that  nuage» 
Thei  make  hym  h>ue  in  suche  a  nige» 
And  Tpon  bem  assote  so, 
Thst  tbei  woU  baoe,  er  that  he  go, 
Al]  that  be  bath  of  worldes  good, 
Vlyties  wen  tbis  Tpdefstoode. 
Tbei  coatbe  mnche,  be  couthe  morę : 
Thei  shape  and  cast  ayenst  bym  sore* 
And  wroogbt  many  a  sobtile  wile. 
fiat  yet  tbei  might  hym  not  begyle. 
-Bot  of  tbe  men  of  bis  nanie 
Thei  two  fbrahope  a  great  partie. 
Haie  nonę  of  bem  withstonde  ber  bestes, 
SoBK  parte  thei  shopen  in  to  bestes, 
Sme  parte  tbei  sho^n  in  to  fooles. 
To  beres,  tygres,  apes,  oules, 
Oieh  by  some  other  wey, 
TWr  myght  notbyng  hem  disobey, 
^be  crafte  tbei  bad  abooe  kynde, 
But  that  arte  contli  tbei  not  fynde, 
Of  «biche  Ylisses  was  decetneid, 
ThsŁ  be  ne  hatb  bero  all  weined. 
And  broogfat  hem  in  to  sacbe  a  rotę, 
That  vpon  hym  thei  botbe  assote. 
Aad  tlffough  the  science  of  his  arte  ' 
Betoke  of  hem  so  well  bis  parte, 
^Tiat  be  begat  Circes  with  childe : 
He  fcq>te  hym  sobre,  and  madę  bem  wilde, 
He  set  bym  selne  so  aboue, 
That  with  her  good,  and  witb  ber  loue, 
Vho  that  therof  be  liefe  or  lotbe, 
A]|qaite  in  to  hissbip  begothe. 

Circes  to  swolle  bothe  sides, 
He  lefte,  and  waiteth  on  tbe  tides. 
And  straugbt  throngh  oni  the  salte  fome 
Be  taketh  his  cours,  and  oomth  hym  home, 
^^^here  as  he  foande  Penełope, 
A  better  wife  there  maie  nonę  be : 
Aad  yet  there  bene  enowe  of  good. 
Bot  who  that  hir  goodship  ynderstood, 


Fro  fyrst  that  she  wifehode  toke, 

Howe  many  louęs  sbe  fonoke, 

And  howe  slie  bare  hir  all  aboute, 

There  whiles  that  bir  lorde  was  outa : 

He  might  make  a  great  auant 

Amonge  all  the  remenant, 

That  she,  one  ołall  tbe  best, 

Weil  might  he  set  bis  herte  in^rest. 
Tbis  kynge  whaą  be  hir  fonde  in  bale. 

Por  as  be  coatbe  in  wysedome  dele^ 

So  couthe  she  in  womanbede, 

And  whan  she  syth  witbouten  dredc 

Hir  lorde  Tpon  his  owne  gronnde, 
That  he  was  come  safe  and  sonnde, 
In  all  tbis  woride  ne  miRht  be 
A  gladder  woman  than  was  she. 

The  famę,  whicbe  maie  nought  be  bid, 
Throaghout  t.be  londe  is  soone  kid: 
Her  kynge  is  comen  home  ayene, 
There  maie  no  taan  the  fuU  seyne, 
Howe  that  thei  weren  all  glada, 
So  mochell  ioye  of  byro  tbei  madę. 
Tbe  presentes  eyery  daie  bene  newed, 
He  was  witb  yeftes  all  besiiewed. 
Tbe  people  was  of  hym  so  glad, 
That  tbougb  nonę  other  man  hem  bad^ 
Tallage  vpon  hem  selfe  thei  sette, 
And  as  it  were  of  pure  dette 
Tbey  yeue  ber  goodes  to  the  kynge  : 
Tbis  \iras  a  glad  baoM  weloomynge. 

Tbns  hath  Ylysaes  wbat  he  wiJde, 
His  wife  iras  suche  as  sbe  be  sboMe, 
His  people  was  to  hym  subiecte, 
Hym  lacketh  nothynge  bf  delita 

Horatius.    Omnia  snnt  bominum  tenoi  pcodentla 

fliio 


Bdt  fortunę  is  of  suche  a  sleyght, 
That  whan  a  man  is  most  on  height, 
She  maketh  hyoą  rathest  for  to  falie. 
There  wote  no  man  wbat  shall  befalle. 
The  happes  ouer  mannes  hede 
Ben  bonged  witb  a  tender  threde, 
That  proued  wąs  on  Ylyssea. 
Por  whan  he  was  most  in  his  pees. 
Fortune  gan  to  pnake  hym  werre. 
And  set  his  weltbe  oute  of  beire. 

Upon  a  day  as  he  was  mery 
As  though  ther  might  bim  no  thioge  derie, 
Whan  night  was  come,  be  goth  to  bedde^ 
Witb  ślepe  and  botb  bis  eien  fedde. 
And  while  he  slepte,  he  met  a  sweuen : 
Hym  tbuught  be  sigh  a  statu  euen, 
Whicbe  brighter  than  tbe  sonne  sbonę, 
A  man  it  semed  was  ii  nonę: 
But  yet  it  was  a  figurę 
Most  liche  to  matinisshe  creatura. 
But  as  of  beautie  heuenliche 
It  was  most  to  an  aungell  liche* 
And  thus  betwene  aungell  and  man, 
Beholden  it  this  kynge  began. 
And  suche  a  lust  toke  of  the  sight, 
That  fayne  he  wolde,  if  that  he  might 
The  formę  of  that  figurę  embrace. 
And  goth  bym  forth  toward  that  place, 
Where  he  sigh  that  image  tho. 
And  takth  it  in  his  armes  two. 
And  it  embraceth  bym  ageyne. 
And  to  Ihe  kynge  thus  gan  it  seync. 
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Ylysses  Todentond  wdl  this, 
She  token  of  our  acqueititance  19, 
Herę  afterward  to  mochell  tene 
The  loue  that  U  vs  betwene. 
Of  that  we  nowe  sucbe  ioie  make, 
That  ona  of  V8  the  deCh  sball  take, 
Whan  tyme  comcth  of  destinee, 
IŁ  maie  nonę  otberw ise  be. 

yiysMi  tho  began  to  preie, 
That  tbis  figurę  woMe  hym  saie, 
What  wight  he  is,  that  sayth  bym  so» 

This  wigbt  ypon  a  speare  tho 
A  pensell*  wbiche  was  well  begone 
Embrondredy  sheweth  bym  anone 
Thre  fissbes  all  of  o  coloure, 
In  maner  as  it  were  a  toare 
Upon  the  pensell  wcre  wroaght. 

Ylysses  koewe  tbis  token  nooght. 
And  prayth  to  witte  in  some  partie, 
Wbat  tbynge  it  inigbt  signiHe. 
A  signe  it  is,  the  wigbt  answerde, 
Of  an  empire,  and  fortb  he  ferde  • 
Ali  sodeynly,  whan  he  that  rayd. 

Ylysses  out  of  ślepe  abnyde. 
And  that  was  right  ayene  the  daie, 
Tbat  lenger  slepen  be  ne  maie. 

Men  say,  a  roan  bath  knowicgeynge, 
Sanę  of  bym  selfe,  of  all  tbynge. 
His  owne  chance  no  man  knoweth. 
But  as  fortunę  it  on  hym  tbroweth. 
Was  neuer  yet  so  wise  a  clerke, 
Wbiche  migbt  knowe  all  goddes  werke, 
Ne  the  secrete,  whicbe  god  hatb  setle 
Ayene  a  man,  maie  not  be  lette. 

Ylysses  tboogh  tbat  he  be  wise, 
Włth  all  his  witte  in  bis  auise, 
The  morę  that  he  bis  sweuep  accountetb, 
The  Icsse  he  wote,  what  it  amountetb. 
For  all  his  calculacion, 
He  8e(:th'no  demonstracion 
As  pteyniy  for  to  knowe  an  endew 
But  netheles  bowe  tbat  it  wende, 
He  drad  bym  of  his  owne  sonne, 
Tbat  maketh  hym  well  tbe  morę  astone, 
•  And  shope  therfore  anone  witball, 
So  tbat  włtbin  castell  walie 
Thelemacbus  his  soone  be  sbette. 
And  oń  hym  stronge  warde  he  sette, 
Tbe  Boothe  fiirther  be  ne  knewe, 
TW  that  fortunę  him  ouerthrewe. 

Btit  netheles  for  sikemesse, 
Where  that  he  might  wit  and  gesse 
A  place  strengest  in  his  londe, 
There  let  be  make  of  limę  and  sondę 
A  strength,  where  he  wolde  dwell: 
Was  neuer  man  yet  herde  tell 
Of  suche  an  other,  as  it  was, 
And  for  to  strengtb  bym  in  tbat  cm 
Of  all  his  londe  tbe  sikerest 
Of  seruantes  and  the  worthiest 
To  kepen  bym  witbin  warde, 
He  set  his  body  for  to  warde : 
And  madę  suche  an  ordloance 
For  loue,  ne  for  aąueintance, 
That  were  it  erely,  were  it  late, 
Thei  sbuld  l«gt  ia  at  yate 
No  maner  man,  what  se  betid. 
Bot  if  80  were  bym  selfe  it  bid. 

But  all  that  mighte  bym  not  auayle» 
For  wbom  fortunę  woli  assayley 


There  maie  be  no  suche  reiisteiM*e^ 
Wbiche  might  make  a  man  defence, 
All  that  shiUl  be  mote  fiiU  algate. 

This  Circes,  whicbe  I  spake  of  late. 
On  wbom  Ylysses  hatb  begete 
A  cbilde,  though  be  it  baue  foryete : 
Whan  tyme  came,  as  it  was  wonne 
She  was  deliuerde  of  a  sonne, 
Wbiche  cleped  is  of  Telegonus.  / 

This  cbilde  whan  he  was  borne  thui, 
About  his  motberto  foli  age, 
That  he  can  reason  and  langage, 
lu  good  estate  was  drawe  fortb* 
And  whan  he  was  so  mochell  worth 
To  stonden  in  a  mannes  stede, 
Circes  bis  mother  bath  bym  bede^ 
Tbat  he  shalt  to  bis  fatber  go: 
And  tolde  bym  all  to  geder  tho, 
Wbat  man  he  was,  tbat  bym  begate. 

And  whan  Thelegonus  of  that 
Was  ware,  and  bath  fuli  knowlechynge, 
Howe  that  his  foder  was  a  kynge : 
He  prayth  his  ińoder  fayre  thia 
To  go,  where  that  bis  foder  is. 
And  she  hym  graunteth  that  he  sball: 
And  madę  hjrm  redy  fortb  witb  all. 

It  was  that  tyme  suche  Tsance, 
That  euery  man  tbe  conysaunce 
Of  his  contrę  bare  in  his  hondę, 
Whan  be  went  in  to  straunge  londe. 
And  thus  was  euery  man  therfore^ 
Well  knowe  where  tbat  be  was  borę. 
For  espyalł  and  mystrowynges 
Thei  did  than  suche  thynges, 
That  euery  man  might  otber  knowe. 

So  it  be  folie  in  tbat  throwe, 
Telegonus  as  in  this  cas, 
Of  bis  contrei  the  signe  was 
Thre  fissbes,  wbiche  be  ąhulde  beare 
Upon  the  pi  non  of  a  speare : 
And  whan  that  he  was  thus  arraide. 
And  bath  his  hameis  all  assaide, 
That  he  was  redy  eueridele. 
His  moder  bad  liim,  fore  wele. 
And  saide  bym,  that  he  shulde  swithe 
His  fader  griete  a  thousand  sitb. 

Telegonus  his  moder  kist. 
And  toke  his  leue,  and  where  he  wist 
His  fader  was,  tbe  waie  name, 
Tyli  he  vnto  Nachaie  came, 
Wbiche  of  tbat  londe  the  chiefe  citee 
Was  cJeped,  and  tbere  asketh  be, 
Where  was  tbe  kynge,  and  how  he  ferde. 
And  whan  that  he  tbe  sooth  herde, 
Where  that  the  kynge  Ylysses  was 
Alone  vpon  his  bors  great  pas 
He  rode  bym  fortb,  and  in  his  hondę 
He  bare  the  signall  of  his  londe, 
With  fissbes  thre,  as  I  haue  tolde. 
And  thus  he  went  voto  ihat  holde, 
Where  that  his  owne  fader  dwelleth. 
The  cause  why  he  came,  he  telleth 
Untothc  kepars  of  the  gate, 
And  wolde  haue  comen  in  there  ate. 
Bpt  shorteły  thei  hym  sayde  naie. 
And  be  ais  foyre  as  eoer  he  maie 
Besought,  and  tolde  hem  of  this, 
Howe  that  the  kynge  his  fader  is. 

fiut  thei  with  proude  wordes  great 
Began  to  manace  aad  tbrete^ 
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Bot  he  gD  fro  tbe  gate  fast, 
Thei  wolden  hym  take  and  set  fast. 
I       Fro  wordes  VDto  strokes  thus    . 
Tbei  felle,  and  so  Telegonus. 
Was  sore  hurte,  and  weD  uighe  dede 
I    Bot  vith  his  shaq>e  apearcs  bede : 
'    He  njaketh  defence,  bowe  so  it  fiillo, 
Ajid  tran  the  yate  vpon  hem  al), 
Atti  bath  slayne  of  che  best  fiue. 
Aod  thei  ascriden  alt  bliue 
Through  oute  tbe  castell  all  aboute, 
On  eueryside  men  come  oute 
Wberof  the  kynges  herte  afflight: 
Aod  be  with  ail  tbe  bast  be  might 
A  ipeare  caug)it,  and  fortbe  be  gotbe, 
As  he  tbat  was  rigbt  woodc  for  wrotbe. 
He  sigbe  the  gates  fiill  of  bloode, 
Tdcf  ooos  and  where  he  stoode 
He  stghe  aiso,  bot  he  ne  knewe, 
Whatmanit  was,,  but  to  byro  threwe 
His  speare,  and  he  stertę  oute  a  side : 
fiutdestine,  whiche  sbalt  betide, 
Befeathalilketimeso: 
Telegonus  kaewe  ncthynge  tbo, 
^t  man  it  wasy  tbat  to  bym  caste: 
And  whiie  his  owne  apeare  laste, 
^rth  atl  tbe  signe  therupou, 
He  cast  rnto  tbe  kynge  anon, 
Aod  gfflote  bym  with  a  dedly  wounde, 

Vlyises  felle  anone  to  grounde. 
Tbo  euery  man,  the  kynge  the  kynge 
BepD  to  crie,  and  of  this  thyoge 
Teiegootts  whiche  sigh  tbe  caas. 
Od  koes  łie  felle,  and  saide  alas, 
1  haac  myn  owne  fader  slayne, 
Nowe  wolde  B  deie  wonder  fay  ue, 
*Vowe  slea  me,  wbo  tbat  euer  wille. 
Foreertes  it  is  ri^t  aod  skill. 
Be  criftb,  he  wepeth,  he  seith  therfore 
Alas  that  euer  was  I  borc, 
Tbat  tbis  vnbappie  destioee 
So  Tofiilly  comth  in  by  mee. 

Tbii  kynge,  wbicbe  yet  bath  life  enougb, 
Hii  bertę  ayen  vnto  bym  drough, 
Aod  to  that  royce  an  eare  he  layde, 
^  niderstode  all  that  he  saide. 
And  «ao  to  speke,  and  sayde  on  higb : 

Brynge  me  this  man :  aud  whan  be  sigh 
Tel^oas,  bis  tboagbt  he  sette 
^pon  tbe  swenen,  wbicbe  be  mette, 
Aad  asketh,  that  he  might  see 
Hisspeare,  on  wbicbe  the  Bashes  three 
He  sigh  rpon  the  pensell  wrought. 
«o  wist  he  wali,  it  faileth  nougbt. 
And  bad  bym,  that  he  tell  sbolde, 
Fro  whens  be  canie,  and  what  he  wolde, 

Telegonus  io  sorowe  and  wo, 
»«hemi^t,toldetho 
^Ylyssesallthecas, 
"^  tb%t  Ciroes  bis  mother  was : 
Jad  io  forth  saide  bym  eucry  dele, 
Howp  that  his  moder  griete  bym  wele, 
■^^^d  in  what  wise  she  bym  sent. 
Tbo  wist  Ylysaes  what  it  ment, 
^  tokc  bym  in  bis  armes  softc, 
^  all  bledend  kist  bym  ofle, 
«d  said :  Sonne  while  1  liue, 
Tbis  infortane- 1  the  foryene. 

After  bis  other  .aonne  in  hastę 
n^Kaie,  and  be  began  bym  haste^ 


And  cam  vnto  his  iadar  Ute. 

But  whan  he  sigh  bym  i  a  suche  plite. 

He  wulde  baue  ronne  vpon  tbat  other 

Anone,  and  slayne  his  owne  brother, 

Ne  had  ben  that  Ylysses 

Betwene  hem  madę  a  corde  and  pees. 

And  to  bis  heire  Thelemachus 

He  bad,  that  he  Telegonus 

With  all  bis  power  shuld  kepe, 

Till  he  were  of  his  woundeS  depe 

All  hole,  and  than  he  sbulde  bym  yeue 

Londe,  where  vpon  be  might  liue. 

Thelemachus  whan  be  this  berde, 
Unto  his  fader  he  answerde. 
And  seide:  be  wolde  doone  his  wille. 

So  dwełle  thei  togeder  stille 
These  bretherne,  and  tbe  fader  sterueth. 

Lo  wberof  sorcerie  serueth: 
Through  sorcerie  his  lust  be  wan, 
Through  sorcerie  his  wo  began, 
Through  sorcerie  his  loue  he  chese, 
Through  sorcerie  bis  life  be  lese. 
Tbe  child  was  gete  in  sorcerie, 
Tbe  whiche  did  atl  his  felonie. 
Tbing  wbich  was  ayen  kinde  wrought, 
Unkyndliche  it  was  abought, 
The  cbłlde  his  owne  fader  slough, 
Tbat  was  vnkyndship  enougb. 

For  thy  take  bede  howe  that  it  is, 
3o  for  to  wynne  loue  amis, 
Whiche  cndeth  all  his  ioye  in  wo. 
For  of  this  arte  I  finde  so, 
That  bath  be  do  for  loues  sake, 
Wberof  thotf  might  insample  take 
A  great  cronicke  Bmperiall, 
Whiche  euer  in  to  memonall 
Amonge  the  men,  howe  so  it  wende, 
Shall  dwelle  to  the  worldes  ende 


Hic  narrat  eicemplum  super  eodem,  qoaliter  Nec- 
tanabus  de  Egypto  in  Macedoniam  fugiUuua 
01impia4em  Pbilippi  regis  ibidem  tunc  absentis 
vxorem  arte  magica  decipiens,  cum  ipsa  concu- 
buit,  magnumąue  ex  ea  Alexandrum  sortelegus 
gennit,  qtti  natus  postea  cum  ad  erudiendum 
sab  custodia  Nectanabi  commendatus  fiiisset, 
ipsum  Nectanabom  patrem  suum  ab  altitudine 
cuiusdam  torris  in  fossam  proftindam  precipiena 
interfecit,  Et  sic  sortilegus  pro  suo  soitilegio  in- 
Ibrtttiiii  sortem  sortitus  est, 

TflB  high  creaUmr  of  thynges, 
Wbicbe  is  tbe  kynge  of  all  kynges. 
Fuli  many  wonder  worldes  chance 
Let  slide  ▼ndei*  his  sofferance, 
There  wote  no  man  tke  cause  wbye. 
But  he,  the  whiche  is  almightye. 
And  tbat  was  proued  whilom  thus 
Whan  that  the  kynge  Nectanabus. 
Whiche  had  Egypte  for  to  lede* 
But  for  be  sigh  tofore^  tbe  dede, 
Through  magike  of  bis  sorcerie^ 
Wberof  be  couth  a  great  partie. 
His  enmies  to  bym  comende, 
From  whom  he  might  hym  not  defende^ 
Out  of  his  pwne  londe  he  fledde. 
And  in  tbe  wise,  as  be  hym  dredde^ 
It  felle,  for  all  hi^  witcbecra(te ; 
So  tbat  Egypte  hym  wąs  l^eraftc, 
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And  be  desguised  fledde  iiware 

By  ship,  and  helAft  the  right  iraie 

To  Macedoyne,  whcre  that  faee 

Airiuetb  at  the  chiefe  citee. 

Thre  yomen  of  his  chambre  tfaere 

Ail  on!y  for  to  senie  faym  wett, 

The  whiche  be  trusteth  wonder  wele. 

Fer  thei  wert  trewe  as  ońy  stełc, 

And  bfq3neth,  that  thei  witb  bym  ladde 

Parte  ot  the  best  good  he  hadde. 

Thei  take  lodgynge  tn  the  towne 

After  the  dfspośicion, 

Where  as  bym  thought  best  to  dwiell. 

He  axeth  tban,  and  herdet^He, 

Mowę  that  thelcynge  was  out  go 

Upon  a  werre  he  bad  tbo. 

Bat  in  that  citee  than  was 

The  quene,  whiche  Olytnpias 

Was  hote,  and  with  solempnitde 

The  feste  of  hir  natiuitee. 

Ab  it  befell,  was  thati  hoide 

And  for  hir  lust  to  be  bebold 

And  preised  of  the  peopłe  about, 

She  ahope  hir  for  to  ńdeii  out 

At  after  meate  all  openly. 

Anone  all  men  were  redie. 

And  that  wai  in  the  moneth  of  Maie. 

This  lusty  quene  in  good  araie 

Was  sette  vpon  a  mnie  white^ 

Te  sene  it  was  a  great  delite, 

The  ioye  that  the  citee  madę. 

With  fresslie  thynges,  and  with  glade 

The  noble  towne  was  all  behonged. 

And  euery  wight  was  sore  alouged 

To  see  this  lustie  ladie  ride. 

There  was  great  myrth  on  all  ńde, 

Wbere  as  she  passeth  by  the  streate, 

Tbere  was  fui  many  a  tymbre  beiite. 

And  many  a  maide  carolende. 

And  tbus  through  out  the  towne  plaiendit 

This  quene  vnto  the  pleine  rode, 

Where  that  she  houed  aiid  abode. 

To  se  diuers  games  plaie. 

The  lustie  folke  iust  and  toumayc, 

And  so  forth  euery  other  man, 

Whichę^pley  couth,  his  play  began. 

To  plese  with  this  noble  quene. 

Nectanabus  came  to  the  grene 
Amonges  other,  and  droueh  bym  nlgb : 
But  wban  that  he  this  ladie  sigb, 
And  of  hir  beautee  hede  toke, 
He  couth  not  withholde  his  loke 
To  see  nougbt  els  in  the  felrle : 
But  stode,  and  only  bir  behelde. 

Of  his  clothyng,  and  of  his  gkn 
He  was  vnliche  all  other  tliere, 
So  that  it  happeneth  at  iaste, 
The  quene  vpon  bym  hir  eie  cast. 
And  knewe,  that  be  was  straunge,  anone. 

Bot  he  behelde  hir  euer  łn  one, 
Witbottt  blencbynge  of  his  chei^. 

She  toke  good  hede  of  his  manenre, 
And  wondreth,  why  he  did  so. 
And  bad  men  shulde  for  bym  go. 

He  came,  and  did  her  reuerence. 
And  she  bym  asketh  in  silence, 
From  whens  he  cam^  and  what  be  iroićt, 

And  he  with  sobre  word^  tolde. 
He  saitb :  Madame  a  derkę  1  am. 
To  yoa  and  in  meange  I  csm^ 


The  whiche  I  maie  not  tellen  bert : 
But  if  it  liketh  you  to  berę, 
It  mote  be  saide  so  priueły, 
Where  nonę  sball  be,  bat  ye  and  L 

Tbus  for  the  tyme  he  toke  his  leue. 
The  daie  gothe  forthe  tilł  it  was  ene,. 
That  euery  man  mote  leue  his  werke, 
And  she  thought  euer  vpbn  this  cierlóe, 
What  thyng  it  is,  that  he  wolde  mene.  ' 
And  in  this  wise  abode  the  qaieBi^ 
And  ouerpasseth  tbilke  ntght, 
Till  it  was  on  the  morowe  Itgbt. 
She  sende  for  bym,  and  he  cftme> 
With  bym  bis  Astrołabe  he  name 
With  pointesand  cercles  tnet-ocńfoes. 
Whiche  was  of  Ifine  golde  precióus. 

And  eke  the  beiienly  figures 
Wrought  in  a  boke  fcA^l  of  pełntures 
He  toke  this  ladie  for  to  shewe. 
And  tolde  of  eche  of  hem  by  Y€vre 
The  cours  and  the  condicioto. 

And  she  with  great  atfection 
Sate  still  and  herde  what  be  wolde. 

And  thus  wban  he  geeth  tyme,  he  tMe, 
And  feigneth  with  bis  wordes  wise 
A  tale,  and  seith  in  suche  a  wise. 

Madame  but  a  while  a  go, 
Where  I  was  in  Egypte  tbo. 
And  radde  in  schole  of  this  science^ 
It  fell  in  to  my  conscience, 
That  I  vnto  the  tempie  went, 
And  there  with  all  my  bołle  entent, 
As  I  my  sacrifice  dede. 
One  of  the  goddes  hath  me  bede, 
That  I  you  warne  prinely, 
So  that  ye  make  you  redy. 
And  that  ye  be  notbyng  agast. 
Por  he  suche  loue  hath  to  you  cast^ 
That  ye  sball  bene  bis  owne  derę. 
And  be  sball  be  your  bedfere, 
Till  ye  conceiue  and  be  with  ćbilde. 
And  with  that  worde  she  wer  ali  milde. 
And  somdele  redde  became  fer  sbame. 
And  asketh  bym  tbe  goddes  name, 
Whiche  so  woli  doone  hir  company*. 

And  be  seide  Amos  of  Labie. 
And  she  saitb,  that  maie  1  ncftteue : 
But  if  I  see  a  better  prene. 

Madame  quod  Nectanabus, 
In  tokeń  that  it  tfhall  be  tbus, 
This  night  for  enfbrmMion 
Ye  sball  haue  a  vrsiofi, 
That  Amos  sball  to  yoa  appa«. 
To  shewe  and  teche  tti  what  tfianore 
The  thynge  sball  afterwarde  befkll. 
Ye  oughten  well  abouen  aH 
To  make  ioye  of  sudie  a  lordb. 
For  wban  ye  be  of  one  accOrde, 
He  sball  a  sonne  of  you  be^ete, 
Whiche  with  his  swerde  stiall  win  and  gMe 
The  wide  woride  in  lengtbć  and  brede. 

All  erthely  kytiges  sball  hym  drede. 
And  in  suche  wise  I  you  bebote 
Tho  god  of  erth  he  shaiH  be  hote. 
^  If  this  b«  sothe,  tho  quod  the  qQene, 
This  night  (thou  seyest)  it  shafl  be  tent : 
And  if  it  foli  in  to  my  grace, 
Of  god  Amos  that  I  pnrchace^ 
To  take  of  hym  so  great  worsbip : ' 
I -woli  do  the  suche  ladiship, 
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Wberof  thou  ahalt  for  euenno 

Be  ricbe.    And  be  hir  thaDketh  tbo, 

Aod  toke  his  lene,  and  forthe  be  wentę, 

Sbe  wist  litell,  wbat  be  meut 
For  it  WH  gyle  and  sorceńc, 
AU  tbat  sbe  toke  for  prophecie. 

Nectaoabus  througb  out  tbe  daie, 
Whan  be  cam  borne,  wbera  as  be  laie. 
Hu  cbambre  be  him  selfe  betoke. 
And  ooertometh  many  a  boke : 
And  through  tbe  crafte  of  artemagei 
Of  were  be  foiged  an  ynage : 
He  k>ketb  bis  equacions, 
Aod  eke  tbe  constellacions, 

He  lokeŁb  tbe  coniunctions, 
He  loketh  tbe  recepcions, 
H»  sigoe,  bis  houre,  bis  ascendent, 
And  draweth  fortunę  of  his  asąent* 
Tbe  Damę  of  quene  Ołimpias 
In  thilke  image  written  was 
Amiddes  in  tbe  front  aboue. 
Andtbns  to  winne  bis  lust  of  loue, 
Nectanabnt  tbis  werke  bath  digb^ 
And  wban  it  came  within  nigbt, 
That  eoery  wigbt  is  fali  a  ślepe, 
He  tboogbt  be  wolde  bis  time  kepe, 
Al  be,  wbicbe  bath  his  boure  appoiated. 
And  tban  fyrsce  be  bath  anoyotedy 
Witb  sondrie  berbes  that  figurę : 
Aod  tbenrpon  be  gan  coninre, 
So  that  tbroujsh  his  encbantement, 
Tbis  ladie,  wbicbe  was  innocent. 
And  wiste  notbyoge  of  tbis  guile* 
Mette,  aa  she  slepte  thilke  while, 
Howe  firo  the  heauen  came  a  Itght, 
Whicbe  all  bir  cbaflibra  madę  iight: 
And  as  she  loketh  to  and  firo, 
She  sigh,  bir  thonght,  a  dragon  tho, 
Whose  scberdes  sby  neii  as  tbe  sonne, 
Aod  bath  his  soft  pas  begonne, 
Witb  ali  the  chere  that  be  maie, 
Towaide  the  bedde  tbere  as  sbe  laief 
T\\\  be  came  t9  tbe  beddes  side. 
And  sbe  laie  still,  and  nothyng  cride. 
For  be  did  all  bis  tbynges  fiiire»      , 
And  was  courtets,  and  debonatre. 
And  as  be  stode  hir  fast  by, 
Ks  fbnne  be  cbaangetb  sodeinly, 
Aod  the  figore  of  mau  be  nome : 
To  bir  and  in  to  bedde  be  come, 
Aod  soch  tbing  tber  of  loae  be  wrought, 
^^^Hierof,  so  as  bir  tban  thought, 
Through  iikenes  of  tbis  god  Amos, 
Witb  childe  anone  hir  wombe  aios. 
And  sbe  was  wooder  giad  withaJl. 

NectaoaboSy  which^  causeth  all, 
Of  tbis  metred  the  snbstance,    • 
Wban  be  seeth  tyme  his  nyciomaace 
He  stynt,  and  nothyng  morę  seyde 
Of  bis  carecte,  and  sbe  abreyde 
Out  of  bir  ślepe,  and  lauetb  wele, 
That  it  is  soth  tban  euery  dele, 
Of  tbat  tbis  derhe  hir  bad  tolde, 
Aod  was  the  gladder  many  folde, 
la  hope  of  suche  a  glad  metrede, 
Whiobe  aiter  sbatl  befalle  in  deda. 

Sbe  longeth  sore  after  the  dale 
Tbat  sbe  hir  sweoen  telle  maie 
To  tbis  gylour  in  priuitee, 
Wbicbe  knewe  it  alsa  well  as  sbte. 


And  netheles  on  morowe  soone, 
Sbe  lefte  all  other  tbinge  to  doone. 
And  for  him  scnt:  and  all  the  cas 
She  tolde  bym  pleynely,  as  it  was. 
And  saydc :  howc  tban  wull  sbe  wist, 
That  she  his  wordes  might  trist. 
For  sbe  fundę  bir  auision 
Right  afler  tłie  condicion, 
Wbicbe  be  hir  bad  tolde  to  fore, 
And  prayde  hym  bertely  therfore, 
Tbat  be  hir  hulde  couenaiit 
So  forth  of  all  tlie  remenant, 
That  she  maie  through  his  oidinanca 
Towardes  god  do  suche  plesance, 
Tbat  sbe  wakende  might  hym  kepe 
lo  suche  wise,  as  she  met  a  ślepe. 

And  be  tbat  couth  of  gile  enough, 
Wban  he  tbis  berde,  for  ioye  be  lougb, 
And  seyth  t  Madame  it  sball  be  do. 
But  tbis  I  warne  you  therto 
This  night,  wban  tbat  be  comth  to  plaie 
That  there  be  no  liefe  in  tbe  waie. 
But  I,  that  shall  at  his  likynge 
Ordeine  so  for  his  comynge 
That  ye  ne  sball  not  of  hym  fayle. 

For  tbis  madame  I  you  counsayle, 
Tbat  ye  it  kepe  so  priuee, 
Tbat  no  wight  els,  but  we  three 
Haue  knowlecbynge,  bowe  that  it  is. 
For  els  might  it  fieu-e  amis, 
If  ye  did  ought,  tbat  sbuld  him  greue. 

And  thus  be  maketb  bir  to  beleue. 
And  feigneth  Tiider  guile  feith. 
But  netheles  all  that  he  seyth, 
She  troweth :  and  ayene  the  nigbt 
She  bath  within  bir  cbambre  digbt 
Where  as  this  guiler  fut  by, 
Upon  this  god  sball  priuely 
Awaite,  as  be  maktb  bir  to  wenę. 

And  thus  this  noble  gentill  quene, 
Wban  she  most  tristed,  was  deceyued. 

The  night  cftm,  tbe  cbambre  is  weiuedj 
Nectanabus  liath  take  bis  place, 
Aod  whan  he  sigh  tyme  and  space, 
Through  ihe  disceite  of  his  magike, 
He  put  bym  out  of  maos  hke, 
And  of  a  dragon  toke  tbe  formę, 
As  be,  whicbe  wolde  hym  all  conforme 
To  that  sbe  sawa  in  sweuen  er  tbis. 
And  thns  to  cbambre  come  bę  is 

Tbe  queene  laie  a  bed,  and  sighe. 
And  bopeth  euer,  as  he  came  nigbe, 
Tbat  be  the  god  of  Lubię  were, 
So  bath  she  well  tbe  lesse  fere. 

But  for  he  wolde  hir  morę  assure, 
Yet  efte  he  changeth  bis  figurę. 
And  of  a  wetber  tbe  likenesse 
He  toke  in  signe  of  his  noUeąse, 
With  large  bornes  for  the  nones 
Of  fine  golde  and  ricbe  stones 
A  crowne  on  bis  bead  he  bare. 
And  sodeinlicbe,  er  she  was  ware, 
As  he  whicbe  all  guile  can. 
His  formę  be  toraeth  in  to  man, 
And  came  to  bedde,  and  she  laie  still, 
Where  as  sbe  suffreth  all  his  will, 
As  she,  whicbe  wende  not  misdo« 
But  netheles  it  bapneth  so, 
Ali  though  she  were  in  parte  deceiued, 
Yet  for  all  tbat  she  haUi  cooceiued 
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The  wortbiest  of  9II  kUhe, 
Wiiiche  euer  was  tofore  or  sith, 
Of  conąuest,  and  of  chiualrie, 
So  that  through  gile  and  sorcerie 
Therr>  was  that  noble  knight  begorine, 
1Vhiche  atl  tbe  worlde  bath  after  woune, 

Thus  fell  tbe  tbyng,  whicHe  fali  sbulde 
Nectanabos  bath  that  be  wolde, 
Witli  gyle  be  bath  bis  loue  spęd, 
Witb  gyle  be  came  in  to  tbe  bed, 
With  gyle  be  gotb  hym  out  ayene, 
He  was  a  s^irewed  cbamberleyne, 
So  as  to  begyle  a  worthy  quene, 
And  that  on  bym  was  after  sene. 
But  netheles  the  tbynge  is  do, 
Tbis  fals  god  wąs  soone  go 
Witb  bis  deceite,  and  beldc  bym  clote, 
Till  morów  cam,  that  be  arose : 
And  tho  wban  ty  me  and  leiser  was, 
Tbe  quene  tolde  bym  all  tbe  cas, 
As  sbe,  that  gyle  nonę  supposeth. 
And  of  two  pointes  sbe  bym  apposeth. 

One  was,  if  that  tbis  god  no  morę 
Will  come  ayene :  and  oiiermore. 
Ho  w  sbe  sball  stonden  in  accorde 
Vritb  kynge  Philip  bir  owne  lorde, 
When  be  comth  bome,  and  seetb  bir  grone. 

Madame,  br.  seitb,  let  me  alone, 
As  for  tbe  god  I  vndertake, 
That  wban  it  liketh  yoo  to  take 
His  compaiłle  at  any  tbrowe, 
If  I  a  daie  to  fore  it  knowe, 
He  sball  be  witb  you  on  the  night: 
And  be  is  welle  of  suche  a  migbt 
To  kepe  you  from  al  blame. 
For  tby  comforte  you  madame, 
Thore  shall  nonę  other  cause  bee. 
Thus  toke  be  ieue,  and  forth  gotb  bee. 
And  tbo  began  be  for  to  musp, 
Howe  be  thp  quene  might  csruse 
Towarde  tbe  kinge,  of  thątis  folte, 
And  foupflc  a  crafte  amonges  alle, 
Througb  whiche  he  hatb  a  sea  foiile  danted 
Witb  bis  magike  and  so  enchautfd, 
That  he  flewe  tbrth,  wban  it  was  nigbt 
Unto  tbe  kinges  tent  right, 
Where  that  be  laie  amidde  bis  boste. 
And  wban' be  was  a  ślepe  moste, 
Witb  that  tbe  sea  ^1e  to  bim  brougbt 
An  otber  charme,  whiche  he  wrought 
At  borne  within  bis  chamber  stille. 
Tbe  kynge  be  tometb  at  bis  wilie. 
And  maktb  bim  for  to  dreame  and  see 
Tbe  dragon,  and  tbe  priuetee, 
Whiche  was  betwene  bim  and  the  ąuene. 
And  ouer  that  be  madę  bim  wenę 
In  sweuen,  bowe  that  tbe  god  Amos, 
Whan  he  vp  fro  the  quene  aros, 
Toke  forth  a  rin^e,  wherin  a  stopę 
Was  set,  and  graue  tbenipon 
A  sonne,  in  whiche  whan  h&^ame  nighe, 
A  lion  witKa  swerde  be  sigb. 
And  witb  that  prente,  as  be  so  mette, 
Upoa  tbe.quene8  wombehe  sette 
A  seale,  and  gotb  bim  forth  bis  waie^ 
With  that  tbe  sweuen  went  awaie. 
And  tbo  begąn  tbe  kinge  awake. 
And  sigbed  for  bis  wiues  sake 
IWbere  as  he  lay  within  bis  tent. 
And  bath  greai  wondtr,  wbat  it  mepte. 


Witb  that  be  basted  bim  to  ńae, 
Anone  and  sent  after  the  wite. 
Amonge  tbe  whiche  tbere  was  onC 
A  clerke,  bis  nameis  Ampbion :  ^ 

Wban  be  tbe  kinges  sweuen  berdę, 
Wbat  it  betokenetb  he  anąjrerde. 
And  saith,  as  sekerly  as  tbe  lyfe 
A  god  bath  layneJby  tby  wifb» 
And  gotte  a  sonne,  whiche  sball  wynne 
Tbe  worlde,  and  all  that  is  witbio. 

As  tbe^ion  is  kinge  of  beastes, 
So  sball  tbe  worlde  obeie  his  hestes, 
Wbich  with  bis  swerde  shal  al  be  wdnne. 
Ais  ferre  as  shinetb  any  sonne. 

The  kynge  was  doutife  of  tbis  dome, 
But  netheles  wban  that  be  come 
Ageyne  into  hia  owne  londc, 
His  wife  with  cbilde  great  he  founde^ 
He  migbt  not  bim  selfen  rtere, 
Tbat  be  ne  madę  hfr  heuie  chere. 
But  be  whiche  couth  of  all  sorowe, 
Nectanabus  ypon  tbe  morowe, 
Through  tbe  decette  of  Nicromance, 
Toke  of  a  dragon  tbe  semblance,  . 
And  where  the  kynge  sat  in  his  halle, 
Cam  in  rampende  amonge  hem  all, 
Witb  such  a  noise,  and  suche  a  rore, 
Tbat  tbey  agast  were  all  sd  sore, 
As  though  tbey  sbulde  die  anone : 
And  netheles  be  greuetb  nonę, 
Botgoth  towaide  tbe  deise  on  bie : 
And  wban  be  cam  tbe  quene  nie, 
He  stint  his  noyse,  and  in  his  wise» 
To  bir  he  profreth  bis  serwce. 
And  iaieth  liis  bead  rpon  bir  barme. 
And  sbe  with  goodly  chere  bir  arme 
About  bis  necke  ayenwarde  layde. 
And  thus  tbe  quene  witb  bim  playde, 
Iłi  sigbt  of  all  men  about : 
And  at  last  be  gan  to  loute. 
And  obeysance  vnto  bir  make^    ' 
As  be  tbat  wolde  bis  lenc  takę. 
And  sodenlie  bis  lothty  formę 
In  to  atl  egle  be  gan  transforme, 
And  flewe,  and  set  bim  on  a  rayle, 
Wbcrof  the  kynge  bad  great  meruaite. 
For  there  be  praneth  bym  and  piketii, 
As  doth  an  btfuke,  whan  bim  wtell  liketb: 
And  after  that  bim  selfe  be  shoke, 
Wberof  tbat  all  tbe  halle  quoke, 
As  it  a  to^ramote  were. 
Tbey  seyden  all,  god  was  there. 
In  suche  a  rees  and  forth  be  fligh. 

Tbe  kjmg,  whicb  all  tbis  wonder  sigb, 
Whao  be  cam  to  his  cbanibre  alone, 
Unto  tbe  quene  madę  bis  monę. 
And  of  foiyeues  he  bir  praide. 
For  tban  he  knewe  well,  as  be  sayde, 
Sbe  was  with  cbilde  with  a  god. 

Thus  was  the  kinge  without  rod 
Chastised,  and  tbe  qttene  ercused, 
Of  tbat  sbe  bad  ben  accused. 

And  for  tbe  greatter  euidence, 
Yet  after  tbat  in  tbe  presence 
Of  kynge  Philip,  and  otber  mo, 
Whan  tbey  yode  in  tbe  fildes  tho, 
A  fesant  came  before  bir  eie, 
Tbe  whiche  anone,  as  tbey  bir  seie 
Fleende,  let  an  nei»  downe  folie 
Ąnd  it  to  brake  tofoi«  kem  alle. 
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And  as  tbey  token  therof  kepe, 
Tbey  sigb  out  of  the  ^helle  crepe 
A  litell  terpeot  od  the  crounde, 
Whłcbe  rampeth  alt  aboate  roande» 
And  in  ayene  he  woli  haue  wonne. 
Bot  for  the  brenntng  of  tbe  lonne 
U  might  not,  apd  so  he  deide: 
And  thempon  the  clerkes  seide^ 
As  tbe  serpent,  wben  tt  was  ont. 
Went  enuiron  the  sbelle  aboute. 
And  migfat  not  tome  in  ayene. 
So  shall  it  &11  in  eetteyne. 

This  cbilde  tbe  worlde  shall  enairof^e^ 
And  aboue  all,  the  corone 
Hym  shall  beftdl,  in  his  yonge  age, 
He  shall  desire  in  bis  corage, 
Whan  all  the^worlde  is  in  bis  hondę. 
To  tnme  ayene  vnto  the  londe, 
Where  be  was  borę,  and  in  his  weye 
Homewarde  he  shall  witb  poyson  deye. 

Tbe  kynge,  whiche  al  this  sigb  and  berde, 
For  that  daie  fortb,  howe  so  it  ferdc. 
His  ieloosie  bath  all  foryete: 
Bot  be,  whiche  bath  the  cbilde  begetc, 

Nectanabas,  in  priuetee, 
The  tyme  of  bis  natiuitee, 

Upon  tbe  constellącion 

Awaytetb,  and  relacion 

Maketh  to  the  qiiene,  how  be  bad  do, 

And  euery  bonre  appoyntetb  so, 

That  no  mhrnte  therof  was  lorę. 

So  tbat  in  dne  tyme  is  borę 

Tbis  cbilde:  and  fortb with  thempon 

There  fieil  wonders  many  one 

Of  terremote  Tniuersele. 

The  sonne  toke  collonre  of  stele. 

And  lost  bis  light,  tbe  wyndes  blewe, 
■  And  many  streogthes  ooertbrewe, 
Tbe  sea  his  proprt  kynde  changeth, 

Aod  all  tbe  worlde  his  fermę  strangeth. 
Tbe  thunder  Jpkh  bis  firie  leueu 

So  cruełl  was  vpon  the  beoen, 

That  euery  ertbly  creature 

Tbo  thooght  his  life  in  anentare. 

The  Łempest  at  last  aesseth, 

Tbe  cbilde  is  kopte,  bis  age  encreceth: 

AadAlisander  bis  name  is  bote. 

To  wbom  Calistbene,  and  Aristote, 

To  techen  bim  pbilpsopbie 

Entenden:  and  astronomie . 

(With  other  tbinges,  wbich  he  oonth, 

Also  to  teche  blm  in  his  yoath) 

Nectanabas  toke  Ypon  hondę. 

Bat  euery  man  inaie  ▼ndbrstonde 

Of  sorcery  bowe  that  it  wende» 

It  wolle  bim  aeUe  proue  at  ende  < 

And  namely  for  to  begile 

A  ladie  whiche  withoute  gyle 

Sapposeth  trdutbe  all  that  sbe  hereth  r 

Bot  often  be,  tbat  euill  steretb, 

His  ship  is  dreint  tberin  amidde: 

And  in  tbis  cas  right  so  betydde. 

Nectanabus  vpoQ  a  night,  / 

Whan  U  was  faire  and  stenre  light, 

This  yonge  lorde  lad  vpon  bigbe 

Aboue  a  towre,  where  as  be  sighe 
'  Tbe  sterresy  sncbe  as  be  acconntetb, 

And  saielh,  wbat  eche  of  hem  amountetb, 

As  ihough  he  knewe  of  all  thynge, 

Yet  bath  be  no  knowlecbing^ 


Wbat  shall  Tuto  bim  selfe  befall. 

Whan  be  bath  tolde  his  wordes  all, 
This  yonge  lorde  than  bim  apposeth, 
And  asketb,  if  tbat  he  supposeth, 
Wbat  dęth  he  sbald  him  selfe  deie, 

He  seitb,  or  fbrtune  is  awete. 
And  euery  sterre  bath  lost  bis  wonne, 
Or  els  of  minę  owne  soniie 
1  shall  be  slain,  I  maie  not  fiee. 

Tbougbt  Alisander  in  priuetee, 
Herof  this  olde  dotarde  lietb. 
And  er  that  other  ought  asptetb, 
All  fodeinliche  his  olde  bones 
He  shofe  ouer  tbe  walie  at  ones. 
And  saith  bym:  Lie  downe  there  a  parte, 
Wherof  nowe  serueth  all  tbyn  arteł 
Thou  knewe  all  other  roeiis.chance. 
And  of  thy  selfe  hast  ignorancc, 
That  thou  ha&t  sayU  amonges  all, 
Of  tby  personę  is  uot  befoll. 

Nectanabus  whiche  bath  bis  death, 
Yet  whiles  hym  lastetb  life  and  bretbe. 
To  Alisander  be  spake,  and  seyd: 
Tbat  he  with  wrong  blame  on  bim  leid. 
Fro  poynt  to  poynt  and  all  the  cas 
He  tolde,  howc  he  his  sonne  was. 

Tbo  be,  whiche  sorie  was-  enough. 
Out  of  the  dicbe  his  father  drough, 
And  tolde  his  mother,  howe  it  ferde 
In  coonsaile.    And  wben  she  it  faerde. 
And  knewe  the  tokens,  whiche  be  tolde, 
She  nist  wbat  sbe  saie  sbolde. 
But  stode  abassbed,  as  for  the  while, 
Of  tbis  magike,  ancl  all  the  gile, 
She  thought,  how  that  she  was  deceined, 
Tbat  she  bath  of  a  man  conceiucd. 
And  wende  a  god  it  had  bee. 
But  nethelesse  in  suche  degree 
So  as  sbe  might  bir  honour  saue, 
Sbe  shope  the  body  was  begraue. 

And  thus  Nectanabus  abougbt 
Tbe  sorcerie,  whiche  he  wrought, 
Though  be  vpon  tbe  creatures, 
Through  bis  carectes  and  fignres 
The  maistrie  and  the  power  had. 
His  creatoar  to  nought  bym  lad, 
Ageyne  whose  lawę  his  crafte  he  vsetb, 
When  be  for  lust  his  god  refuseth. 
And  toke  hym  to  the  deuils  crafte: 
Lo  what  proBte  is  hym  belafte: 
That  thynge,  tbrongb  wbich  be  wepd  haue  stonde, 
First  him  exiled  out  of  londe, 
Which  was  his  owne,  and  from  a  kynge 
Madę  bym  to  be  an  vnderlynge: 
And  sythen  to  de<:eyue  a  quene, 
That  tometh  hym  to  moc  heli  tene, 
Tbrough  lust  of  loue  be  gat  hym  bate, 
That  ende  couth  be  nought  abate, 
His  olde  sleightes,  wbiche  he  casl^ 
Yonge  Alisandre  bym  ouercast. 

His  fader,  whiche  hym  misbegat 
He  slouglie,  a  great  mishappe  was  that 
But  for  o  myt,  an  other  mis 
Was  yulde,  and  so  fiiU  ofte  it  is. 

Nectanabus  his  crafte  miswent,  • 
And  so  it  misfell  hym,  er  be  went. 
I  not  wbat  belpetb  tbat  clergie, 
Wbiche  maketh  a  man  to  do  fołie^ 
And  namelicbe  of  Nicromance, 
Whiche  stont  vpon  the  tniscreance. 
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Nota  qua]iter  rex  Zoroastes  ttatim  cmń  ab  vtero 
matris  sue  nasoeretiir  gandio  magno  ri»it,  in 
quo  pnmosticoin  dolortf  subsequenti8  signam 
figurabatur.  Nam  et  ijiwe  detestabilis  ariis 
magice  primus  fait  inuentor,  quem  poctea  rez 
Surrie  dira  morte  irucidauit^  et  sit  opos  ope- 
rarium  connuapit. 

A^D  for  to  see  morę  euidence 
Zoroastes,  whiche  tbespeńeace 
Of  arte  magike  firet  forth  droagh, 
ADone  as  be  was  borę  be  ioogfa, 
Whiche  token  was  of  wo  tuyoge. 
For  of  his  owne  controaynge 
He  fond  magik,  aad  taaght  it  forth. 
Bat  all  that  was  him  litell  worth« 
For  of  surry  a  worthy  kyDre, 
Him  8le<ve,  and  that  was  bis  eodynge. 
But  yet  tbrough  bim  this  craft  is  vsed» 
And  be  tbrough  alł  the  worlde  excused« 
For  it  sbail  neuer  well  acheoe, 
That  stont  not  rigbt  with  the  bełene, 
But  liche  to  wolle  is  enill  sponne, 
Who  leseth  bym  selfe  batb  litell  wonne. 
And  ende  proneth  euery  thyng. 

Sani,  whiche  was  of  leires  kynge, 
Up  peyne  of  deth  forbad  this  arte: 
And  yet  he  toke  tberof  bis  parte. 

The  pbitonisse  in  Samarie 
Yafe  h3rm  counsaile  by  sorcerie, 
Whiche  after  felle  to  moche  torowe. 
For  he  was  slayne  vpon  tbe  morowe. 
To  conne  mochell  thynge  it  helpeth. 
But  of  to  moche  no  maa  yelpetli. 

So  for  to  loke  on  euery  side, 
Magike  maie  not  well  betide. 

Fór.thy  my  sonne  1  .woli  the  rede^ 
That  thou  of  the«e  ensamples  drede, 
That  for  no  lust  of  erthly  loue 
Tboa  secbe  so  to  come  abone, 
Wberof  as  in  the  worldes  wonder, 
Thou  sbalt  for  euer  be  pot  vnder. 

My  good  fedfer  giannt  mercy. 
For  euer  I  shall  beware  therby, 
Of  loue  what  me  so  befailey 
Suche  sorcery  abouen  all, 
Fro  this  day  forth  I  shall  eschewe^ 
Tbat  so  ne  wyli  I  not  pursewe' 
My  lust  of  loue  for  to  seche. 
But  this  I  wolde  yóu  beseche^ 
Beside  tbat  me  stant  of  ioue, 
As  I  yoo  berd  speke  aboue, 
Howe  Alisandre  was  betaugbt 
Of  Aiistotle,  and  so  well  taaght 
Of  all  that  to  a  kynge  belongeth, 
Wberof  my  bertę  sore  longeth 
To  witte  what  it  wolde  mene. 
For  by  reason  I  wolde.  wenę. 
But  if  I  herde  of  thyuges  straoge, 
Yet  for  a  tyme  it  sbald  cbange 
My  peyne,  and  lisse  me  somdele. 

My  good  sonne  thou  sayest  weie. 
For  wisedome  howe  that  eaer  it  stonde. 
To  bym  tbat  can  it  rnderstonde, 
Doth  great  profite  in  soodńe  wise: 
But  toucbend  of  so  faigbea  prise^ 
Whiche  is  not  vńto  Yenns  knowe, 
I  maie  it  not  my  selfe  knowe, 
"Whiche  of  hir  courte  am  idl  forth  drswo 
And  can  notbyng  bat  of  bir  lawe. 


Bat  netheles  to  knowe  matef 
As  well  as  thou,  me  longeth  sore: 
And  for  it  helpeth  to  commane, 
AU  be  tbei  uougbt  to  me  conmmotf 
The  sćboles  of  philosopbie: 
Yet  thinke  I  for  to  specifie, 
In  bokes  as  it  is  comprehended, 
Wberof  thou  mightest  Jben  snnended. 
For  though  I  be  not  ail  counninge, 
Upon  the  formę  of  this  writinge, 
Some  part  therof  yet  I  baae  herd^ 
In  this  mater  howe  it  bath  ferde. 

EXPŁIC1T  LIBER  8EXTUS. 


Omnibus  in  causis  sapiens  doctrins'taliiteai 
Oonsequitur,  nec  habet  qais  nisi  doctna  op 

Naturom  superat  doctiina  viro  qaod  et  ortot, 
Tngeoii  docilis  non  dedit,  ipsa  dabit. 

Non  ita  discretus  hominum  per  climota  regnat, 
Quin  magis  vt  sapiat,  tndiget  ipse  scbols. 

2uia  omnis  doctrina  bona  hamano  regimini  sala- 
tem  confert,  In  hoc  septimo  libro  ad  instantiaa 
amantis  languidi  intendit  Genius  iliam,  ex  qaa 
phiiosophi  et  Astrologi  phikisophie  doctrinam. 
regem  Alexandrum  imbaenmt,secundainaliquid 
dećlarare.  Diuidit  enim  pbilosophiana  in  trat 
partes,  qaarum  prima  Theorica,  secunda  Rheto- 
rica,  tercia  Practica  nuncopata  ett,  de  quanua 
ooodicionibassubteąuenter  per  siogola  tnctabit. 

INCIPIT  LIBER  SEPTIMUS, 

I  GBirrus  tbe  preest  of  loue, 
My  son  as  thou  hast  praid  aboue« 
Tbat  I  the  scbole  shall  declare 
Of  Aristotle,  and  eke  the  fiuw 
Of  Alisander,  bowe  be  was  taugbt, 
I  am  somdele  therof  dittraught. 
For  it  is  not  the  matere 
Of  loue,  why  we  sitten  here 
To  shriue,  so  as  Yenus  badde. 
Bot  netheles  for  it  is  giadde, 
So  as  thou  saiest  for  &yn  apprise, 
>  To  here  of  suche  thynget  wise» 
Wberof  thou  might  thy  tyme  litse, 
So  as  f  can,  I  shall  tbe  wisse.  - 
For  wisedome  is  at  euery  throwe, 
Aboue  all  other  thyng  to  kiiow«9y 
In  loues  cause  and  els  wbera. 
For  thy  my  sonne  Tnto  tbyn  eare^ 
Though  it  be  not  in  the  registie 
Of  Yenus,  yet  of  tbat  Calistbre 
And  AristoUe  wbilom  writte 
To  Alisander,  thou  sbalt  witte. 
But  for  the  lores  ben  diuers, 
I  thynke  6rBt  to  the  reheroe 
Tbe  matter  of  pfaiiosopbie, 
Whiche  Arittotle  of  hb  elergie, 
Wise  and  experte  in  the  science^ 
Declared  thitke  intelligenoe, 
As  of  the  poyntes  pńneipalle. 

Wberof  the  first  in  tpecialle 
Is  Theorike,  whiche  is  groaoded 
On  him,  which.al  tbe  worlde.bath  fonoded, 
Wbidie  compreheoded  al  tbe  lorę. 

And  for  to  loken  onermore 
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Unrt  of  Kicnee  tbe  leconde 
U  Rhetorie,  whoie  flusonde 
Aboiie  ali  otber  it  eloqttent. 
To  telle  a  Ule  in  iudgementy 
So  wełl  can  no  man  tpeke  as  hee. 
Tbe  last  science  of  the  tliree. 
U  is  practike^  wbose  oi&ce 
Tbe  verto  trietb  fro  tte  Tfee, 
And  techeth  rpon  good  tbewcs 
To  fle  tbe  companie  of  shrewes, 
Wbicbe  stant  in  disposicion 
Of  mannes  fre  election. 

Practike  enformetb  eke  tbć  rewie, 
Hove  that  a  woitbie  kynge  shall  nile 
His  realme,  both  in  werre  and  pees. 

Ło  tbas  datie  Aristoteles 
Tbese  tbre  sciences  hath  denided. 
And  in  natnre  also  deckted, 
Wberof  that  ecbe  of  hem  shalt  setne. 

The  fint,  whiche  is  the  conserue 
And  keperof  the  r^menante, 
At  tbatt  whiche  is  most  snilisarite. 
And  chiefie  of  the  philosophie. 
If  I  therof  sba'l  speCifie, 
So  as  the  phiiosopher  tolde, 
Nowe  herke,  and  kepe  that  tbon  it  bolde. 

Prima  creatorem  dat  scire  scientia  snmmum, 

9ni  capit,  agnoscit,  suftcit  illud  ei. 
Plnra  viros  quandoqtte  iuuat  nesctte,  sed  illud, 

Suod  Tidit  ezpcdiens  sobńus  ille  sapit. 

Hic  tractat  de  prima  parte  philosopbie,  qns 
Tbeorica  dicitur,  coltis  natura  tilplici  dotata  est 
sdentia,  scilicet  Theologia,  Phisica,  et  Mathe- 
matica,  Sed  primo  illam  partem  Theologiee  de- 
clarabit. 

OrTbeorike  prineipalle 
The  phiiosopher  in  spedaite 
Tbe  propirtees  batb  4etehninedy 
As  thilke  whiche  is  enlumibeNl 
Of  wisdome,  and  of  high  pradence, 
Abone  all  otber  in  his  science, 
Aod  stant  departed  vpon  three. 
Tbe  first  of  whiche  m  his  degree 
Is  cleped  in  phiioeophte, 
Tbe  science  of  TbeoInKie. 
Tbat  otber  named  is  phisifce* 
The  thirde  is  seide  Katibematike. 

Tbeologie  is  that  science, 
Vrhicbe  ynto  man  yeneth  euidence 
Of  tbyng ,  wbicke  is  nat  bodily, 
"Wberof  men  knowe  TedMy 
Tbe  high  almigfaty  trinitee, 
Whiche  is  o  god  in  ▼nifee, 
Witfaonten  ende  and  begyaayKg^t 
Aod  creatnre  of  all  thynge, 
Of  henen,  of  erthe,  and  ef  hełł, 
Wberof  (as  olde  bokes  tell) 
The  pbiloeopber  in  bis  reaMo 
Wrote  ypon  this  coticłuńon : 
And  of  bis  writynge  in  ą  danse 
He  clepeth  god  the  finite  cause, 
Wbiohe  ef  bym  aelfe  is  tbilke  good, 
Witboutcn  whom  nothyng  is  good, 
Of  whiche  that  euery  ci«U*n* 
Halb  hit  beyng,  and  hit  natare. 
After  the  beyng  of  the  tbyi«ei 
Thera  ben  thre  fonnes^flC  beyngei, 
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Nota  quod  triplez  dicitnr  essentia.  Prima  tern. 
poranea,  quae  incipit  et  desintt:  Seounda  per- 
petua,  que  incipit,  et  non  desinit,  Tertia  ten- 
pitema,  qtte  nec  incipit,  nec  desinit. 

Thtno,  whiche  began,  and  ende  shall, 
Tbat  thyng  is  cleped  temporalł. 
There  is  also  by  other  weye 
Tbyng,  whiche  began  and  shall  not  dey, 
As  soules,  tbat  ben  spiritutll, 
Her  beynge  is  perpetuell. 

But  there  is  one  abone  the  sobne, 
Wbose  tyme  neuer  was  bigoune. 
And  endles  shall  euer  hee: 
That  is  the  god,  wbose  magestee 
All  other  thynges  shaU  goueme. 
And  his  beinge  is  sempiteme. 

The  god,  to  whom  all  honoure 
Beloogetb,  he  is  creatourc.  , 

And  other  ben  his  creatures, 
He  commaundeth  the  natures, 
Tbat  thei  to  him  obeien  alL 
Witbouten  bym,  what  so  befalle 
Her  might  is  nonę.  and  he  tnaie  all: 
Tbe  god  was  euer  and  euer  shall 
And  thei  begonoe  of  his  assente. 

Tbe  times  al  ben  preseot 
To  god,  and  to  hem  all  vnknowe, 
But  what  bym  liketh,  tbat  thei  knowe. 
Thus  both  an  angel  and  a  man, 
Tbe  whiche  of  all,  that  god  began, 
Ben  chief,  obeien  goddea  might; 
And  he  sjtont  endeles  yp  right. 

To  this  science  ben  priuee 
The  clerkes  of  diuinitee, 
The  whiche  vnto  the  pcople  preche 
The  feith  of  holy  chnrche  and  tecbe, 
Whiche  in  one  cas  vpon  beleue 
Stant  morę  tban  tbei  can  preoe 
By  wey  of  argument  sensible, 
But  netheles  it  is  credible. 
And  doth  a  man  great  mede  haue, 
To  bym  tbat  thinketh  byro  selfe  to  saue^ 
Tbeology  in  suche  a  wise 
Of  highe  science  and  highe  aprise, 
Abone  all  other  sUnt  vnlike. 
And  is  the  first  of  theorike. 

MoU  de  secuadą  parte  Theorice,  que  l*hi«ica 

dicitur. 

pHisiKE  is  afler  the  seconde^ 

Through  which  the  philosophre  hath  fonde. 

To  teche  sondrie  knowlecbynges 

Upon  the  bodeliche  thynges 

Of  man,  of  beast,  of  herbe,  of  rtone, 

Of  fisshe,  of  fowle,  of  euerichone, 

That  ben  ofbodily  subslance, 

The  naturę  and  the  circumstance. 

Through  this  science  Vt  is  fuli  tought 

Whicb  Yailetb  and  whiche  vaileth  nooght. 

Nota  de  tertia  parte  Theorice,  que  Mathematica 
dicitur,  cuius  condick)  quat«or  in  se  continet 
intelligentias,  scilicet  Arithmeticam,  Musicam, 
Oeometriam,  et  Astronomiam,  Sed  primo  de 
Arithmetice  Mitura  dicere  iritendit. 

Tm  thifd  point  of  Theorike, 
Whiche  fkic^d  ie  Mąthematike, 
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Deuided  is  ia  sondrie  wise, 
And  stant  vpon  dinere  apprise.    . 
Tbe  ńnt  of  whiche  is  Arthmetike, 
And  the  second  is  sa)d  Musike, 
The  tliird  is  eke  Geometrie, 
And  the  fortb  AstroDomie. 

Of  Arthmetike  tbe  matere 
Is  tbat  of  wbicHe  a  man  maie  lere, 
What  Alf^risme  in  nombre  amounteth, 
Whan  tbat  tbe  wise  man  accounteth 
After  the  formel  "propretee 
Of  Algorismes  (i,b,c. 
By  wbiche  multiplicacioD 
Is  madę,  and  dtminucion 
Of  sommes  by  tbeyperience 
Of  tbis  arte,  and  of  ihiś  science. 


Nota  de  mnsica,  qae  secnnda  pars  artip  mathe- 

matice  dicitur. 

The  seconde  of  matbematike, 
Wbiche  is  tbe  science  of  musike, 
Tbat  teacbeth  ypon  barmonie 
A  man  to  maken  melodie 
By  voice  and  soune  of  instrument, 
Tbrough  notes  of  accordement, 
Tbe  whicbe  men  prononnce  ałofte. 
Nowe  sharpe  notes,  and  nowe  softei 
Nowe  hie  notes,  and  nonee  lowe,  - 
As  by  Gam  vt,  a  man  may  knowej 
Wbiche  techetb  the  prolacion 
Of  notę,  and  the  condicioii. 

Nota  de  tertia  specie  artis  Matbematici,  quam 
Geometriam  ?ocant. 

MATHEMATiKEof  his  science 

Hatb  yet  the  tbirde  iiiteliigence, 

Fuli  of  wisdome  and  of  clergie, 

And  cłeped  is  Geometrie: 

Througb  which  a  man  hatb  the  sleicbt 

Of  lengtb,  of  brede,  of  deptb,  of  beigbt 

To  knowe  tbe  proporcion 

By  very  calculacion 

Of  tbis  science:  and  in  tbis  wise 

Tbese  olde  pbilosopbres  wise, 

Of  all  tbis  worldcs  ertb  rounde 

Howe  large,  howe  thicke  was  the  grounde, 

Contriui«d  by  the  experience  * 

The  Cercie,  and  tbe  circomference 

Of  euery  tbynge  vnto  tbe  heuen, 

Tbci  setten  point  and  measure  euen. 

.   Matbematike  aboue  the  ertb 

Of  high  science  aboue  (be  fcrth, 

Wbiche  speketh  vpon  Astronomie,' 

And  techetb  oPthe  sterres  hie, 

Bsgynnyng  ypwarde  fro  tbe  moone. 

But  finit,  a^  it  wa;  for  to  doone, 

Tbia  Aristotle  in  otber  tbynge, 

Unto  thi^  wort^y  yonge  kynge 

The  k3nide  of  euery  element, 

Wbiche  stant  vnder  the  firmament, 

Howe  it  is  madę,  and  In  what  wise, 

Fro  point  to  point  he  gan  deuisc. 
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Hic  tractal  de  creatiooe  qaatuor  eleiiiebtoiiiiii, 
scilicet  terre,  aque,  aeris,  et  ignit,  Necnon  et 
de  eorum  naturis,  nam  et  singntia  proprietates 
singote  attribuuntur. 

ToFORE  tbe  creacion 

Of  ony  irorldes  stacion, 

Of  heuen,  of  erthe,  or  eke  of  heli, 

So  as  these  olde  bokes  tell, 

As  soune  to  fore  the  songe  is  set. 

And  yet  thci  ben  to  gether  knet: 

Right  so  tbe  high  purueance 

Tbo  bad  vnder  bis  ordenance 

A  great  subst^ce,  a  great  mattere, 

Of  wbiche  he  wpide  in  bis  manere 

These  other  thynges  make  and  fonne. 

For  yet  withouten  auy  fbrme 

Was  tbat  matere  yniuersall, 

Which  hight  liem  in  speciall. 

Of  Iłem,  as  I  sm  enfbrmed, 
These  elemeotes  ben  madę  and  formed. 

Of  Hem  elemen^es  thei  hote,  v 

After  tbe  scbofe  of  Aristote, 
Of  wbiche  if  morę  1  sball  reherse, 
Foure  elemcntes  tbere  ben  diuerse. 

Nota  de  teira,  quod  est  primum  elementimi' 

TUE  first  of  hem,  men  erthe  cali, 
Whiohe  is  tbe  lowest  of  hem  all: 
And  is  his  fofmę  i$  sbape  rounde, 
Substanciall,  stronge,  sad,  and  sounde 
As  that,  wbiche  madę  is  ^uffisant. 
To  beare  vp  all  tbe  remenant 
For  as  the  }K)int,in  a  compas 
Stant  cuen  amiddes,  right  so  was 
Tbis  eithe  set,  and  shall  abide, 
Tbat  it  maie  swerue  to  noside. 
And  hatb  his  centrę  after  the  lawę 
Of  kinde :  and  to  that  Centrę  drawe 
Desireth  euery  worldes  tbynge: 
If  there  ne  were  no  lettytige^ 

Note  de  aq«ia,  quod  est  secimdnm  clementnm. 


Ouatuor  omnipotens  elemeuta  creanit  origo: 
Suatuor  et  venti  partibus  ora  dabat. 

Nostraque  quadruplici  complectio  sorte  craatur, 
Corpore  8icque  auo  stat  yariatus  homo. 


tfce  erthe  kepetb  bis  bounde 
The  waier,  wbiche  is  tbe  seconde 
Of  ełementes:  and  all  without 
U  enuironueth  therthe  aboue 

But  as  it  sheweth  nought  for  thy 
Tbe  subtile  watcr  mightUy, 
Though  it  be  of  bym  selfe  softe, 
Tbe  strength  of  the  erth  passeth  ofte. 

For  right  as  yeines  ben  of  Uoud 
In  man,  right  so  tbe  water  floud 
Thertb  of  his  cours  makth  ful  of  vei]i€s, 
'  Ais  well  the  billes  as  the  pleines: 
And  tbat  a  man  maie  seen  at  eie. 
Tbr  wher  tbe  hilles  ben  nost  hie, 
There  maie  men  well  stremes  finde. 
So  preueth  it  by  jwaie  of  kinde, 
The  water  bigber  tban  tbe  londe. 
And  ouw  tbis  nowe  ynderstonde. 

Nota  de  aere,  quod  est  tertiom-dementum. 

Aybr  is  the  tbirde  of  elemenkes, 
Of  wbose  kinde  his  aapirementes 
l*aketh  euery  liuisshe  creatui«^ 
The  wbiche  shall  Tpon  erUi  endiire; 
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For  as  the  fisshe,  if  it  be  drie^ 

Mote  in  defante  of  waterdle: 

Right  90  withoat  aier  on  Hue 

No  roan,  ne  beast,  wight  tbriiie> 

The  wbache  \s  madę  t>f  flenłie  and  bonę, 

Tbere  is  ont  take  of  all 


Nota  anod  aer  in  tribiM  perifeńiB  diaiditur. 

This  aier  in  perifielfłv  three 
Denided  is  of  suche  degree : 
Beaeth  is  one,  and  one  aoiidde. 
To  whicbe  aboue  is  the  thńdde. 
And  vpon  the  deuisions, 
Tbere  beu  diuers  inpressions, 
Ofmoysty  and  eke  of  drie  also, 
Whiche  of  the  sonne  both  two 
Ben  dnv«,  and  baled  vpon  hic, 
Aad  maken  cloodes  in  the  skie. 
And  sbewed  is  at  mans  sight, 
Wberof  by  dale,  and  eke  by  night, 
After  the  tymes  of  the  yere, 
Amonge  ▼■  ^pon  erth  here, 
In  ioodrie  wise  thynges  falle. 

Nota  de  prima  aeris  periferia. 

Tub  firste  perilere  of  all 
Engendreth  mist,  and  ouermore 
The  dewes,  and  the  frostes  horę, 
After  tbilke  intersticion, 
In  whiche  thei  take  impression. 

Nota  de  secanda  aeris  periferia. 

Fro  the  seconde,  as  bokes  sesrne, 
The  moyst  droppes  of  the  reyne 
Deacenden  in  to  the  middel  erth, 
And  tempreth  it  to  sede  and  erth, 
And  doth  to  springe  gras  and  floure: 
And  ofte  also  the  great  shoore 
Ont  of  suche  pbce  it  maie  be  take, 
That  it  the  formę  shall  forsake 
Of  reyne,  and  in  to  snowe  be  tomed. 
And  eke  it  maie  be  so  soiooraed, 
In  sondrie  places  rp  alofta^ 
That  in  to  hayle  it  toumetii  ofte. 

Nota  de  tertia  aeris  periferia. 

Thb  thirde  of  aier,  afier  tbe  lawę, 
Throogh  suche  maten  as  is  yp  drawe 
Ordrie  tbynfe,  ai  it  is  oAe, 
Aflwnge  th«  cloiides  Tpon  lofle. 
And  is  so  cloga,  it  maie  not  oat : 
Thao  is  it  cbased  sore  about, 
Tin  it  to  fire  and  leyte  falle. 
And  than  it  breketh  tbe  cloudes  aU» 
Tbe  wbiche  of  so  great  noysecfaken, 
That  thei  the  fearefull  thonder  maken* 
Tbe  thonder  stroke  smit,  er  it  leyte. 
And  yet  men  sene  the  llre  and  leyte, 
The  thon^r  stroke  er  that  men  here. 
So  maie  it  welf  be  proued  here 
In  tfayngei  whicbe  shewed  is  fro  ferre^ 
A  mans  eie  is  tbere  nerre, 
Than  ts  the  sounde  to  mans  eare. 
And  netheles  it  is  great  feare 
Both  of  the  stroke,  and  of  the  fire, 
Or  whiche  is  no  recotterire 


In  place  where  that  thei  dlsoendef. 
Bat  if  god  wolde  his  grace  sende. 


Nota  ąualiter  ignes,  quo9  motantur  in  aere,  ditf^ 
currere  videmus,  secundum  yarias  apparentie 
fbrmas,  varia  gestant  nomina,  quorum  primus 
Assub,  Seoundus  Capra  salienSytertius  Eges,  Et 
qoartu8  Daali  in  libris  philosophonim  nuncup»- 
tu8  est. 

And  for  to  speaken  oaer  this, 
In  this  parte  of  tbe  alre  it  is, 
That  men  fuli  ofŁe  sene  by  night  - 
The  fire  in  sondrie  formę  alight  * 
Somtyme  tbe  fire  drakę  it  semeth^         ^ 
And  so  the  lewde  people  it  demeth, 
Somtyme  it  semeth  as  it  were 
A  ftterre,  whicbe  that  glideth  tbere. 
But  it  is  nether  of  the  iwo, 
The  philossophre  telletb  so. 
And  seith :  that  of  impressions, 
Through  diuers  exaltactons 
UpoB  the  cause  and  the  matere. 
Men  sene  diuerse  formę  appere 
Of  fire,  tbe  whiche  bath  sondrie  name. 
Assub,  be  saith,  is  tbilke  same, 
The  whiche  in  sondrie  place  is  foundci 
Whan  it  is  fali  downe  to  grounde 
So  as  the  fire  it  bath  aneled, 
Like  ynto  slime,  whiche  is  congeled. 
Of  exaltacion  I  finde 

Fire  kenled  of  the  same  kinde^ 

But  it  is  of  an  other  formę, 

Wherof,  if  that  I  shall  conforme 
The  figurę  ynto  that  it  is, 
These  olde  clerkes  tellen  this : 

That  it  is  like  a  goat  skipende : 

And  for  that  it  is  suche  semende, 

U  is  hote  Capra  saliens. 

And  eke  these  Astronomiens 

An  otber  fire  also  by  night, 

Whiche  sheweth  bym  to  mans  sight, 

Thei  depen  Eges,  the  whiche  brenneth 

Like  to  the  currant  fire,  that  renneth 

Upon  a  corde,  as  thou  hastę  sene, 

When  it  with  poudre  is  so  besene 

Of  sulphur,  and  otber  thynges  mo. 
There  is  a  notber  fire  also, 

Whiche  semeth  to  a  mans  eie 

By  nightes  tyme,  as  tbough  there  flie 

A  dragon  brennytig  in  the  skie, 

Aud  that  is  cleped  proprely 

Daali,  wberof  men  saie  fuli  ofte : 

Lo  where  the  fyrie  drakę  a  lofte 

Fleeth  vp  in  thaire :  and  so  thei  demen. 

But  why  the  fyres  suchd  semen 
Of  sondry  formę  tobeholde,  ,    . 

The  wise  philosopbre  tolde, 
So  as  to  fore  it  hath  ben  herde. 

Lo  thus  my  sonne  it  hath  ferde 
Of  aire,  the  due  propretee,     . 
In  sondry  wise  thoi^  myght  see. 
And  howe  yndcr  the  firmament 
It  is  eke  the  thirde  element 
Whiche  enuironeth  both  two, 
The  water  and  the  laade  aUo. 

Nota  de  igne,  qnod  est  quartum  elementum. 

Amu  for  to  tell  ouer  this 

Of  elementes,  whiche  the  forthe  is 
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Tbat  is  the  fire  m  his  degree 
Wbicfae  enutroDoŁh  tliother  thr«e» 
And  łs  withoot  moy^te  all  drie. 
Bat  list  nowe,  wbat  seytbe  the  cTergie. 
For  Tpon  hem,  that  I  haue  sayde 
The  creatour  hath  set  and  leyde 
The  kynde  and  the  complezion 
Of  all  menn^s  imcion. 

Foure  elementes  sondrie  there  bee. 
Liche  vnto  whiche  of  that  deg ree, 
Amonge  the  men  there  bf^ne  also 
Complections  foure,  and  no  mo : 
Wberof  the  philosophre  treteth, 
That  be  nothynge  bebynde  leteth. 
And  seith,  howe  tbat  thei  bene  diaerse, 
So  as  I  shall  to  tbe  reherce. 

Kota  hic  qualiter  secundum  naturam  ąuatuor  ele- 
iDeotonim,  qoatuor  in  humai^o  corpore  cooi- 
plesiones  scilicet  Melancolia,  Fleugma,  Sanguis, 
et  Colera  nataraliter  constituuntur,  Tode  primo 
de  Melancolia  dicendum  est. 

He  whiche  natnreth  cuery  kynde 
The  myghty  god,  so  as  f  fynde 
Of  roan,  whiche  is  his  creature 
Hath  50  denyded  the  naturę : 
That  nonę  tyli  other  well  accordetb. 
And  by  the  cause  it  so  dtscordeth, 
The  life,  whiche  feleth  the  sikenesse 
Maie  stonde  Tpon  no  sikemesie. 

Oftherthe,  whiche  ii  coMe  and  drie 
The  kynde  of  man  Mełanoolie 
Is  cleped,  and  that  is  tbe  fyrste, 
The  most  yngoodlyche,  and  tbe  werste. 

For  vnto  Inues  werke  on  night 
Hym  lacketh  both  wili  and  might. 
No  wondre  is  in  lustie  place 
Of  loue  though  be  lese  grace. 
What  man  hath  that  complexion, 
Fuli  of  iifiaginacion, 
Of  dedes,  and  of  wratbfiłil  thoiighta» 
He  freteth  bym  selaen  all  to  nougKte. 

De  complexione  fleugmatis. 

The  water^  whiche  is  moyste  and  oolde, 
Maketh  slcme,  whiche  is  manifolde 
Foryetell,  slowe,  and  wery  soone, 
Of  euery  thynge  whicbe  is  to  doone. 
He  is  of  kinde  suffisant 
To  holde  loue  his  couenant: 
But  that  hym  lacketh  appetite, 
yrbiche  loiigeih  Tnto  suche  delite. 

De  compIexione  sangninis. 

What  man  that  takth  bis  kinde  of  tbeir 
He  shall  be  light,  ke  sball  be  fayrc. 
For  his  complexion  is  bloode, 
Of  all  there  is  nonę  so  good. 
For  be  hath  both  wili  and  mtgbt 
To  please  and  paie  loue  his  rigfat. 
Wbere  as  be  bath  loue  ▼ndeitaJuBy 
Wroage  is,  if  tbat  he  forsakc. 


De  compleucoe  colere* 


The  first  pf  his  conjćlicion 
Appropreth  the  complezion, 


Whoae  propertiet  ben  drie  and  bpte, 
Whiche  in  a  man  is  coler  hote> 
It  maketh  a  man  ben*  cnginon^ 
And  swifte  of  fote,  and  eke  yrous. 
Of  cooteke,  and  foole  bastinesse 
He  bath  a  right  great  besinesse. 
To  thinke  on  loue  and  litell  maie, 
Though  he  be  hote  well  a  daie. 
On  night  whan  that  he  woli  assaie, 
He  maie  fuli  euill  his  dettcs  paie 

Nota  qualiter  ąuatuor  compTeziones  ąoatnot  is 
homine  babitaciones  diuisim  posfident. 

Aftbr  tbe  kynde  of  thelement 
Thus  ittant  a  mans  kynde  went, 
As  touchend  his  complexion 
Upoo  sondrie  diuision, 
Of  drie,  of  moy  st,  of  chele,  of  betę. 
And  ecbe  of  hem  his  owne  setę 
Appropred  hath  within  a  man. 
And  first  to  telle  as  I  begaoy 

Splendomus  melancolia 

The  splen  is  to  Mdanoołie 
Assigned  for  berbirgerie. 

Puhno  domns  fleugmatia. 

The  moyst  fleume,  with  the  colde 
Hath  in  tbe  longes  for  kiis  hoide 
Ordeined  him  a  propre  stede. 
To  dwell  there  as  be  is  bed«. 

Epar  domns  sanguintk 

To  the  sangnine  complesion 
Naturę  of  his  inspection 
A  propre  bous  bath  in  the  Iiuer« 
For  bis  dwellinge  madę  deliuer,' 

Fel  domus  colere. 

The  drie  coler,  with  bis  betę. 
By  weie  of  kynde  his  propre  setę 
Hatb  in  the  galie,  Where  he  dwelleCb» 
So  as  tbe  philosopbre  telleth. 

Nota  de  stomacho,  qni  yna  cum  aliis  cordi 
<*  alius  deserutt 

NoWB  ouer  this  for  to  wite, 

As  it  is  in  phisike  write, 

Of  liuer,  of  longe,  of  galie,  of  splene^ 

Thei  all  vnto  tbe  bertę  bene 

Seruantes,  and  eche  in  bis  oiBoe 

Entenden  to  don  him  sernice, 

As  he  whiche  is  chiefe  lorde  aboue. 

Tbe  liuer  maktb  him  for  to  loue, 

The  longe  gioeth  him  wey  of  speche, 

The  gał]  senieth  to  do  wreche, 

The  splen  doth  him  to  laoghe  and  plaie, 

Whan  all  ynclennes  is  a  waie. 

Lo  thus  hatb  ecbe  of  hem  his  dede 

To  susteynen  hem  and  fede* 

In  tyme  of  reoreaeion 
Naturę  hath  increacion 
Tbe  stomake  for  a  comune  kokę 
Ordeined  so,  as  saith  tbe  boke 
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The  stomake  kokę  is  for  tbe  bali. 
And  boyleth  meate  for  hen  all 
To  make  bem  raightie  for  to  serue 
Tbe  herte,  tbat  be  sbatl  Bot  sterue. 

For  as  a  kynge  ia  his  empire 
Abooe  all  other  is  lorde  and  syre: 
So  is  tbe  bertę  priocipall. 
To  wbom  reason  in  speciall 
b  yeue,  as  for  tbe  goaemance.  « 

And  tbns  nataie  bis  parueanoe 
Httb  madę  for  man  to  tiuen  berę. 
Bot  god,  whicbe  bath  tbe  soule  derę, 
Hath  formed  it  in  otber  wise, 
Tbat  can  no  man  pleynely  deuise. 
Bot  as  tbe  derkes  irs  enforme, 
Tbat  liche  to  god  it  batb  a  fonne. 
Tbnmgh  wbiche  fignie,  and  wbiche  likenetse, 
Tbe  sonie  bath  many  an  high  nobles«e 
Appropried  to  -his  owne  kynde. 
Botofthir  wittes  ben  madę  blynde. 
AU  ooeliche  of  tbis  ilke  poynte, 
Tbat  bir  abydyng  is  oonioyote 
Forth  włtb  tbe  body  for  to  dweUe. 
Tbat  one  desireth  towarde  beUe, 
Tbst  otber  ypwarde  to  tbe  beueoi 
So  iball  tbei  neoer  stonde  in  eoen* 
Bot  if  tbe  fleashe  be  oueitsoroe. 
Aod  tbat  tbe  soule  batb  bolly  nome 
Tbe  gouemance:  and  tbat  ii  selde* 
Wbile  tbat  tbe  fleasbe  bim  maie  b«welde. 

All  ertbely  thynge*  wbiche  god  begaa, 
Wag  onely  madę  to  serue  man. 
Bot  be  tbe  soule  all  onely  madę 
Hym  seluen  for  to  serae  aod  glade. 
AU  otber  bestes  tbat  men  fyode. 
Tbei  semen  Tuto  their  owne  kynde. 
Bot  to  reason  tbe  sonie  serueth, 
Wberof  tbe  man  bis  tiiooke  desenietb. 
And  get  bym  with  his  workes  goode, 
Tbe  peidurable  lioes  lopde. 

Hic]oqnitnr  vlterins  de  diuisionc  terre:  ąuepost 
dilooiom  tribus  filiis  Noe  in  tres  partes,  scilicet 
Asiam,  AAicam,  «t  Europam  diuidebatur. 

Or  wbat  matere  it  sball  be  tokie, 

A  tale  liketb  many  Ibide 

The  better,  if  tbat  it  be  spoke  pleyne. 

Thos  tbinke  I  for  to  tonme  ageyne. 

And  telle  plenerly  therfore 

Of  tbe  erth,  wherof  now^tofore 

I  ipake,  and  of  the  water  ekc, 

So  at  tbese  olde  bokes  tpeke. 

And  set  properly  tbe  boande 

After  tbe  formę  of  Mappamounde, 

Tbrougb  whicb  tbe  grounde  by  purpartUs 

])eparted  is  in  tbre  parties, 

Tbat  is  Asie,  Affirike,  Enrope, 

Tbe  wbiche  vitider  the  heuen  cope 

Begripetb  all  tbis  earth  rounde, 

Al  feire  as  stretcbetlt  any  gronnde. 

Bot  after  tbat  the  high  wreche, 

Tbe  mter  weyes  let  out  seche 

Aod  ooergo  the  billes  bie, 

Wbiche  eu^y  kynde  madedie, 

Tbat  rpon  middell  crth  stoode, 

Oot  take  Noe,  and  his  Uoode, 

His  sonnes,  itod  his  dougfatcrs  tbre 

Tbey  were  saue,  and  so  was  be. 

Her  namesy  who  tbat  sede  ńght, 

Sem,  Cam,  lapbet,<he  bretherna  h^ht, 


And  whan  thilke  almighty  hondę 

Withdrough  tbe  water  iro  the  londe. 

And  all  tbe  ragę  was  awaie. 

And  erth  was  the  mans  waie : 

The  sonnes  tbre,  of  wbiche  I  tolde, 

Right  after  tbat  hem  selfe  wolde) 

Tbis  worlde  departe  tbey  bc^onne, 

Asia,  whicbe  laie  to  the  sonoe 

Upon  tbe  marche  of  Orient, 

Was  graunted  by  commune  assent 

To  Sem,  wbiche  was  the  sonne  eldest 

For  that  partie  was  the  best, 

And  double  as  muchę  as  other  two. 

And  was  tbattyme  bounded  so, 

Wher  as  tbe  fload,  whicb  men  Nile  calleth, 

Departed  fro  bis  cours,  and  foUeth 

In  to  the  sea  Alexaodrine, 

Tbere  taketh  Asie  first  sesine 

Towarde  the  weste,  and  ouer  this  . 

Of  Canabim,  where  tbe  flode  is 

In  to  the  great  sea  rennende, 

Pro  tbat  in  to  the  worłdes  eńde 

Estwarde  Asie  it  is  algates, 

Till  tbat  men  comen  to  tbe  gates 

Of  paradise,  and  there  bo. 

And  shortely  for  to  speake  it  so, 

Of  Orient  in  generall 

Within  his  bounde  Asie  hath  all. 

De  Affrica  et  Europa. 

And  than  Tpon  that  otber  side 
Westwarde,  as  it  fetl  thilke  tide 
The  brother,  whiche.was  bote  Cam, 
Unto  his  parte  Affnke  nam. 

lapbet  Europę  tho  toke  he, 
Thus  parten  tbey  the  worlde  on  tbre. 

But  yet  there  ben  of  londes  fele. 
In  Occident,  as  for  the  chele^ 
In  Orient  as  for  the  hete, 
Whićhe  of  tbe  people  be  forlete, 
As  londe  deserte,  that  is  vnable. 
For  it  maie  not  ben  habitable. 

Nota  de  marę,  quod  magnum  Ocóunum  dicitur. 

The  water  eke  hath  sondry  bounde 
After  tbe  londe,  where  it  is  founde, 
And  taktb  his  name  of  thilke  londes, 
Where  that  it  renneth  on  the  strondes. 
But  thilke  sea,  wbiche  hath  no  wane, 
Is  cleped  tbe  greate  Oceane: 
Out  of  whicbe  arise  and  come 
The  hie  flouddes  all  and  some. 
Is  nonę  so  litell  well  springe, 
Wbiche  there  ne  taktb  his  beginninge« 
And  liche  a  man  that  lacketh  bi*ethe. 
By  weie  of  kynde,  so  it  gethe 
Out  of  the  sea,  and  in  ageyne 
The  water  as  the  bokes  seyne. 

Nota  hic  secundum  philosopbum  de  quinto  ele- 
mento,  quod  omnia  sub  celo  creata  infra  suum 
ambitum  continet,  cui  nomen  orbis  specialiter 
appropriatom  est. 

« 

Of  elementes  the  properties 
How  tbat  they  stonden  by  degrees, 
As  I  bane  tolde,  nowe  migbl  thou  here 
My  good  sonne  all  the  matere 


Of  crtl.e,  of  tvater,  ayre,  and  iir^« 
Aod  for  thou  sayst^  that  thy  desire 
]s  for  to  weten  ouerntore 
The  formę  of  Aristotles  lorc, 
He  saith  in  UU  eiitendement, 
That  yet  tberc  is  an  elemeot 
Aboue  the  fbnre,  and  is  the  fiflc. 
Set  of  the  kigbe  goddes  yefte, 
Tbe  whiche  tiiat  Orbis  cleped  is. 
And  thenipon  be  telłclli  tliis, 
That  as  tbe  shelle  #hole  and  sonode 
Encloselb  all  abonte  rounde 
What  thynge  within  a  neie  belongetb  : 
Rigbt  so  tbis  Orbis  vnderfcn^th 
Tbese  elementes  euerichone, 
Whiche  I  bancspoke  of  one  and  one. 

Bot  ouer  tbis  nowe  take  good  hede 
My  sonne:  for  I  woli  procede 
To  speake  vpoD  Matbematike, 
Whiche  groundcd  is  on  Theorike. 

Tbe  science  of  Astronomie 
1  thinke  for  to  speciBe, 
"Withoift  whiche  to  telle  playne, 
Ali  other  science  is  itt  Tayne 
Towarde  the  schole  of  ertbly  tbyngesu 
For  as  an  egle  with  hifl  wynges. 
Fleeth  abóue  all  tbat  men  fynde: 
So  doth  tbis  science  in  bis  kynde. 


Łege  planetamm  magis  inferiora  reguntur 
Ista,  sed  interdum  reguła  fallit  opus. 

Vir  mediante  deo,  sapiens  dominabitur  astris, 
Fata  nec  immerito  quod  uouitafis  agunt. 

Hic  Ioquitur  de  artis  Mathematice  ąuarta  specie, 
que  astronomia  nuncupatur,  cui  eciam  Astrok>> 
gia  socia  connuneratur,  Sed  primo  de  septeni 
planetis,  -ąue  inter  astra  potenciores  exi8tnnt, 
Incipiendo  a  luna  seorsum  tractare  intendit. 

Benethb  vpon  this  erthe  hete 
Uf  ali  thynges  the  matere, 
As  tellen  vs  they,  tbat  ben  leme^ 
Of  thynge  aboue  it  stont  gouemed, 
ThM  is  to  seyne  of  the  planetes, 
The  cheles  bothe,  and  eke  tbe  hetes, 
The  cbances  of  tbe  worlde  also, 
That  we  fortane  clepen  so. 
Amonge  the  mennes  nacion 
All  is  througb  constellccion, 
Wherof  tbat  some  man  hath  the  wele : 
And  some  men  baue  discases  fele 
In  loue  as  \\>ll  as  otbef  thynges. 
The  State  of  realincs,  and  of  kynges. 
In  tyme  of  pees,  in  tytne  of  wcrie 
It  is  conceiued  of  tbe  sterre. 
And  thus  seyth  the  naturien, 
Whiche  is  an  Astronomien. 
But  tbe  diuine  saith  otherwy^, 
That  if  men  were  good  and  wise. 
And  plesant  vnto  tlie  godhede, 
They  shulde  not  the  sterres  drede. 

For  one  man,  if  bym  well  befalle, 
Is  Oiore  worthe  tban  be  they  all 
Towardes  bym,  tbat  weldetb  all. 
But  yet  the  lawę  originall, 
Wbicb  be  hath  set  in  tbe  natares, 
Mot  worcben  in  the  creatnres, 
That  therof  iNaie  lie  nonę  obstacler 
But  if  it  stonde  ^pon  mtracle 


GOWER^S  PO£MS. 


Tbrough  pTaier  of  8om  hdly  mtił« 
And  for  thy  so  as  I  began 
To  speke  vpon  astronomie, 
As  it  is  wrtte  in  tbe  dergte. 
To  telle  łiowe  tbe  planetes  farę 
Some  parte  I  tbynke  to  declare 
My  sonne  ynto  tbine  audience. 
Astronomie  is  tbe  science 
Of  wisedome  and  of  high  conninge, 
Whłcb  makth  a  man  of  knowleching* 
Of  bterres-in  tbe  fermament 
Figurę,  circie,  and  moiRinent 
Of  eche  of  hem  in  sondritf  place : 
And  what  betwene  Hem  is  of  space, 
Howe  so  they  moue  of  stonde  fast, 
All  tbis  it  telleth  to  the  last. 
Assembled  with  astronomie 

Is  eke  that  Hke  astrologie, 

The  whiche  in  iudgement  accounteth 

Theffecte,  what  euery  sterra  amounteth. 

And  howe  they  cansen  many  a  wonder 

To  the  cUmates,  that  stond  hem  Tnden 

And  for  to  telle  it  morę  pleine 
Tbese  olde  pbilosophers  seyne, 
Tbat  Orbi»«  whiche  I  spake  of  er, 

Is  that,  whiche  we  fro  therthe  a  ferre, 

Beholde,  and  firmament  it  calle, 

In  whiche  the  sterres  ttonden  alk 

Amonge  the  whiche  inspeciall 

Planetes  seoen  principalle 

There  ben,  that  mans  sight  demeth 

By  thorizont  as  lo  ts  semetb. 

And  also  there  ben  signeg  twciue, 

Wbiche  baue  ber  cercies  by  hem  selue' 

Compassed  in  tbe  2^odiake : 

In  whiche  thei  baue  her  places  take. 

And  as  thei  stonden  in  degree, 

Her  cercies  morę  or  lesse  bee 

Madę  after  the  proporcion 

Of  tbe  erthe,  wbose  condicioA 

Is  set,  to  be  fundament 

To  susteine  vp  tbe  firmament. 

And  hy  this  skille  jfc  Akan  maie  Ićnowe; 

The  morę  tbat  thei  stonden  loWe, 

The  morę  ben  the  cercies  lasse, 

That  canseth  wby  that  some  passe 

Her  due  coura  tofore  an  other. 

But  nowe  my  lieoe  derę  brotber, 

As  thou  desyrest  for  to  witte 

What  1  fynde  in  the  bokes  writte 

To  telle  of  tłie  planetes  seoen, 

Howe  that  thei  stonde  vpoB  tbe  beueo  r 

And  in  what  point  that  thei  ben  in, 

Take  hede:  for  ł  woli  begyn: 

So  as  the  philosopher  taught, 

1'o  Alisander  and  it  bctaugbt, 

Wherof  tbat  he  was  ftilly  taugfat 

Of  wisdom,  wbicb  was  bim  betaught. 

Nota  hic  de  prima  planeta,  que  aliis  inferlór  lun^ 

dicitAr.  » 


Benetbb  all  other  stont  thb  Moone, 
The  whiche  hath  with  the  sea  to  doone 
Of  floodes  higbe,  and  ebbes  lowe. 
Upon  bis  chaunge  it  sball  be  knowe. 
And  euery  fissbe,  wbtcbe  hath  a  shelle, 
Mote  in  his  gouernancedwelle 
To  wexe  and  wane  in  bis  degree, 
As  by  the  Moone  a  man  maie  see: 
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And  all  tbat  rtont  vpon  tbe  groande, 
Of  hii  moUtare  ii  mote  be  foonde. 
AU  other  sterrei,  at  men  fynde, 
Bea  shinende  of  her  owiie  Igrnde : 
Out  take  onely  tbe  mooiie  light, 
Wbicbe  is  not  of  him  lelfe  brigbt. 
But  as  be  taktb  U  of  tbe  lODne. 
And  yet  be  batb  noagbt  all  fol  lionna 
His  ligbty  tbat  be  nis  tonidell  deriie: 
Bot  wbat  tbe  letteisof  tbat  werke, 
!d  Afanagest  ittelleth  tbis. 
Tbe  moones  oercie  to  Iowę  if. 
Wberof  tbe  sonne  out  of  his  ttage 
Ke  seetb  him  not  with  fullTinge. 
For  be  i«  witb  tbe  grounde  besbaded, 
So  tbat  tbe  moone  ig  somdele  faded. 
And  inaie  not  jblly  sbine  clere. 
Bat  wbat  man  vnder  bit  powere 
It  borę,  be  aball  bit  plaoe  cbaunge, 
And  secbe  many  londes  straunge. 
Aod  as  of  tbis  condicioa 
Tbe  mooDes  disposicion 
Cpoa  tbe  londe  of  Alemayne 
Is  set,  and  eke  vpon  Britayne, 
Włiicbe  nowe  is  cleped  Englonde. 
For  tbei  tranayle  in  euery  londe. 

De  sacnnda  planeta,  que  Merenriiis  dicitor. 

Or  tbe  planetes  tbe  seconde 

Abooe  tbe  moone  batb  take  bis  boode 

Mercorie:  aod  bis  naturę  is  tbis, 

Tbat  vnder  bim  wbo  tbat  borne  is, 

la  boke  be  sball  be  studious, 

Aod  in  writinge  cnrious. 

And  slowe  aod  losUes  to  trauayle 

lo  tbioge,  wbicbe  els  migbt  auayle  t 

He  louetb  ease,  be  looetb  rest, 

So  is  be  not  tbe  worthiest. 

Bot  yet  wilh  somdele  besinesse 

ISs  bert  is  set  Tpon  ricbessć. 

And  as  in  tbis  condicion 
Tbsfibcte  and  disposicion 
Of  tbis  plaaeCe,  and  of  bis  cbance 
b  moste  in  Bofgoyne,  and  in  France. 

De  tercia  planeta,  que  Yenus  dicitor. 

Krt  Mercoria  as  wolle  befalle 
Slont  tbat  planet,  wbicbe  men  cęll 
Yenos:  wbose  constellacion 
Gonenieth  all  tbe  nacion 
Of  looen,  wbere  tbei  spede  or  nonOi    • 
Of  wbicbe  I  tiowe  tbon  be  one. 

Bot  wbetbenrard  tbio  bappes  wenda 
Shall  tbis  planetę  sbewe  at  ende, 
Ai  it  batb  do  to  many  mo. 
To  some  well,  to  some  wo. 
And  netbeles  of  tbis  planetę 
Tbe  Bfeoste  partie  is  softe  and  swete. 

For  who  tbat  tberof  taktb  bis  birtb, 
He  sball  desyre  ioy  and  mirtbe^ 
Gentil]  cwrtoys  and  debonaire 
To  speke  bis  wordes  softe  and  faira, 
Socbe  sball  be  be  by  wey  of  kynde. 
And  ouer  aU  wbere  be  maie  fynde 
Pleasanoe  of  loue^  bis  bertę  bowetb. 
Witb  all  his  migbt  and  tbere  be  woweib. 
He  is  to  ferfortb  amorous* 
He  not  what  tbyiige  is  yicioos 
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Tocbend  loue,  for  tbat  lawę 
Tbere  maie  no  maner  man  witbdrawe, 
Tbe  wbicbe  Yeneriea  is  borę 
By  wey  of  kinde,  and  therfore 
Veou8  of  loue  the  goddesse 
Is  cleped  but  óf  wantonnesse 
Tbe  dimate  of  hir  lecberie 
'  Is  most  oomnne  ia  Lumbardie. 

Nota  de  sole,  qut  medio    planetaram  residens, 
Astipmm  priocipatum  obttnet. 

Nbxt  Ynto  tbis  planetę  of  loue 
The  bright  sonne  stont  aboue, 
Whiche  is  the  binderer  of  the  night. 
And  fortberer  of  the  daies  light: 
As  he  wbiche  is  the  worldes  eie, 
Through  wbome  the  lostie  companie 
Of  fonles  by  tbe  morowe  singe : 
The  fressbe  floures  sprede  and  springe, 
The  highe  tree  the  groonde  beshaddetb. 
And  euery  roatis  bert  gladdeth. 
And  for  it  is  the  heade  planetę, 
Howe  tbat  he  sittetb  in  bis  setę, 
Of  wbat  richesse,  of  what  noUeie, 
Tbise  bokes  telle :  and  thos  tbei  seie. 

Nota  de  curru  solis,  necnon  de  yario  eiusdem  ap- 

paratu. 

Of  golde  glistrende  spoke  and  whele 
The  sonne  bis  carte  batb  faire  and  wele, 
In  whiche  he  sittc,  and  is  croned 
-  Witb  bright  Stones  enuirooed : 
Of  wbicbe  if  that  1  speke  shall, 
Tbere  be  tofore  inspcciali 
Set  in  the  front  of  his  corone 
Thre  Stones  whiche  no  personę 
Hath  ypon  erth,  and  the  first  is 
By  name  cleped  Leoćachatis. 
Tbat  otber  two  cleped  thus 
Astroites  and  Ceraunus 
In  bis  corooe,  and  aiso  behynde. 
By  olde  bokes  as  I  fynde, 
Tbere  ben  of  worthie  Stones  tbree 
Set  ecbe  of  hem  in  his  dcgree, 
Wberof  a  Christall  is  that  one, 
Whiche  that  corone  is  set  ypon. 
The  seconde  is  an  Adamant : 
The  thirde  is  noble  and  eoenant, 
Whiche  cleped  is  Idriades. 
And  ouer  this  yet  netbeles 
Upon  the  sides  of  the  werke, 
After  tbe  writynge  of  the  ciarkę, 
Tbere  sitten  fiue  stones  mo, 
The  Smaragdine  is  one  of  tho, 
laspis,  and  Elitropius, 
And  Yendides,  and  lacioctos. 
Lo  thus  the  corone  is  beset, 
Wberof  it  shinetb  well  the  bet. 
And  in  suche  wise  bis  ligbt  to  spraade. 
Sit  witb  bis  Diadema  on  bead, 
Tbe  sonne  shinende  in  bis  carte : 
And  for  to  lede  bym  switbe  and  sraarte, 
Afler  the  bright  daies  lawo, 
Tbere  ben  ordeined  for  to  drawe, 
Four  bors  bis  charę,  and  him  witball, 
Wberof  the  names  tell  I  sball. 
Eritheus  the  first  is  hote, 
The  wbicbe  is  redde  and  shinetb  bote  x 
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The  secoiMle  AcUos  tbe  brigbt : 
Lampet  the  thinde  couner  higtit: 
And  Philogens  is  the  fertb, 
Tbat  bringen  light  Tuto  tbit  ertb. 
And  gone  so  swifle  vpoo  tbe  beutn, 
In  foure  and  twenty  boures  euen 
Tbe  carte  with  the  brigbt  aonue 
Thei  drawe,  so  tbat  ouer  ronne 
Tbei  baue  Tnder  the  cerciea  hie 
Aff  midde  erthe  in  suche  an  hic. 

And  thus  the  sonne  is  oaer  all 
The  cbiefe  planetę  imperiall, 
Aboue  bym  and  beneth  bym  thre. 
And  thus  betwene  hem  renneib  he, 
As'  be  tbat  hath  tbe  middel  place 
Amonge  the  &euen :  and  of  bis  faca 
Ben  glad  all  ertbely  creaturei. 
And  taken  after  the  naUirei 
Her  ease  and  recreacion. 
And  in  hit  coDStdlacion 
Wbo  tbat  is  borę  in  speciall, 
Of  good  wille  and  of  liberall 
He  shall  be  foundain  all  place. 
And  also  stonde  in  onochel  grace 
Toward  tbe  lordes  for  to  serue^ 
And  great  profite  and  thonke  deaeroe. 

And  ouer  tbat  it  causeth  yit 
A  man  to  be  sobtil  of  wit. 
To  worch  in  golde,  and  to  be  wise 
In  euery  thgrng,  whiche  is  of  prise. 
Bat  forto  spekeu  i  o  wfaat  coste 
Of  all  tbis  erth  be  regnetb  moste, 
As  for  wisdom  it  is  in  Grece, 
Wbere  is  appropred  thilke  spece. 


Kota  de  quinta  planeta,  que  Mars  dicitor. 

MARf  tbe  planetę  bataillous 
Next  to  the  sonne  glorious 
Aboue  stant,  and  doth  meniailles 
Upon  the  fortunę  of  batailes. 

The  Conqueronrs  by  daies  olde 
"Werę  rnto  this  planetę  bolde. 
But  wbo  that  his  natiuitee 
Hath  take  vpon  the  propirtee 
Of  Martis  disposicion. 
By  wey  of  constellacion, 
He  shall  be  fers  and  fuli  bastife. 
And  dcsirous  of  werre  and  strife. 

But  for  to  tellen  redily 
In  what  climate  most  commonly 
That  tbis  planetę  hath  hb  effecte. 
Saide  is»  tbat  be  hath  his  aspecte 
Upon  tbe  holy  londe  so  caste, 
Tbat  tbere  is  no  pees  vt«dfast6f 

Nota  de  Bexta  planeta,  qae  lupiter  dicitur, 

Aboub  Mars  vpon  the  heuen 
The  sixte  planetę  of  the  seuen 
Stant  lupiter  tbe  delicate, 
Whiche  causeth  pees,  aod  no  debatę. 
For  he  is  cleped  the  planetę 
Whiche  of  his  kynde  softe  and  swcte 
Atteropreth  all  tbat  to  bym  longotb. 
And  wbom  tbis  planetę  vnderfoDgeth, 
To  stonde  rpon  his  regiment, 
He  shall  be  meke  and  pacient. 
And  fortunate  to  marchandie, 
And  lusUe  to  delicacie 
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In  euery  thyo^,  włiiche  be  shall  do. 

This  lupiter  is  cause  ałso 

Of  the  science  of  lijcbt  werkes, 

«And  in  this  wise  tellen  clerkcs, 

He  is  the  planetę  of  delSces. 

But  in  AegypŁe  of  his  ot&ces 

He  reigncth  mostc  lu  speciałl. 

For  tbere  ben  lustes  ouer  all, 

Of  all  tbat  to  this  life  befalleth. 

For  there  no  stormie  weder  lalieth, 

Whiche  might  greue  man  or  best: 

And  eke  tbe  londe  is  so  honest,  ^ 

That  it  is  plentuous  and  plaine, 

Tbere  is  no  idełl  grooude  in  raine. 

And  vpon  suche  felicitee 

Stant  lupiter  in  bis  degree. 

De  septima  planeta,  qu8B  reilqQłB  celsior  Satumos 

dictus  est. 

Tri  hiest  and  abouen  all 
Stant  that  planet,  irhich  men  cali 
Satumus,  whose  complection 
Is  cołde,  and  hiit  condicion 
Causeth  malioe  and  crueltee 
To  bym,  whose  natiuitee 
Is  set  vnder  his  goueraanoe. 
For  all  his  nrerkes  ben  grenance. 
And  enneraie  to  mans  bele, 
In  wliat  dcgre  that  be  shall  dele. 
His  climate  is  in  Orient, 
Wbere  that  he  is  moet  riolent. 

Of  the  planetes  by  and  by, 
Howe  that  thei  stonde  vpon  the  skie, 
Fro  point  to  point  as  thou  might  berę. 
Was  Alisander  madę  to  lere. 

But  ouer  this  toucbende  his  lorę 
Of  thyng,  that  thei  bym  taughten  morę 
Upon  the  scholes  of  clergie. 
Nowe  berken  the  phitosophie. 

Postquam  dictum  est  de  aeptem  planetjs,  ąnibos 
singule  sepii mane  dies  singulariter  attitułan* 
tur,  dicendum  est  iam  de  duodecim  signis,  pei 
que.  xii.  menses  auni  variia  tempońbus  efi^tui 
▼arios  assequuntor. 

Hb  whiche  departeth  daie  fro  night, 

That  one  derkę,  and  that  otber  bright, 

Of  seu^  daies  madę  a  weke, 

A  monthe  of  foure  wekes  eke 

He  hath  ordeined  in  his  lawę. 

Of  montbes  twelue>  and  eke  forthdrawa 

He  hath  ałso  the  longe  yere. 

And  as  be  sette  of  his  po«ere 

Accoidant  to  the  daies  seuen, 

Planetes  seuen  vpołi  the  heuen, 

As  thou  tofore  hast  herde  deuise : 

To  speke  right  in  suche  a  wise 

To  euery  monthe  by  bym  selue, 

Upon  the  heuen  of  signes  twelue 

He  hath  after  his  ordinall 

Assigued  one  in  speciałl, 

Wherof  so  as  I  shall  rehersen, 

The  tides  of  the  yere  diuemen. 

But  plainly  for  to  make  it  knowe 

Howe  that  the  signes  sit  a  ruwe, 

Ecbe  after  other  by  degrec, 

In  substance  and  iii  properteei 
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The  Sodiake  comprebeodeth 
WithiD  his  cercie,  and  it  appeodeth. 

Nota  bie  de  primo  si^no,  qiiod  Aries  dicitur,  cui 
mentii  apecialiter  Marcii  appropriatus  eat. 

Stto  deas  in  primo  produxit  adesae  creata. 

Anb  as  it  seith  tn  Almageste 

Of  sterres  twelae  vpoa  tbis  beste 

Ben  sette,  wberof  in  bis  degree 

Tbe  wombe  bath  turo,  tbe  bead  batb  three, 

Tbe  taiie  hatb  senen,  aod  in  this  wise, 

At  tbou  migbt  berę  me  deuise, 

Staat  Aries,  wbicbe  bote  and  drie 

Isof  bym  selfe,  and  in  partie 

He  is  tbe  receptę  and  tbe  bous 

Ofoiłgbty  Man  tbe  batailons. 

Aod  onennore  eke  as  I  flnde, 

The  creature  of  all  kiode 

Upoo  thts  sigoe  fiiste  began 

Tbe  noride,  wban  that  Ee  madę  man, 

Aad  of  tbis  constdlacion 

Tlie  Tery  opcracion 

Auaileth,  if  a  man  Łberin 

Tht  purpose  of  his  tverke  begin. 

For  than  he  batb  of  propertee 

Oood  spsde  and  great  felicitee. 

The  twelue  monetbes  of  tbe  yere 
Attitled  Tnder  tbe  powere 
Of  theae  twelue  sigues  stonde, 
Wberof  that  tbou  shalt  vnderstonde, 
This  Aries  oat  of  tbe  twelue 
Hath  Marcbe  attitled  for  bym  selfe, 
Whoi  eoery  bird  shall  chese  bis  make; 
A»l  eoery  adder,  and  euery  snake, 
Aod  euery  reptile,  wbicbe  maie  moae. 
His  migbt  assaiel^  for  to  proue 
To  crepen  out  ayeine  tbe  sonne, 
Whan  Vere  his  season  bath  begonne. 

Seenndom  signum  dicitur  Taoros,  cuius  mensis 

est  Aprilis. 

duo  prius  occultas  inuenit  berba  vias. 

Tauidi  the  aeconde  after  tbis 

Of  «|nes,  whiche  fignred  is 

UdIo  a  hoolle  drie  and  colde, 

Aod  as  it  is  io  bokes  tolde. 

Be  is  the  hows  appertinant 

To  Veous  somdele  discordant. 

This  boolle  is  eke  with  sterres  set, 

Thnmgh  whiche  be  hath  his  hones  knet 

TJsto  the  tsule  of  Aries : 

So  is  he  not  there  sterreles. 

UpoD  his  brest  eka  eightene 

He  hath,  and  eke  as  it  is  senCi 

I^  his  tnile  stand  otber  two. 

Hu  month  assigned  eke  also 

Is  Aueril,  whicbe  of  sbowres 

M inistieth  wey  Tuto  the  flonres. 

Tertiom  aignnm  dicitur  Oemiui,   cttias    mensis 

Mains  est. 

Quo  ▼dncmm  cantus  gaudet  de  floribas  ortis. 

Thi  thirde  signe  is  Oeratni,  , 

Vhlche  is  figured  rediiy 


Liche  to  two  twinnes  of  man  kinde, 
That  naked  stonde:  And  as  I  finde, 
Thei  ben  with  sterres  wel  bego, 
Tbe  bead  hath  parte  of  thilke  two, 
That  sbine  Tpon  the  boolles  tayle, 
So  ben  thei  hoth  of  o  parayle. 
But  of  the  wombe  of  Geminl 
Ben  fiue  sterres  not  for  ihy : 
And  eke  ypon  tbe  feete  ben  twey, 
So  as  these  olde  bokes  sey 
That  wise  Ptbolomeus  wrote. 
Hispropre  mon  the  weli  1  wote 
Assigned  is  tbe  lustie  Maie, 
Whan  eoery  brydde  rpon  his  laie 
Emonge  tbe  grene  leues  singeth. 
And  loue  of  his  pointure  stingetli, 
After  the  lawes  of  naturę, 
Tlie  yongthe  of  euery  creature. 

Suartum  signum   Cancer  dicitur,    cuius  mensis 

lanius  est. 

ftuo  ialcat  pratis  pabula  tonsor  equis. 

Cancer  afler  tbe  rule  and  space 
Of  signes  balt  the  fourth  place. 
Like  to  tbe  crabbe  he  hath  semblance, 
And  hath  Tnto  bis  retjoance 
Xvi.  sterres,  wberof  ten^ 
So  as  these  olde  wise  men 
Discriue,  he  beretb  on  him  tofbre^ 
And  in  tbe  middcll  two  before. 
And.  liii.  he  hath  vpon  his  ende: 
Thus  goeth  be  sterred  in  his  kende. 
And  of  him  selfe  is  moyste  and  colde. 
And  he  is  tbe  propre  bous  and  holde, . 
Whiche  apperteiueth  to  tbe  Moone» 
And  doeth  what  lungeth  bym  to  doone. 
The  month  of  lune  vnto  this  signe 
Tbou  shalte  after  the  rale  assigne. 

Gtuiotum  signum  Leo  dicitur,  cuius  mensis  Julius 

est. 

Quo  magis  ad  tenras  expandit  Lucifer  igois. 

Thb  fifte  sigoe  is  Leo  hote, 

Wbose  kynde  is  sharpe  drie  and  hote, 

In  whome  the  sonne  hath  heibergage. 

And  the  semblance  of  his  ymage 

Is  a  lion,  whicbe  in  bailie 

Of  sterres  hath  his  purpartie 

The  foure,  whiche  as  Cancer  bath 

Upon  his  ende  I^eo  tath. 

Upon  his  headł  and  than  neste 

He  hath  eke  foore  Tpon  his  brMte. 

And  one  Tpon  his  taile  bebynde 

In  olde  bokes  as  1  fynde. 

His  propre  month  is  lule  by  name : 

In  whiche  men  plaien  many  a  gamę. 

Seztum  signum  Virgo  dicitur,  cuius  mensis  Au- 

gustttsest. 

Suo  yacuata  prius  pnbes  replet  hoirea  messis* 

AiTBR  Leo,  Yirgo  the  nexte 
Of  signes  cleped  is  Che  seste : 
Wberof  the  figurę  is  a  mayde. 
And  as  tbe  pbilosopher  sayde. 
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She  18  the  welth  and  the  tisynge, 
The  lust,  the  ioyi  aod  the  likyngc 
Unto  Mercu ńe :  and  sothe  to  saie 
She  18  with  rterres  well  be8aie, 
Wherof  Leo  hath  lent  hir  one, 
"Whiche  set  on  hie  hir  head  vpon: 
Hir  wombe  hath.  v.  hir  fetę  also 
Haue  other  fiiie:  and  cuer  roo 
Tounhende  as  of  con]plexioD, 
By  kyndiy  disposicion, 
Of  drie  and  colde  this  maiden  is. 
And  for  to  teilen  ouer  this, 
Hir  month  tho,u  shalt  rnderstonde, 
Whan  mery  felde  hath  corne  in  hondę. 
And  many  a  man  his  backe  hath  plied 
Unto  this  słgne  is  August  applied. 


Septimum  signum  Libra  dicitur,  cuius  mensU  Sep- 

tember  eit. 

Yinea  quo  Baccbum  pressa  Iiquore  colit, 

'  After  yirgo  to  rcken  in  enen 
Libra  aji  in  the  notnbre  of  seuen, 
Whicbe  hath  figurę  and  resemblance 
Unto  a  man,  whicbe  a  balance 
Beareth  in  his  hondę,  as  for  to  weye. 
In  boke  aud  as  it  maie  be  leie, 
.Dioers  sterres  to  hym  iongeth, 
Wherof  on  head  he  vnderfongeth 
First  tbre,  and  eke  his  wrombe  hath  two, 
And  downe  bcnetbe .  viii.  other  mo. 
This  signe  is  hote  and  moyst  both, 
The  whiche  thynges  be  not  loth 
Unto  Yenus,  so  that  alofle 
She  rcsteth  in  his  hous  fuli  ofte. 
And  eke  Satume  often  hyed 
Is  in  the  signe  and  magnified.' 
His  propre  month  is  sayd  Septembre, 
Whiche  yeueth  men  cause  to  remembre, 
If  any  sore  be  lefte  behynde 
Of  thynge,  whiche  greue  matę  to  kynde. 

Octauum  signum  Scorpio  dicitar,  cuius  mensis 

Octobris  est. 

Floribus  esclusis  hyems  qui  ianitor  extat. 

Amonge  the  signea  ypon  the  height 
The  sig^e,  whiche  u  nombred  eight, 
is  Scorpio,  whiche  as  season 
Figured  is  a  Scorpion. 
But  for  all  that  yet  nethelesse 
Is  Scorpio  not  sterłesse. 
For  Libra  graanteth  him  hit  ende» 
Of .  Tiii.  sterres,  whcre  he  wende, 
The  whiche  vpon  his  head  assised 
He  beareth,  and  eke  tbere  ben  deuited 
Upon  his  wombe  sterres  thre, 
.  And .  viii.  vpon  bis  taile  hath  be, 
Whiche  of  his  kynde  is  moist  and  cdde, 
And  vnbehonely  many  folde. 
He  hanneth  Vemts  and  empeyretb. 
Aut  Mars  vnto  his  ho«s  repeireth. 
But  ware  wlian  thei  togeder  dwellen. 
His  propre  monthe  is,  aa  men  teilen, 
Octobre,  whiche  bringeth  the  kalende 
Of  Winter,  that  comeifa  nezt  sewende. 

Nonnm  signum  Sagittarius  dicitur,  cuius  mensis 

Nouembris  ^sU 
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Suo  mnatum  bibuło  lidąnit  aaaoomki*  tido. 

TiiE.  ir.  signe  in  Nonembre  also, 
Whiche  fbloweth  afler  Scorpio, 
Is  cleped  Sagittarius. 
The  whose  figurę  is  marked  tbns. 
A  monstra  with  a  bowe  on  bonde, 
On  whora  that  aofidry  aterres  stonde, 
Thilke.  viii.  of  wbiche  I  spake  tofore, 
The  whiche  vpon  the  tale  ben  lure 
Of  Scorpio  the  hede  all  fayre 
Be  spreden  of  the  sagittaire. 
And.  viii.  of  other  stonden  euen 
Upon  his  wombe,  and  other  seuen 
There  stonden  vpon  his  taile  behinde: 
And  he  is  hote  and  drie  of  kinde. 
To  lupiter  his  bouse  is  free. 
But  to  Mercurie  in  his  dcgree 
(For  thei  be  not  of  one  assent) 
He  worcheth  great  empeireroent. 

This  signe  hath  of  his  propertee 
A  month,  whiche  of  dewtae, 
After  the  seson  that  befalletb, 
The  plongh  oxe  in  winter  stalletb. 
And  fyre  into  the  halle  he  bringeth. 
And  thilke  drinke,  of  wbiche  men  siogeth, 
He  turneth  must  in  to  the  wiae : 
Than  is  the  larder  of  the  swinc, 
That  is  nonembre,  whiche  I  mene, 
Whan  that  the  Icef  hath  lost  his  grene. 

Decimum  signum  Capricomus  dicitur,  cuius  meosif 

Decembris  est. 

Ipse  diem  nauo  noctemque  giganti  figurat 

The  tenthe  signe  drie  and  colde, 

The  whiche  is  Capricomus  tolde, 

Unto  a  gote  hath  resemblance: 

For  whose  loue,  and  whose  aqueiatance 

Within  his  house  to  soioume, 

It  liketh  well  vnto  Satume. 

But  to  the  Moone  it  liketh  nought. 

For  no  profit  is  there  wrought. 

This  signe,  as  of  his  propretecj 

Upon  his  head  hath  sterres  three. 

And  eke  vpon  his  wombe  two. 

And  twey  vpon  his  tayle  also. 

Oecembre  afler  the  yeres  fbrmes, 

So  as  the  bokcs  v8  cnfbrmes, 

With  daies  shorte  and  nygbtea  loogc, 

This  ilke  signe  hath  ▼nderfonge, 

Undecimmn  aignnm  Aquana8  dicitur,  euios  mensis 

lanuariua  est. 

Suo  lanus  vuUum  duplun  conuertit  in  anoaai. 

Op  tho  tbat  sttten  vpon  the  heuea 
Of  signes  in  tbejiombce  enleuen, 
Aquariu8  hath  take  his  place. 
And  stant  well  in  Sataraus  grace: 
Whiche  dwelleth  in  his  herbei^ge. 
But  to  the  sonue  he  deth  outrage. 
This  signe  is  veraily  resembled 
Liche  to  a  man,  whiche  halte  assembled 
In  either  hondę  a  water  spout, 
Wherof  the  stremes  rcnnen  out. 
He  is  of  kynde  mcyst  and  hote. 
And  he  that  of  the  sterres  wote. 
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SaWi,  that  he  tMth  oT  sterres  two 
UpoD  bM  heid,  aod  bene  of  tho» 
That  Capricorne  hath  on  bis  ende. 
And  u  tbe  bok«i  tnafcen  mynde, 
TbatPthoiofloeiu  Biade  hym  selne, 
He  hath  eke  on  his  wombe  twdue : 
And  two  Tpon  his  ende  stonde. 
Tho«  shtlt  also  thi«  Tnderatoiide, 
Tbefrosty  coldc  laoioere^ 
Wbto  comen  is  the  newe  yere^ 
That  lanns  with  donhie  fiice. 
lo  biscbaire  hath  take  bis  plaoe. 
And  ioketh  Tpon  bothe  sides, 
SooK  dele  towanle  the  winter  tides, 
Some  dele  towarde  the  yere  suende : 
That  w  the  montbe  belongende 
Ufito  tbis  słgne,  aod  of  bis  dole 
He  yeueth  the  fyrste  primrole. 

Doodecimum  ajpiuiii  Piscis  dicitur,  cuius  mensis 
Februarius  est 

Soo  plnuje  torrens  ńparmm  eoncitat  amnes. 

Thb.  m  whichc  is  laat  of  all 
Of  signes,  Piacis  meo  it  caU, 
Tbe  wbiche,  as  telleth  tbe  scripture, 
Bearetb  of  two  fisshes  the  figu». 
So  it  be  coUe  and  moiste  of  kyude. 
And  eke  with  sterres  as  I  fy  nde 
Itiet  ia  sradry  wiae,  as  thus : 
Twoof  his  ende  Aquarius 
Htthlent,  vnto  his  head,  and  two 
Tbii  lipę  hath  of  bis  owne  aiso 
Upoo  his  wombe :  and  ouer  this 
Upoo  bis  ende  also  there  ia 
A  Dombre  of  twenty  sterres  bright, 
Wbicbe  is  to  seoe  a  wonder  sfftit. 
Totarde  his  signe  in  to  his  boas 
Cootb  lupit^T  tbe  glorious, 
Aad  Ye&os  ^e  wtth  him  accordeth 
Todweilen,  as  the  boke  recordeth. 
^iDODthe  vnto  this  signe  ordeigned 
ii  Febniar,  whiche  b  bereigned 
M  vith  londflodes  in  his  ragę 
^fordes  letteth  the  passage. 

Nowe  hast  thou  herde  the  propretee 
^tignes,  bot  in  his  degree 
Albuniazare  yet  ouer  this 
«itb,soas  the  erthe  parted  is 
bfoore:  right  so  beu  denised 
^  sigoes  tweluet  and  stonde  assisod, 
^ecbeofbem  in  bis  partia 
whia cUinate io  iostifie : 
yiwof  the  fyrst  regiment 
J*Mde  tbe  parte  of  Orient, 
'nm  Antiocbe,  and  that  countrea 
^wned  is  of  signes  tbre : 
1^  it  Canoęr,  Yirgo,  Leo, 
^towarde  thoccident  also, 
*^AniieDie,  as  I  am  lemed, 
^Capńcorae  it  stant  gouemed. 
Of  Piscia,  and  Aąuarius. 
^after  hem  I  fynde  tbus, 
^warde  fro  AliMKider  forthe 
Tbo  iig]ies,  whiche  most  ben  worth 
»  fouemaace  of  that  Doaire 
J*»  tbeiben,  and  Sagittaire, 
J«"  Scorpb,  whiche  is  conioynt 
*^ith  hem  to  stonde  ypbn  that  poynt 


Of  Constantinople  tbe  citee 
(So  as  these  bok(^s  tellen  mee) 
The  last  of  this  diaision 
Stant  Yotowarde  Septcmtrion, 
Whepe  as  by  wey  of  purueiaiice 
Aries  hath  the  gouernance, 
Porth  with  Taurus  and  Getnini. 
Thus  ben  tbe  signes  proprely 
Deuided,  as  it  is  rehersed, 
Wherof  the  londcs  ben  diuersed. 

Lo  thus  my  son,  as  thoa  mt^ht  here. 
Was  Alisauder  madę  to  lere 
Of  hem,  that  weren  for  his  lorę. 
But  nowe  to  loken  onermore 
Of  other  sterres  how  tbei  farę, 
I  thynke  hereafter  to  declare, 
So  as  kynge  AJisander  in  youth, 
Of  bym  that  suche  signes  cootby 
Enformed  was  tofore  tiis  eie 
By  night  vpon  the  sterres  sie« 

Hic  tractat  super  doctrina  Nectanabi  dum  ipse 
iuuenem  Alexandrum  iiistruicit  de  illis  precipue 
quindecim  stellis,  vna  cum  earum  lapidibus  et 
berbis,  que  ad  artis  Magice  nataralis  opera- 
cionem  speciaiias  conoeniunt. 

Upov  sondry  creacion 

Stant  sondry  operacion> 

Some  worcheth  this,  some  worcheth  tbat, 

The  firejs  hote  in  bis  estate, 

And  brennath  what  be  maie  atteyne, 

The  water  maie  the  fyre  restreine* 

The  whiche  is  colde  and  moyst  also, 

Of  other  thynge  it  fareth  right  so 

Upon  the  erthe  amonge  ts  here. 

And  for  to  speake  in  this  manere^ 

Upon  the  heueaas  men  maie  fynde, 

Tbe  sterres  ben  of  sondrie  kynde. 

And  worchen  many  sondrie  tfayngea. 

To  vs,  that  1>en  ber  vnderlynges« 

Amonge  the  whiche  forth  witball 

Nectanabus  in  speciall, 

Whiche  was  an  Astronomien, 

And  eke  a  great  magicien, 

And  Tndertake  hath  tbtlke  emprise, 

To  Alisaunder  in  his  apprise, 

As  of  magike  naturele 

To  knowe  enformeth  bym  somdelę 

Of  certaine  sterres  what  thei  meue, 

Of  whiche  be  sey  tb  there  ben  fiftene. 

And  sondrily  to  enerichone 

A  gras  belongetb  and  a  stoue : 

Wherof  men  worchen  many  a  wondec 

To  set  thyuge  botb  vp  and  Tnder. 

prima  stęlla  Yocatur  Aldeboran,  cnlus  lapis  Car^ 
bunculus,  et  herba  aoabuUa  est. 

To  tell  right  as  be  began, 

The  first  sterre  Aldeboran, 

The  cłerest  and  the  moste  of  all 

By  right  name  men  it  cali, 

Whiche  liche  is  of  condicion 

To  Mars,  and  of  complexioa 

To  Yenus,  and  hath  therupon  / 

CarbunculuDi  his  propre  stone. 

His  herbe  is  Annabulla  named, 

Whiche  is  of  great  yertue  proclamed. 
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Seeimda  sŁella  TOcatar  Ciota,  seu  Pliades,  cniin 
lapis  Christallum,  «t  herbói  feoiculiu  est. 

Thb  seconde  is  not  ▼ertules, 
€l(ita,  or  els  Pliadei 
IŁ  hate,  and  of  tlie  niooneęs  kynde 
He  is :  and  aiso  thit  1  fynde* 
łfe  taketb  of  Mars  comp]exioo 
And  liche  to  suche  condicion. 
His  stone  appropred  is  CbristalU 
And  eke  his  bcrbe  iuspeciall 
The  vertooo8  Fenell  it  is. 

Tercia  Stella  vocatur  Algol,  caius  lapii  Diamana, 
et  herba  helcborum  nigrum  est 

Thb  thirde,  wbich  eomth  after  tbis, 
Is  hote  Algos  tbe  clere  redę, 
Wbiche  of  Saturne,  as  1  maie  redę. 
His  kynde  takcth,  and  eke  of  lone 
Coroplezion  to  bis  behoue. 
His  propre  stone  is  diaoaant. 
'Whiche  is  to  bym  moste  acordant. 
His  berbe,  whicbe  is  to  bym  betake, 
Is  bote  Eleborum  tbe  blake. 

Suarta  sttdla  yocatur  Alhaiot,  cuios  lapis  Sapbinis, 
et  herba  Marrubium  est. 

Bo  as  it  falleth  vpon  lottę 
The  fourth  aterre  is  Albaiotte, 
Wbiche  in  tbe  wise  as  I  saide  er, 
Of  Satume  and  of  lupiter 
Hatb  take  bis  kinde,  and  tbere  Tpoo 
Tbe  saphir  is  his  propre  stone, 
Maniibium  bis  berbe  also, 
The  whicbe  accorden  both  two. 

Suinta  Stella  yocatur  Canis  maior,    cuiua  lapis 
Berilhis:  et  herba  fiauina  est. 

Ahd  Canis  maior  in  bis  like 

Tbe  fiftbe  sterre  is  of  oiagike, 

Tbe  whose  kynde  is  yenerieu, 

As  saith  this  astronomien. 

His  prppre  stone  is  saide  Berille : 

But  for  to  worcbe  and  to  fulfiłle 

Thynge,  whicbe  to  this  science  falleth, 

There  is  an  berbe,  whicbe  men  catleth 

Saueyne,Bnd  that  beboueth  nede 

To  hym,  that  woU  his  purpose  spede. 

Sexta  -Stella  yocatur  canis    minor,   cuius    lapis 
Achatis,  et  berba  primula  est. 

TliE  8łxte  sewende  afler  this 

By  name  Canis  minor  is: 

Tbe  whicbe  sterre  is  Merruriall 

By  wey  of  kynde,  and  foith  withall 

As  it  is  written  in  tbe  carte, 

Complezion  be  taketh  of  Martę: 

His  stone  and  berbe  (as  seitb  the  schole) 

Ben  Achates  and  Primerole. 

* 

Sep^ima  stella  yocatur  Arial,  cuius  lapis  gargonza, 
et  herba'  celidonia  est. 

Thb  senenth  sterre  in  speciall 
Of  tiiis  science  is  Ariall, 


Whicbe  sondrie  naturę  ynderfopgeth.  - 

The  stone,  wbich  propre  ynto  him  longetb 

Gorigonza  proprely  IŁ  hight. 

His  berbe  also,  whicbe  be  shaJl  rigfafc 

Upon  the  worchynge  aa  I  mene, 

Is  Celidoiie  fresabe  and  grene. 

Octaua  Stella  yocatur  Ala  conii,  cuius  iapia  bono- 
chinus,  et  herba  lappacia  est. 

Sterrb  AlA  eorui  ypon  height 

Hath  take  bis  płace  in  nombre  of  eight, 

Whicbe  of  his  kinde  mote  performe 

Tbe  will  of  Martę,  and  of  Satume: 

To  whom  Lappacia  the  gret 

Is  berbe,  hut  of  no  beyete. 

His  stone  is  Honocbinus  hote, 

Through  wbich  men  worchen  great  riote. 

Nona  Stella  yocatur  Alaezel,  cuius  lapis  Smartf^ 
dus,  et  herba  salgea  ett. 

Thb  nynthc  sterre  iaire  and  wele 
By  oame  is  hote  Alaeseie, 
Whicbe  taketh  his  propre  kinde  thus« 
Bothe  of  Mercurie  and  of  Yenus. 
His  stone  is  the  grene  Emeraude, 
To  whom  is  geuen  many  a  lande. 
Saulge  is  bis  herfoe  appertenaat 
Abouen  all  the  remcnant. 

Decima  stella  yocatnr  Almareth,  cuius  lapis  laspis^ 
et  berba  płantago  est. ' 

Thb  tenthe  sterre  is  Almareth, 
Whicbe  ypon  life  and  ypon  detb, 
Through  kinde  of  lupitar  and  Maite, 
He  doth  what  longeth  to  his  parte. 
His  stone  is  Taspe,  and  of  plantaine 
He  hath  his  berbe  soueraine. 

Undecima  stella  yocatur  yenenas,  cntos  lapis  Adi^ 
mas,  H  herba  CicorUi  est 

The  sterre  enleuenth  is  Yenrnas, 
The  whose  nature  is,  as  it  was 
Take  of  Yenus,  and  of  the  Moone 
In  thynge,  whiche  be  hath  for  to  doone 
Of  Adamant  is  that  perrie, 
In  whiche  be  woroheth  his  maistrie. 
Tbilke  berbe  also,  wbich  hym  befalletb, 
Cicorea  the  boke  hym-calleth. 

Duodecima  stella  yocatnr  Alpheta,  cuius    lapis 
Topasion,  et  herba  Rosmarinum. 

Ałpheta  in  the  nombre  set. 
And  is  the  twelfte  sterre  yet 
Of  Scorpio  whiche  is  gouemed. 
And  takth  his  kinde,  as  I  am  lerned, 
And  hath  his  yertue  in  tlie  stone, 
Whiche  cleped  is  Topasione. 
His  berbe  propre  is  rosemarine, 
Whiche  sbapen  is  for  his  couiue. 

Tertia  decima  stella  yocatnr  Cor  Scorpionis,  cuiin 
lapis  Serdis,  et  herba  Astrologia  est. 

Op  these  sterres,  wbich  I  mene, 
Cor  Scorpionis  is  tbrettene. 
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Tbe  wbos  naturę  Mart  and  loue 

Biue  joaen  vDto  bis  beboiie. 

His  berbe  is  Astrologie,  , 

Which  fo!oi»eth  his  astrooomie. 

Tbe  stooewbicb  that  thls  sterre  allowtb^ 

k  Sardis,  whicbe  Tiito  bym  bowth. 

Onarta  decima  stelh  vocatur  botercadent,  cuius 
lapis  Crisolitus,  et  berba  satnrea  esti 

Tm  sterre,  whicbe  stant  next  tbe  last, 
Katoreofhim  this  name  cast. 
And  clepen  hi|n  Botercadent, 
Wbicbe  of  his  kind  obedtent 
li  to  Mercurie  and  to  Venas. 
HiittoDe  is  called  Crisolitus. 
His  bcrbe  is  cleped  Satureie^ 
So  u  these  olde  bokes  seie. 

ttoioU  decima  stdla  Tocatur  Cauda  scorpionls, 
caios  lapis  Calcidonis,  et  berba  maiorana  est. 

Birr  nowe  the  laste  sterre  of  all 

TbetaileofScorpio  mm  cali, 

Wbiche  to  Mercurie  and  to  Saturoe 

%  »ey  of  kynde  mote  returne 

After  tbe  preparacion 

Ufdiiecolatellacion. 

Tfce  Calcidone  mto  bym  loogetli, 

^icbe  for  bis  stone  be  vnderfongeth, 

Of  Maioran  his  herbe  is  groiinded. 

Tbus  baoe  I  said,  bow  tbei  ben  founded 

Ofeocry  sterre  in  speciall, 

Wbicbe  bath  his  herbe  and  stone  witball^ 

A«  Hennes  in  bis  bokes  okle 

Witnesse  beretfa,  of  that  1  toldfe. 

K«U  hic  de  anctoribus  illis,  qni  ad  Astronomie 
•fientiam  pre  cieteris  Ftiidiosius  intendentes, 
iibfo%  saper  boc  distiuctis  nominibus  composue- 
mot 

TjttKience  of  Astronomie, 
wbicbe  principall  is  of  clcfgrłe 
To  deme  bet\vene  wo  and  wele 
Jitbyoges  that  beue  naturele, 
Tba  b«i  a  great  trauaile  on  hondę, 
^t  madę  it  firste  ben  vnderstoude, 
J*l  tbei  also,  wbicbe  ouermore 
Bttitodie  set  rpbn  tbis  lorę : 
TWi  veren  gracious  and  wise, 
^•Ofthy  for  to  berę  a  prise. 
.And  »boin  it  liketb  for  to  wittc 
wbem  that  tbis  science  writte. 

^  of  tbe  first,  wbicbe  it  w  rotę 
w  Noe,  it  was  Nembrote, 
To  his  disciple  Icboniton, 
f^  madę  a  boke  fortb  therypon, 
"«  whiche  Megastre  cleped  was. 

Ab  otber  aucŁor  in  tbis  cas 
J*  Aiachel,  the  wbicbe  men  notę, 
flabokc  is  Abbateneih  hote, 
!  J^  Ptolome  is  not  the  lest, 
j  *»icb€  inaketh  the  boko  of  Almagest* 
Md  Alfraganus  doth  the  same, 
Jfboiebokc  is  Catbenus  by  name. 
™«  and  Alpetragus  eke, 
IJJptIniestry,  wbiche  men  seke, 
Tw  bokes  madę.    And  ouer  this, 
limany  a  worthy  clerke  thłre  is, 
]JJ«t  written  Tpon  this  clergie, 
^  bpkes  of  Altemetrie. 


Pfanemetrie,  and  eke  also, 

Whicbe  as  belongeth  botbe  iwo, 

So  as  tbei  bene  naturiens, 

Unto  these  astronomiens. 

Men  seene  that  Abraham  was  one. 

But  whetber  that  be  wrote  or  nonę, 

That  finde  1  not,  and  Moyses 

Eke  was  an  otber :  but  Hermes 

Aboue  all  otber  in  tbis  science 

He  had  a  great  experience. 

Throngb  bym  was  many  a  sterre  assisedy 

Wbose  bokes  yet  ben  auctorised, 

I  maie  not  knowen  all  tho, 

l*bat  written  in  the  tyrae  tbo 

Of  tbis  science,  but  1  finde 

Of  iudgement  by  waie  of  kinde,    . 

That  in  one  point  tbei  all  accoiden . 

Of  sterres,  whicbe  tbei  recorden, 

That  men  maie  see  vpon  the  heuen. 

Tbere  ben  a  thousande  sterres  euen. 
And  two  and  twenty  to  the  sigbt^ 
Whiche  ben  of  hem  selfe  so  bright, 
That  men  maie  deme  what  tbei  bee 
Tbe  naturę  and  tbe  propretee. 

Nowe  hast  thou  heard  in  suche  a  wise 
These  noble  pbilosopbers  wise  ] 

Eoformeden  tbis  yonge  kynge. 
And  madę  bym  baue  a  knowelecbyDg 
Of  thyng,  wbiche  first  to  the  partie 
Belongeth  of  philosopbie, 
Whiche  Theorike  cleped  is, 
As  thou  tofore  hast  benie  er  thls. 
But  nowe  to  speke  of  tbe  seconde, 
Whicbe  Aristotle  bath  also  fbundey 
And  tecbetb  bowe  tu  speke  faire, 
Wbiche  is  a  tbyng  fuU  necessaire  * 

To  counterpaise  the  balance, 
Where  lacketh  otber  sufflsance. 

Coropositi  pulcra  sermones  verba  ptacere. 

Principio  poterunt  veraque  fine  placent. 
Herba,  lapis,  sermo  tria  sunt  virtute  repleta : 

Vis  tamen  ex  rerbi  poudere  pulcra  facit. 

Hic  tractat  de  secunda  partfe  pbilosophie,  cuius 
nomen  Rbetorica  facuudos  efficit.  Loquitur 
etiam  de  eiusdem  duabus  spcciebus,  scilicet 
Grammatica  et  Logica,  qaarum  doctrina  Hhetoc 
sua  i*erba  perornat. 

Aboub  al  erthly  creatures 

I1ie  high  maker  of  natures 

The  worde  to  man  bath  yone  alone, 

So  that  tbe  spec\^e  of  his  personę, 

Or  for  to  lese,  or  for  to  winne, 

The  hertes  tbougbt,  wbiche  Is  withinnci 

.May shewe.wbat  it wołde  menc. 

And  that  is  no  where  els  sene 

Of  kynde  witb  nonę  other  best, 

So  sbulde  be  be  tbe  morę  honest, 

To  whom  god  yafe  so  worthy  a  yifte. 

And  loke  well  that  be  ne  shifle 

His  wordes  to  nonę  wicked  vse, 

For  worde,  the  teacher  of  Yertuse 

Is  cleped  in  philosopbie. 

Wherof  touchende  this  partie 

Is  Rhfittoric  tbe  science 

Appropred  to  the  reuerence 

Of  wordes  that  ben  reasonable. 

And  for  this  arte  shall  be  vailable, 

With  goodly  wordes  for  to  like : 

It  bath  Grammer,  it  bath  Ix>gikey 
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That  seruen  botli  vnto  the  speche. 

Grammer,  first  hath  for  to  tecb« 
To  speake  Tpon  cotigruitee. 

IfOgike  hath  eke  \n  bis  degree 
Betwene  the  troutb  and  the  falsbede 
The  pleyiie  wordes  for  to  shede : 
So  that  nothyng  shall  90  beside, 
That  he  the  right  ne  shall  decide : 
Wberof  foli  ooaoy  a  great  debatę 
Reformed  is  to  good  astate, 
And  peace  susteined  vp  alofte 
With  easy  wordes  and  with  sofie, 
Where  strengthe  shalde  let  it  fal!e. 

The  philosopbre  amooges  a)le 
For  thy  commeDdetb  this  science, 
Whichie  hatb  the  reule  of  eloqueuce, 
In  stone  and  gras  vertue  there  is: 
But  yet  the  bokes  tellen  tbis, 
Tbat  worde  abouc  all  ertbiy  thynges 
Is  yertnous  in  his  dooynges, 
Where  so  it  be  to  yueU  or  good. 
For  if  tbe  wordes  semen  good. 
And  bene  well  spoke  at  mans  eare. 
"Whan  that  there  is  no  trouthe  tiiere, 
Thet  doone  ftUl  ofte  fuli  great  deceite. 
For  whan  the  worde  to  the  oonceite 
Discordeth  in  so  double  a  wise. 
Suche  Rhetoric  is  to  dispise 
In  euery  place,  and  for  to  drede. 

For  of  Ylysses  thus  I  redę, 
As  in  the  boke  of  Tioie  is  fundę. 
His  eloouefice,  aod  łiis  facande 
Of  goodiy  wordes,  whicbe  he  tolde, 
łiath  madę,  that  Autbcnor  him  solde 
The  towne,  whiche  he  with  treason  wan. 
Wói^e  hath  begyled  many  a  man. 

"With  worde  tbe  wilde  beast  is  daunted, 
With  worde  the  serpent  is  enchaunted. 
Of  wordes  amonge  the  men  of  armes 
Ben  woundes  heled  with  the  charmes. 
Where  lacketh  other  medicine, 
Worde  hath  Ynderhis  discipline 
Of  sorcerie  the  carectes. 
Tlie  wordes  ben  of  sondrie  sectes 
Of  enill,  and  eke  of  good  also. 
The  wordes  makea  of  flrende  fo. 
And  fo  of  frende,  and  peace  of  werre. 
And  werre  of  peace,  and  out  of  herre 
The  worde  the  worldes  -cause  entriketb, 
And  reconcileth  who  on  bym  liketh. 
The  worde  vnder  the  cope  of  heneu 
Set  euery  thynge  or  odde  or  ouen. 
With  worde  the  highe  god  is  pleased. 
With  worde  the  wordes  ben  appeased. 
The  softe  worde  the  loude  stylieth, 
Where  lacketh  good  tbe  worde  fulfilleth 
To  make  amendes  for  ihe  wronge. 
Whan  wordes  medlcn  with  the  bonge, 
U  doth  piesance  well  the  roore. 
But  for  to  lakę  Tpon  this  lorę, 
Howe  Tnilios  his  Rhetorike 
Compottnetby  there  a  man  maie  pikę, 
Ho#  that  he  shall  his  wordes  seL 
How  he  shall  lose,  how  be  shall  fcnet. 
And  in  wbat  wise  be  sImII  pronounce 
His  tale  pleyne  without  frounce, 
Wherof  ensarople  if  thou  wilt  seche, 
Take  hęde  and  redę  whilome  the  speclie. 

Nota  de  eloquentia  lulii  in  causa  Catiline  contra 
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Of  lulius,  and  Cicero, 
Whiche  cOnsall  was  of  Romę  tho : 
Of  Cato  eke,  and  Sillene 
,  Beholde  the  wordes  hem  betwene. 

Whan  the  treason  of  Catiline 
Discouered  was  and  tbe  couine 
Of  heni,  that  were  of  his  assent 
Was  knowe  and  spoke  in  parliament. 
And  asked  howe,  and  in  wbat  wise 
Meu  sbulde  doone  hyitk  to  luwyse, 

Sillanus  first  his  tale  tolde 
To  troutb  and  as  be  was  behoMe 
Tbe  common  profile  for  to  saue : 
He  saide  how  treason  shulde  baue 
A  crueli  dethe.    And  thus  thei  speake, 
The  Consull  both  and  Cato  eke. 
And  saiden,  tbat  for  suche  a  wrooge 
There  maie  no  pcyne  be  to  stronge. 
But  lulius  with  wordes  wise 
His  tale  tolde  all  other  wi&e, 
As  be  whiche  wolde  his  deth  respite. 
And  foundeth  howe  he  migbt  excite 
The  iudges  through  his  eloąuence, 
Fro  dethe  to  tome  the  sentence 
And  set  ber  hertes  to  pitee. 
Nowe  tolden  thei,  nowe  tolde  he, 
Thei  speaken  p!eyne  a{Ver  the  lawe. 
But  he  tbe  wordes  of  his  sawe 
Coloureth  in  an  other  weie 
Spekcnde.  and  thus  betwene  the  twey 
To  treate  rpon  this  iudgement 
Madę  eche  of  hem  bis  argument : 
Wherof  the  tales  for  to  here, 
There  maie  a  man  the  schole  lere 
Of  Rhetoric  tbe  eloąuence, 
Whiche  is  the  seconde  of  science, 
Touchende  to  pliilosophie : 
Wherof  a  man  shall  iustifie 
His  t^ordes  in  disputeson. 
And  knitte  vpon  coiiclusion 
His  argument  in  suche  a  formę, 
Whiche  maie  the  pleyne  troutb  enforme. 
And  the  subtile  cautele  abate, 
Whiche  euery  trewe  man  shall  debatę. 

• 

Practica  qu2cumque  statum  pars  tercia  philoso- 
phie, 

Ad  regimeu  recte  ducit  in  orbe  tIs, 
Sed  quanto  maior  rex  est,  tanto  magis  ipf^um 

Ex  schola  couceinit,  quo  sua  regha  regit. 

Hic  tractat  de  tertia  parte  philosophte,  que  prac- 
tica vocatur:  cuLus  spccies  sunt  tres,  scilicet 
Ethica,  Economia,  et  Politica,  quarum  doctri- 
na  regia  magestas  in  suo  regimine  ad  honoris 
magnificentiam  per  singula  dirigitur. 

The  firste,  whiche  is  Theorike, 
And  the  seconde  Rhetorike 
Sciences  of  philosophie, 
I  baue  hem  toide  as  in  partie, 
So  as  the  philosopher  tolde. 
To  Alisandre :  and  nowe  I  wolde 
Tell  of  the  thirde,  what  it  is, 
The  whiche  Practike  cleped  is. 

Practike  stont  vpon  the  thynges 
Towardc  the  gouemauce  of  kynges  : 
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Wherof  tbe  fyrste  Etite  is  named, 
The  vhose  science  stant  proclamed 
To  teche  of  rertae  thiike  mJe, 
Howe  that  a  kynge  bym  aelfe  shall  nile 
Of  bis  morałl  condicion, 
Witb  woitbie  diaposicion. 
Of  good  liayng  in  his  penone, 
WbJcfae  is  tbe  chiefe  of  bis  coro^e. 
It  maketb  a  kynge  also  to  lerae 
Hove  be  his  bodie  shall  gouerne. 
Howe  he  iball  wake,  how  be  sbaU  ślepe, 
How  tbat  be  shall  his  hele  kepe. 
In  meate,  in  drynke,  in  dothyng  eke, 
Therc  is  no  wysedoae  for  .to  seke, 
As  for  tbe  renie  of  his  penene, 
Tbe  wbiche  tbat  tbia  science  all  one 
Ne  techeth,  as  by  weie  of  kynde, 
Tbat  there  is  nothyng  lefte  behynde. 

Thatotber  thynge,  whicheto  Practike 
Belongetby  is  Economike, 
Wbiche  techetb  tbilke  bonestee^ 
Thnwgh  wbiche  a  kynge  in  bis  degree 
His  wife  and  cbilde  shaU  renie  and  gie, 
So  Ibrtb  witb  all  tbe  companie, 
Whiche  in  bis  boosbolde  shall  abide^ 
And  his  estate  on  eaery  aide 
lo  suche  manere  for  to  lede, 
Tbat  be  bis  bousholde  ne  mislede, 

Practike  bath  yetthe  thirde  apprise, 
Wbiche  techetb  bowe  and  in  what  wist, 
Tbroogh  his  pnnieid  ordinance 
A  kinge  śhall  set  in  gbdemance 
His  realme:  and  tbat  is  Policie, 
Wbiche  longetb  vnio  regalie, 
hi  tyme  of  werre,  in  time  of  peea 
To  worsbip  and  to  good  encrees 
Ofcierke,  of  knigbt,  and  of  marchant. 
And  so  fbrth  all  tbe  remenant 
OTaU  tbe  common  people  aboote, 
Wttbin  borgb  and  eke  witbout 
Of  hem  tbat  ben  artificers, 
Whiche  Tsen  craftes  and  miaters, 
Whosę  arte  is  cleped  Mechanikę ; 
Aod  thoagb  they  be  not  all  like, 
Yct  aetbeles  how  so  it  faH, 
O  lawę  mote  gouerne  hem  ally 
Or  that  they  fese,  or  that  tbey  winne 
After  tbe  state  that  tbey  ben  inne. 

U)  thns  tbis  worthie  yonge  kynge 
Was  fhtly  tanght  ofenery  thynge, 
Wbiche  might  yeue  enteńdement 
Of  good  role,  and  good  regiment 
To  sncbe  a  worthy  prynce  as  be. '  ' 
Bat  of  very  necessitee 
Tbe  philosopher  hym  bath  betake 
Tine  pointea,  wbich  be  bath  Tndertake 
To  kepe  and  bolde  in  obsemance, 
As  for  tbe  wortby  gouernance, 
Wbicbe  longetb  to  his  regalie 
After  the  rule  of  policie. 

Mońbos  ornattts  regit  hic,  qai  regna  moderna 
Certius  espectat  sceptra  futura  poli. 

Kt  qoia  aeredica  tirtus  superemioet  omnes, 
Regis  ab  ore  boni  iabulk  nulla  sonat  • 

łiic  secundom  policiam  tractare  intendit  precipue 
snper  quinqne  regalarum  articulis*  que  ad  prin- 
cipis  regimen  obseruandum  speciaiius  existunt, 
quaram  prima  yeritas  nuncupatur,  per  quam 
Teredieos  sit  sermo  regis  ad  omaesi 
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To  euery  man  befongetb  lorę. 
Rut  to  uo  man  belongeth  morę 
Than  to  a  kynge,  H^biclie  bath  to  lede 
The  people,  for  his  kynghed 
He  maie  hem  botb  saoe  and  spilte. 
And  for  it  stont  vpon  bis  wille, 
It  sit  hym  welt  to  be  auised,        ' 
And  the  wrtnes  wbich  are  assised 
Unto  a  kynges  regiment. 
To  take  in  bis  entendennefiŁ 
Wherof  to  teHen  as  they  stonde, 
Heraafterwarde  now  woli  I  fotide. 
Amonge  tbe  vertiie8  one  is  chiefe. 
And  tbat  is  Trmith,  whiche  n  Itefe 
To  god,  and  eke  to  man  also. 
And  for  it  bath  ben  euer  so, 
Taught  Aristotle  (as  he  well  couth) 
To  Alisander  bowe  in  his  yooth 
He  shulde  of  Trouth  tbilke  grace 
With  all  his  holi  bertę  enbrace : 
So  tbat  bis  worde  be  trewe  and  pleyne 
Towarde  the  worlde :  and  so  certeyne, 
That  in  hym  be  no  double  speche. 
For  if  men  shoulde  trouthe  seche^ 
And  finde  it  not  witbin  a  kynge, 
It  were  an  ynsittende  thynge. 
Tbe  worde  is  token  of  that  witbin, 
There  shall  a  wo4tbie  kynge  begin 
To  kepe  his  tonge,  and  to  be  trewe^ 
So  shall  his  pńce  ben  euer  newe. 
Auise  hym  euery  man  tofore, 
Ind  be  well  wafe,  er  he  be  swore : 
For  afterwarde  it  is  to  late, 
If  that  he  wolde  his  worde  debatę. 
For  as  a  kynge  in  specialł 
Aboue  ail  other  is  principaU 
Of  his  power,  so  shulde  he  bee 
Moste  yertuous  in  his  degree. 
And  that  maie  well  be  signified. 
By  his  corone  and  specified. 

The  golde  betoketh  exceI1ence, 
That  men  shulde  doune  hym  reuerence, 
As  to  ber  liege  sonerayne. 

Tbe  Stones,  as  the  bokes  sayne, 
Commended  bene  in  treble'  wise. 

Firste  they  ben  harde,  and  tbilke  assise 
Betokeneth  in  a  kynge  constance, 
So  that  there  shall  no  variance 
Be  founde  in  his  coudicion. 

And  also  by  descripcion 
The  vertue,  wbiche  is  inthe  stónes, 
A  rery  signe  is  for  the  nones 
Of  that  a  kynge  shall  be  honcst. 
And  bolde  trewely  his  behest 
Of  thynge,  whiche  longetb  to  kingbed. 

The  bright  coloore,  as  I  redę, 
Whiche  is  In  the  stones  shinynge, 
Is  in  figurę  betokenynge. 
The  cronike  of  tbis  worldes  famę, 
Whiche  stante  vpon  bis  good  name. 

The  circle,  wbich  is  ronnde  aboute, 
Is  token  of  all  the  londe  aboute, 
Wbiche  stant  vnder  bis  hierarchie, 
That  he  it  shall  well  kepe  and  gie. 
And  for  that  trouthe  bowe-so  it  folie 
Is  tbe  yertue  sonerayne  of  alle, 
Tbat  longetb  vnto  regiment, 
A  tale,  wbiche  is  euident, 
Of  trouthe  in  commendacion, 
Towarde  thyo  enformacion 


"1 


2t8 

My  sonne  hereafler  tbou  shalt  berę 
Ot*  a  ordnike  in  ihU  maiere. 


OOWER'S  POEMS. 


Hic  narrat  qualiter  Darius,  filius  Itapsis,  soldanus 
Penie,  a  triboa  sais  cubicuianbus,  qaoruni  no- 
minm  Harpages,  Monacbas^  et  Zorobabel^  dicta 
sunt  iioiiiina>  ąoestionis  ęigillatim  intenrogauit, 
▼trum  rex  aut  mitlier,  aut  Tiikuiii  maiońs  forti* 
tudiuis  Ytm  optineret,  Iptis  Tero  van»  opioioDe 
respondentibus,  Zoróbabel  vUimu8  aferit,  qu9d 
raolier  sui  amoris  complacentia  tam  regis  ąuam 
vini  poteociam  esoellit,  Addidit  iDsaper  finali 
oonclusioni  dicens,  quod  veritaa  super  omnia 
TiDcit.  Cuius  respoDsio  ceteris  laudabilior  ac- 
<xptabatur. 

As  the  cronike  it  doth  reheroCf 
A  soldan  whilome  was  of  Perse, 
Wbiche  Dares  higbt,  and  Itapsis 
His  fader  was:  and  sotbe  it  is, 
Of  his  Itgnage,  as  by  disoente, 
The  regne  of  thilke  empire  be  hent. 

And  as  be  was  him  selfe  wise, 
*Tbe  wise  men  be  belde  in  prise : 
And  sougbt  hem  oute  on  euery  side, 
That  towarde  him  they  shuldc  abide. 
Amonge  the  whiche  thre  there  werr, 
That  most  sernice  vnto  him  berę. 
As  they,  whiche  in  bis  cHamber  Jigfaen, 
And  all  bis  connceile  herde  and  sighen. 
Her  names  ben  of  strange  notei 
Harpages  was  the  first  faote, 
And  Monachas  was  the  secoundey 
Zorobabel,  as  tt  is  fóunde 
In  the  cronike  was  the  thride, 

This  Soldan  what  so  him  betide, 
To  hem  he  trist  most  of  all, 
,  Wberof  the  case  is  so  befislle. 
This  lorde»  wbiche  hath  conceites  depe, 
Upon  a  night  wban  he  bath  ślepe, 
As  be  wbiche  hath  his  wit  disposed 
Touchende  a  poynt  hem  hath  opposed. 

The  kinges  questi(>n  was  tbis, 
Of  thinges  thre  whiche  strongest  is 
'The  winę,  Łbewoman,  or  the  kynge. 
And  that  tbei  sbulde  vpon  tbis  thinge 
Of  ber  answcre  auised  bee, 
He  yeue  hem  fnlly  dayes  three. 
And  bath  bihote  hem  by  bis  fey tb, 
That  who  the  best  reason  seyth, 
He  shaiic  receiue  a  worthy  inede. 

Upon  this  thinge  thei  token  hede. 
And  stoden  in  dispulesion : 
That  by  diuers  opiuion 
Of  argumentes,  tbat  thei  baue  bolde^ 
Harpages  fyrst  bis  tale  tolde, 
And  saide»  howe  that  the  strength  of  kinges 
Is  raightiest  of  all  thinges. 
For  kinge  hath  power  ouer  man. 
And  man  is  be,  which  reason  can, 
As  be  whiche  is  of  bis  naturę 
The  most  noble  creature 
Of  all  tho  that  god  hath  wrought. 
And  by  that  skille  it  sem^^th  nought 
(He  saith)  that  any  ertbly  thinge 
Maie  be  so  mightie  as  a  kynge. 

A  kynge  maie  spiłle,  a  kynge  maie  saue, 
A  kynge  maie  make  a  lorda  a  koaue, 
And  of  a  knaue  a  lorde  also, 
The  power  of  a  kynge  stont  8o> 


That  he  the  lawes  ouerpassetb. 

What  he  will  make  lesse,  he  lassetll« 

What  he  will  make  more,  be  moreth. 

And  as  a  gentill  fauoone  soretb, 

He  fleeth,  that  no  man  bym  redaimetb. 

Bat  hu  alone  all  other  tameth. 

And  stante  bym  selfe  of  lawę  free. 

Lo  thus  a  kynges  might,  sailh  he, 
(So  as  his  reason  can  aigue) 
Is  strongest,  and  of  most  valae. 

But  Monachas  sifith  otłier  wise^ 
That  wiue  is  of  the  more  imprise. 
And  that  he  sheweth  by  tbis  waie. 
The  wync  fuli  ofte  taketh  awaie 
The  reason  fro  the  mans  lierte. 

The  winę  can  make  a  creple  stertę, 
Aud  a  deliuer  man  rnwelde. 
U  roaketh  a  blynde  man  to  bebelde. 
And  a  bright  eied  seme  derkę. 
It  maketh  a  teude  man  a  clerke, 
Aud  fro  the  clerke  tbe  clergie 
It  taketh  awaie,  and  conaidic 
It  tourneth  in  to  hardinesscy 
Of  auarice  it  maketh  largesse. 
The  winę  maketh  eke  the  good  blood, 
In  whiche  tbe  soule,  whiche  is  good, 
Hath  cbosen  hir  a  restyng  place,* 
Whilc  that  tbe  lyfe  bir  woli  enbrace. 

And  by  this  skille  Monachas 
Answeid  hath  vpon  tbis  cas. 
And  seitb,  tbat  winę  by  wey  of  kinde 
If  thinge,  wbiche  maie  tbe  bertes  biode 
Wele  more  than  the  regalia. 

Zorobabell  for  his  partie 
Seid,  as  him  thought  for  the  best, 
Tbat  women  ben  the  mightiest. 

The  kynge  and  the  Tinour  also 
Of  women  comen  both  two. 
And  eke  he  saide:  howe  that  manhede, 
Througb  strengthe  ynto  the  womandede 
Of  loue,  whece  he  wyli  or  nonę, 
Obeie  shall,  and  tberupon 
To  shew  of  women  the  maistrie, 
A  tale,  whiche  be  sighe  with  eie, 
As  for  ensample  he  tolde  tbis. 

Nota  hic  de  vigore  amoris,  qui  inter  Ci  rum  reglem 
Persarum  et  Apemen  Besazis  filiam  ipsios  regis 
concubinam  spectaute  tota  curta  experiebatur« 

HowB  Apemen  of  Besasis 
Wbiche  dougbter  was,  in  the  paleis 
Sittende  Tpon  his  high  deis 
Whan  he  was  botest  in  his  ire 
Towarde  the  great  of  his  empyre, 
Cirus  tbe  kinge  tyran  she  toke. 
And  oniy  with  hir  goodly  loke 
She  madę  him  debonaire  and  meke. 
And  by  the  chin,  and  by  the  cheke 
She  luggeth  him  right  as  bir  list, 
That  now  she  iapeth,  and  nowe  she  kist. 
And  doth  with  him  what  ener  hir  liketh^ 
Whan  that  she  louretb,  than  be  siketbf 
And  whan  śhe  gladeth,  he  is  glad, 
And  thus  this  kinge  was  ouerlad 
With  hir,  which  his  lemman  was. 

Anionge  the  pien  is  no  solas, 
If  that  there  be  no  woman  there. 
For  but  if  tbat  the  womau  were» 
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Thi  worldes  ioye  were  Ktny,  • 
Tbis  k  trouthet  that  1  you  seye. 
To  knightbode,  and  to  worldes  famę, 
Tbei  makft  a  roan  to  drede  shame^ 
Aod  bOBOur  for  to  be  detired.' 

Tbrough  the  beautee  of  hem  is  fired 
The  darte,  tbe  wbicbe  Capide  throwetb, 
Wberuf  tbe  iolife  peyne  groweth, 
Wbicbe  ali  the  worlde  batb  ▼nderfote. 

A  woman  is  tbe  mans  bote 
Hii  łyfe,  his  detb,  his  wo,  his  wde. 
Aod  tbis  tbynge  raaie  be  sbewed  wele, 
Hove  that  women  ben  good  and  kynde. 
For  in  eosampU  tbis  1  fynde. 


Nota  de  fidelitate  cooiug^s,  ąualiter  Alcesta  vxor 
Admeti  Tt  maritum  suum  viuificaret  seipsam 
morti'  spoutanee  subegit« 

Whan  that  tbe  duke  Admetus  laie 
Sicke  in  bis  bedde,  that  euery  daie 
Hen  waiten,  whan  be  sholde  dey, 
Alcest  his  wife  goth  for  to  prey, 
As  she  whiche  wolde  thonke  deśeroei 
Witb  lacrifice  Tnto  Minenie, 
To  witte  answere  of  tbe  goddesse, 
Howe  that  bir  lorde  of  bis  sickenesse, 
Wherof  be  was  so  wo  beseyne, 
Recoaer  might  his  bele  ayene. 

Lo  thas  she  cride,  and  th^ł8  she  praide, 
Tiii  at  last  a  Foyce  bir  saide, 
That  if  sbe  wolde  for  his  sake 
Tbe  iMladie  suffre  and  take, 
And  die  bir  selfe,  be  shulde  Hue. 

Of  this  answere  Alcest  hath  yeue 
Uoto  Minerue  great  tbonkynge^ 
So  tbat  bir  detbe,  aod  his  linynge 
Sbe  chese  with  all  bir  bole  entent. 
And  thus  accorded  home  sbe  went. 
In  to  tbe  chambre  whan  she  came^ 
Air  housbande  anone  she  name 
In  botbe  hir  armes,  and  bym  kist, 
Aod  iipake  vnto  bym,  what  hir  lisU 
"Aad  tbenipon  witbin  a  tbrowe, 
Tbe  good  wife  was  ouerthrowe. 
And  died,  and  be  was  bolle  in  hast. 
So  maie  a  man  by  reason  taste, 
Howe  nexte  after  the  god  abone 
The  trooth  of  women  and  tbe  loue, 
In  whome  tbat  all  grace  is  founde,  . 
k  mightiest  vpon  this  grounde, 
» And  most  beboaely  manyfolde. 

Lo  thus  Zorobabell  batb  tolde 
Tbe  tale  of  bis  opinion : 
Bot  for  finall  conclusion, 
What  strengest  is  of  ertbly  tbynges, 
Tbe  winę,  tbe  women,  or  the  kynges, 
He  taith,  tbat  trouthe  aboue  hem  ali 
Ii  mightiest,  howe  euer  it  fali. 

The  troatbe  howe  so  it  eaer  come, 
Maie  for  nothynge  ben  ouercome. 
U  maie  well  soffre  for  a  tbrowe. 
Bat  at  last  it  sball  be  knowe. 
The  pronerbe  is,  wbo  tbat  is  trewe, 
Hym  shall  bis  while  nener  rewę. 
For  how  so  that  tbe  caose  wende, 
The  titrath  is  shameles  at  ende. 
Bat  what  tbynge  tbat  is  troutb1es» 
It  maie  not  well  be  sbameles. 


And  shame  hyndereth  eueiry  wight. 
So  prooeth  it,  tbere  is  no  migbt 
Włthoat  tronthe  in  no  degree 
And  thas  for  trouthe  of  his  decree 
Zorobabell  was  most  commended. 
Wherof  the  ąuestion  was  ended. 
And  be  receiued  hath  bis  mede. 
For  trouthe,  (wbicbe  to  mannes  nede) 
Is  most  beboueliche  oner  all. 
For  thy  was  trouthe  in  speciall 
Tbe  fyrste  poyot  in  obseruaocer 
Betak»vnto  the  gouemance 
Of  Alisandre,  as  it  is  sayde. 
For  tberrpon  tbe  grounde  is  fayde 
Of  euery  kynges  regiment* 
As  tbynge,  whiche  moste  conuenient 
Is  for  to  set  a  kynge  in  eoen, 
Bothe  in  tbis  worlde,  and  eke  in  henen. 

Absit<auaricia,  ne  tangat  regia  corda, 
Cuius  enim  spoliis  excoriatur  humus. 

Fama  oolit  laigum  Tolutans  per  scoula  regem» 
Dona  tamen  licitis  sunt  modeianda  modis. 

Hic  tractat  de  regie  maiestatis  seconda  policia ; 
quam  Aristoteles  largitatem  vocat,  cuius  virtote 
non  solom  propolsata  auaricia,  regis  nomen- 
magnificnm  extollator,  sed  et  sui  subdicionum 
diuiciarum  babundancia  iocundiores  efficiuntor. 

Next  after  Trouth  tbe  seconde, 
In  policie,  as  it  is  fonnde, 
Whiche  senieth  to  tbe  worldes  famę, 
In  worship  of  a  ksmges  name, 
Łargesse  it  is,  whose  priuilege 
There  maie  no  auarice  abrege. 

Tbe  worldes  good  was  first  commune 
^ut  afterwarde  vpoii  fortunę 
Was  thilke  common  profit  cessed. 
For  whan  the  people  stode  encreased. 
And  the  lignages  woxen  great, 
Anone  for  sioguler  beyete 
Drough  euery  man  to  his  partie, 
Wherof  come  in  the  fyrste  enuie, 
With  great  debatę  and  wenres  strongc, 
And  last  amonge  ibe  men  so  longe. 
Tli  1  no  man  wist,  who  was  who, 
Ne  whiche  was  frende,  ne  wbicbe  fo, 
Till  at  laste  in  euery  loude 
Within  hem  selfe  the  people  fonde, 
That  it  was  good  to  make  a  kynge, 
Whiche  migbt  api^esen  all  Ihis  tbynge, 
And  yeue  right  to  the  lignages, 
la  partyog  of  ber  heretages.' 
And  eke  of  all  ber  other  good. 

And  thus  aboue  hem  all  stode 
The  kynge  vpon  his  regalie, 
As  be  whiche  hath  to  iustifie 
Tbe  worldes  good  fro  couetise. 

So  sit  it  well  in  all  wise,    « 
A  kynge  betwene  the  morę  and  lesse 
To  sette  his  bertę  vpon  łargesse 
Towarde  hym  selfe,  and  eke  also 
Towanle  bis  people:  and  ifnot  so: 
That  is  to  sayne:  iftbathebee 
Towarde  hym  selfe  laiige  and  free. 
And  of  bis  people  take  and  pille: 
Largette  by  no  wey  of  skylle 

Ilt  maie  be  saide,  but  auarice, 
Whiche  in  a  kynge  it  a  great  ńce. 
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Nota  super  hoc  onod  Aratotelia  ad  Alexandruin 
exeinplificauit  de  eiactionibaB  re^s  Chaldeo- 
nim. 

A  KYNGB  beboaetb  eke  to  Oee 

The  Tice  of  prodigalitee, 

That  he  measure  in  his  espence 

So  kepe,  that  of  indigence 

He  maie  be  saufe:  for  wbo  that  nedetb, 

lu  all  his  werke  tbe  wers  he  spedeth. 

As  Artstotle  vpon  Caldee 
Ensamcleofgreatauctoritee    .  , 

Unto  kyoge  Alisaunder  taught 
Of  tbilke  folke,  that  were  vnsaught 
Towarde  ber  kynge  for  bis  pillage. 
Wberof  be  haJ  in  his  courage, 
That  he  vDto  thre  ^oyntes  entende, 
Where  that  be  wolde  bis  good  dispende. 

First  sbolde  he  loke  howe  that  it  stood^ 
That  all  were  of  bis  owne  good 
The  yeftes»  whiche  he  wolde  yeoe^ 
So  might  he  well  the  better  liue. 

Atid  eke  he  must  takeo  bede, 
If  there  be  cause  of  any  nede, 
Whiche  ought  for  to  be  defeoded» 
£r  that  his  goodes  ben  dispended. 

He  mote  eke  as  it  is  befall 
Amonges  otber  tbynges  all, 
Se  the  decertes  of  his  men. 
And  after  that  thei  bene  of  ken. 
And  of  astate,  and  of  merite 
He  shall  hem  largelicb  acąuite, 
Or  for  tbe  warre,  or  for  the  pease, 
That  nonę  honour  fali  in  discrease, 
Whiche  might  tome  in  to  diffame. 
But  that  be  kepe  bis  good  nanie, 
*  So  that  he  be  not  holde  Tokynde. 
For  in  cronike  a  tale  i  fynde, 
Whiche  speaketh  somdele  of  tbis  matere, 
Herafterwarde  as  thou  shaite  here. 

Hic  secundnm  gęsta  lulii  exenip]uni  ponit,  ąualt- 
ter  rex  suorum  miiitam,  quos  probos  agnoucrit, 
indigentiam  laigitatis  lue  beneficiis  releuaie  te- 
netur. 

In  Romę  to  pursue  his  right 
,    There  was  a  uForthie  poore  kntght, 
Whiche  came  alone  for  to  seyne 
His  cause,  whan  tbe  courte  was  pleyne, 
Where  lulius  was  in  presence : 
And  for  him  lacketb  of  dispense, 
There  was  with  hym  uone  aduocate 
To  make  plee  for  bis  astate. 

But  though  bym  lacke  f&r  to  plede, 
Hym  lacketb  hothinge  of  manbede. 
He  wist  well  his  parse  was  pouer. 
But  yet  he  thought  his  right  recouer. 
And  openly  pouerte  alayed 
To  the  emperour>  and  tbus  hesayed. 

O  lulius  lorde  of  tbe  lan-e, 
Beboldc  my  counceyli  is  witbdrawe 
For  lacke  af  golde,  to  thine  office. 
After  tbe  lawę  of  lustice, 
Helpe,  that  I  bad  counseyle  here 
I    Upon  the  trouthe  of  niy  matere. 
And  lulius  with  thot  anone 
Assigned  him  a  worthy  one. 
Sut  be  him  selfe  no  worde  ne  śpake. 

This  knigbt  w«  wrotb,  and  fonde  a  lake 


In  the  Emperour :  and  saide  thosir 

O  thou  vnkynde  InlinSy 
Whan  thou  in  tby  batayie  wera 
Up  in  Aufrike,  and  I  was  tbere. 
My  might  for  tby  rescous  I  dyd. 
And  put  no  man  in  my  stede. 
Thou  wost  wbat  woundes  there  I  bad  : 
But  here  I  fynde  the  so  bad, 
That  the  ne  list  to  speake  o  worde 
Thyiie  owne  mouthe,  or  of  thyn  borde 
To  yeoe  a  floreyn  me  to  hełpe, 
Howe  sbulde  I  tban  me  be  yelpe 
Fro  this  day.  fortli  of  tby  large«se, 
Whan  suche  a  giieat  mkyndenesse 
Is  founde  in  suche  a  lorde  as  thou  ? 

This  lulius  knewe  well  enowe, 
That  all  was  sotb,  whiche  he  hym  tolde: 
And  for  he  wolde  not  ben  holde 
Unkynde,  be  toke  bis  cause  on  hondę. 
And  as  it  were  of  goddes  son<le 
He  yaue  bym  gM>d  enough  to  spende 
For  euer  ynto  his  iiues  ende. 

And  thus  ahulde  euery  worthie  kyng« 
Take  of  his  knightes  knowlegynge, 
When  that  he  sigh  they  baddeu  nede. 
For  euery  sernice  ax!eth  mede* 
But  otber,  whiche  hane  not  defenwd 
Through  Tertue,  but  of  iapes  semad, 
A  kynge  shall  not  deieme  grace, 
Tbough  he  be  large  in  suche  a  place. 

Hic  ponit  eiemplnm  de  rege  Antigono,  qttaiitpr 
dona  regia  secundum  maius  et  minus,  equo  dis- 
crecione  moderanda  iunt. 

It  sitte  well  euery  kynge  to  baue 
Discrecion,  whan  men  bym  craue. 
Su  that  he  maie  his  gyfte  wite, 
Wberof  I  fynde  a  taile  write, 
Howe  Cinichus  a  powre  knight, 
A  somme,  whiche  was  ouer  might 
Praled  of  his  kinge  Antigonus. 

Tbe  kinge  answecd  to  him  thus,. 
And  saide,  howe  sucbe  a  yefle  passeth 
His  poore  estate:  and  than  he  lasseth. 
And  asketh  but  a  litell  peny, 
If  that  the  kynge  wolde  yeae  hym  ony. 

The  kioge  answerd,  it  waes  to  smalle 
For  him,  which  was  a  lorde  rialle, 
To  yeue  a  man  so  litell  thinge. 
It  were  Tnworship  in  a  kyngew 

By  this  ensample  a  kyrige  maie  lere, 
That  for  to  yeue  is  in  maneire. 
For  if  a  kinge  bis  tresour  lasseth 
With  out  honour,  and  thankelesse  passeth, 
Whan  he  him  selfe  will  so  begile, 
I  not  who  shall  conipleine  łiis  wbile» 
Ne  who  by  right  bim  shall  releue. 
But  netheles  tbis  I  beleoe. 
To  helpe  with  his  owne  łonde 
Belongeth  euery  mau  hn  hondę 
To  set  vpon  neces&itee. 

And  eke  his  kinges  rialtee 
Mote  euery  liege  man  comforle 
With  good  and  bodie  to  mpporte^ 
Whan  thei  see  cause  resonable. 
For  who  that  is  not  entendable 
To  holde  vp  right  his  kinges  name^ 
Him  ooght  for  to  be  to  blune. 
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NoU  hic  secnndam  Aństotelem  ąuiliter  princi- 
piuD  prodigalitas,  paupertatem  inducik  com- 
munem. 

Of  policie  and  ouer  morę 
To  speke  io  this  mater  morę, 
So  u  the  phtiosopbre  tolde, 
A  kinge  after  the  reule  is  holde 
To  modiOe,  and  to  adresse 
His  yeftes  vpbn  suche  largesse, 
Tfaat  he  measure  noaght  excede. 

Sal.  Sic  a1i»  bcndacito,  vt  tibi  non  neciat. 

Fos  jf  a  kinge  falle  in  to  nede, 

It  canaeth  ofte  sondrjr  thioj^ 

Whicbe  are  Tog oodly  to  the  kiiiget. 

Wbat  Dian  wille  oot  him  selfa  mesare, 

Heo  teen  fali  .ofte,  that  measure 

Him  bath  forsake :  and  go  doth  hee, 

That  Tseth  prodigąlitee, 

Whicfae  is  the  mother  of  pouerte, 

Wherof  the  londes  ben  deierte. 

And  namely  whan  thitke  vice 

A  boue  a  kinge  ataat  in  office. 

And  hatfa  with  holde  of  hi$  partie : 

Tbe  couetoas  flatcrie :     - 

'Whiche  many  a  worthy  kyhge  deceiuethy 

Er  he  the  £»IJaee  perceiueth 

Of  hem,  that  seraen  to  tbe  głoee. 

Por  thei  that  conne  pkaaą  and  gloee, 

Ben  as  men  tellen,  the  noricea 

17 oto  the  fostringe  of  the  ficesy 

Wherof  fali  ofte  netheles 

A  kynge  tt  bfained  gylteles. 

toaliter  in  principnm  cnriis  adolatores  trisplici 
granitate  ofiendunt. 

A  PHIŁOSOPBER,  ai  thou  shalt  here, 

Spake  to  a  kynge  of  this  matere. 

And  seyd  bym  well  how  that  flatours 

Coulpable  were  of  thre  errours. 

Ooe  was  tovarde  the  goddes  hie, 

That  weren  wrotfa  of  tbat  they  sie 

Tbe  mischiefe,  whicbe  befall  shnlde 

Of  tfaat  the  fa}9  flatour  tolde 

Towarde  the  kynge.    Au  other  was : 

Whan  thei  by  sieight  and  by  falias 

Of  feigned  wordes,  make  hyra  vene»  / 

That  blacke  is  wbite,  and  ble\i'  is  grene, 

Tonchende  of  his  condicion. 

For  whan  he  doth  extorcion, 

Witb  many  an  otber  rice  mo, 

Mea  sball  not  fynde  one  of  tbo 

To  gratche  or  speake  there  ageine. 

Bat  bolden  Tp  his  oyle,  and  seyne  : 

That  all  is  well,  wbat  euer  be  doth. 

And  thns  of  fsls  thei  maken  sotb, 

So  tbat  ber  kynges  eie  is  blent. 

And  wote  not  howe  the  worłde  is  went. 

Tbe  thifde  errour  is  harme  commune, 
With  whicbe  the  people  mote  oommane 
Of  wronges,  that  thei  bringen  iane. 
And  thos  they  werchen  trehie  siane, 
That  ben  flatours  abont  a  kynge. 
There  might  be  no  warta  tiiynga 
About  a  kynges  regalie, 
Than  is  the  vłce  of  flaterie. 
And  netheles  it  bathben  Tsed. 
That  łtVas  neuer  yet  icfesed^ 


As  for  to  speke  in  courte  riall. 
For  there  it  is  most  speciall. 
And  maie  not  ionge  be  forbóre. 
But  when  tbis  vice  of  hem  is  borę, 
Tbat  shulde  tbe  rertoes  forth  bryngę. 
And  troutbe  is  torned  to  lesynge : 
It  is,  as  who  settb  against  kyskde, 
Wherof  au  olde  ensample  I  fynde. 

Hic  loąuitur  super  eoilem,et  narrat,  qood  cum  Dio- 
genes  et  Aristippus  phik>SQphi  a  sooUs  Athen. 
ad  Cartagioem,  vode  orti  fneruni  renertissent, 
Aristippus  Curie  principis  sui  familiaris  adhe- 
sit :  Dtogenes  vero  io  quodam  mancinnculo  suo 
studio  yacans  permanstt:  et  contigit,  qui  cum 
ipse  quodam  die  ad  finem  orti  sai  super  ripam 
herbas  quas  elegerat,  ad  olera  lauaaset,  Super- 
uenit  ex  casu  Aristippus,  dizitqoe  m :  O  Dio- 
genes,  certę  si  prineipt  tuo  placera  scires  tu  ad 
olera  tna  lauanda  non  indigeres.  Coi  ille  rea- 
pondit :  O  Aristippe,  Certę  si  tu  olera  tua  łaoare 
scires,  te  in  blandiciis  et  adnlationibus  principi 
tuo  seroire  non  oporteret 

Amongb  these  other  tales  wise 

Of  philosophers  in  this  wise 

I  redę  howe  wbilome  two  there  were^ 

And  to  tbe  schole  for  to  lere 

(Jnto  Athenes  fro  Cartage 

Her  frendes  whan  they  were  of  aga, 

Hem  sende :  and  there  they  studen  Ionge, 

Ti II  thei  suche  lorę  haoe  vnderfonge, 

That  in  ber  tyme  tbey  surmounte 

Ali  other  men :  tbat  to  accounte 

Of  hem  was  tbo  tbe  great  famę. 

Tbe  firste  of  hem  bis  right  name 
Was  Diogenes  than  hote, 
In  whom  was  founda  no  riote. 

His  fclawe  Aristii^pus  hight, 
Which  mochcl  coutbe,  and  mochel  migbi. 
But  at  last  sOothe  to  seyne 
They  both  tumen  home  ayene 
Uoto  Cartbage,  and  schole  lete. 
Tliis  Diogenes  no  beyete 
Of  worldes  good,  or  lasse  or  mora 
Ne  sought  for  his  Ionge  iore. 
But  toke  bym  only  for  to  dwelle 
At  borne  :  and  as  the  bokes  telle, 
His  house  was  nigh  to  a  rinere 
Bfside  a  brigge  as  tliou  shalte  here. 
There  dwelletb  be,  and  takth  his  rest, 
So  as  it  thought  hym  for  the  best 
To  studie  in  his  philosophie,  ' 
As  he,  which  wolde  so  defie 
The  worldes  pompę  on  euery  side. 

But  Aristippe  his  boke  a  side 
Hath  leyde :  and  to  the  courte  be  wenta 
Where  many  a  wyle,  and  many  a  wenta 
Witb  flaterie  and  wordes  softe 
He  caste,  and  hath  compassed  ofte 
Howe  he  his  pńnce  might  please. 
And  in  this  wise  he  gate  bym  ease, 
Of  vayne  hononr  and  worldes  good, 
The  londes  rule  vpon  hym  stoode. 

The  kynge  of  hym  vnA  wondre  glad, 
And  all  was  do,  what  thynge  he  bad, 
Botbe  in  the  courte,  and  eke  without. 
With  flaterie  be  broucht  about 
His  purpos  of  tbe  worldes  werke,      ^ 
Whicbe  was  ayene  tbe  state  of  clerke : 
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So  that  phłlosopliie  he  lefte, 
And  to  riches  hym  selie  vp  lefte. 

Ło  thoB  biul  Arlstippe  his  will. 
But  Diogeoes  dwelte  still 
At  home,  and  loked  on  bis  boke, 
He  soagbl  nOt  tbe  worldes  croke 
For  vayne  honour>  ne  for  ricbesse. 
But  all  bis  hertes  besinesie 
He  sette  to  be  vertaous. 
And  Uraa  within  his  owne  hoof 
He  Ihietb  to  tbe  suffisance 
Of  bis  hauinge,  and  fell  percbance 
Tbis  Diogene  vpon  a  datę. 
And  tbat  was  in  tbe  month  of  maie, 
Whan  tbat  tbese  berbes  ben  holsome, 
Ue  walketh  for  to  getber  some 
In  his  gardeinei  of  whicbe  his  ioutes 
He  tbougbt  to  haue,  and  thus  aboutes 
Wban  be  hath  gadred  what  bim  liketb, 
He  set  bim  than  downe  and  piketh, 
And  wishe  bis  berbes  in  tbe  floode, 
Upon  tbe  wbiche  bis  garden  stoode 
Ktgb  to  the  brigge,  as  I  tolde  ere. 
And  bapneth  wfaile  be  sittetb  there,    . 
Cam  Aristippus  by  tbe  streate 
Witb  many  hors  and  routes  greate, 
And  straagbt  Tnto  the  bregge  he  rode, 
Wbere  that  he  boued  and  abode. 
For  as  he  cast  his  eie  nigh, 
His  felawe  Diogene  he  sigb. 
And  what  be  dede  be  sigh  also, 
Wberof  he  saide  to  him  tho. 

O  Diogene  god  the  spode. 
It  were  certes  litei  nede 
To  sitte  here  and  wortes  ptke, 
If  thou  thy  prince  coudest  like, 
So  as  I  can  in  my  degree. 
,  O  Aristtppe  (agaeyne  quod  be) 
If  that  thou  coudest  so  as  I 
Thy  wortes  picke  truely, 
It  were  as  litell  nede  or  lasse, 
Tbat  thou  so  worldly  woU  compasse 
Witb  flaterie  for  to  senie: 
Wberof  thou  thynkestfor  to  deseme 
Thy  princes  thonke,  and  to  purchace 
How  thou  might  stonde  in  his  grsce, 
For  gettynge  of  a  littell  good. 
If  thon  wolt  taka  in  to  thy  modę 
Reason :  thou  might  by  reason  deme, 
Tbat  80  thy  prince  for  to  quemey 
Is  not  to  reason  accordant. 
But  it  is  greatly  discordant. 
Unto  the  scholes  of  Athene. 

Lo  thus  answerde  Diogene 
Ageyne  the  clerkes  flaterie. 
But  yet  men  seyne  tbessamplarie 
Of  Aristippe  is  well  receiued. 
And  thilke  of  Diogene  is  w^ued. 
Office  in  courte,  and  golde  in  coffer 
Is  nowe,  men  seyn,  the  philosopher, 
Whicbe  hath  the  worship  in  the  hall. 
But  flaterie  passeth  all 
In  chambre,  wbom  the  court  auanceth. 
For  ▼pon  thilke  lotte  it  chancetb 
To  be  beloued  nowe  a  daie. 

Nota  exemplnm  cuiusdam  poetę  dc  Italia,  qut 
Dantes  VQcat»atur« 

1  MOT  if  it  be  ye  or  naie. 


Howe' Dante  the  poetę  answerde 
To  a  flatoofy  the  tale  I  berde. 
'  Upon  a  fe-trife  betwene  hem  two, 
He  said  hym,  tbere  ben  many  mo 
Of  thy  seniantes  tban  of  myne. 
For  the  poetę  of  his  couine 
Hath  nonę,  tbat  wtl  hym  cloth  and  fede: 

But  a  flatour  maie  nile  and  lede 
A  kynge  with  all  bis  londe  about. 
So  stant  tbe  wlse  man  in  dout 
Of  hem,  that  to  foly  drawe. 
For  suche  is  nowe  the  comiDon  lawę 
And  as  the  commune  voyce  it  telleth, 
Wbere  nowe  that  flaterie  dwelłeth 
In  euery  londe  rnder  the  soone, 
There  is  fuli  many  a  thinge  begonne, 
Whicbe  were  better  to  be  lefte, 
That  hath  be  sbewcd  nowe  and  efte.   • 

But  if  a  prince  bim  woMe  rule 
Of  the  Romayns  after  the  reule, 
In  thilke  tyme  as  it  was  vsed, 
Tbis  vice  shulde  be  refused, 
Wberof  tbe  princis  ben  assoted. 
But  wbere  tbe  playne  trouth  is  noted, 
There  maie  a  prince  wel  conceyne, 
That  he  shall  nought  him  selfe  deceyue 
Of  that  be  hereth  wordes  playne. 
For  bim  ther  nougbt  by  reason  playne, 
Tbat  wamed  is,  er  hym  be  wo, 
And  that  was  lully  proued  so, 
Whan  Romę  was  the  worldes  chiefe, 
The  sooth  sayer  tho  was  leefe, 
Whiche  wolde  not  the  trouth  spare. 
But  with  his  worde,  playne  and  bare, 
To  themperoor  his  sotbes  tolde, 
As  in  cronicke  it  is  witholde, 
Here  afterwarde  as  thou  sbslt  bere^ 
Acordend  vnto  this  matere. 

Hic  etiam  contra  yicium  adulationis  ponit  ezem- 
plum :  et  narrat,  quod  cum  nuper  Romanoram 
imperator  contra  suos  hostes  rictoriam  obtinais- 
set,  et  cum  palma  triuuiphi  in  Trbero  redire  de- 
buisset,  ne  ipsum  inanis  glorie  altitudo  super 
extolleret,  licitum  liiit  pro  illo  die,  qnod  mus 
quisque  peiora,  que  sue  condicionis  agnosoeret, 
in  aores  suas  apcins  exc1amaret :  Tt  sic  gaudium 
cum  dolore  compesceret,  et  adulantum  Tooes, 
si  que  fuerant,  pro  minimo  couiputaret. 

To  see  this  olde  eniamplarie, 
Tbat  whilom  was  no  flaterie 
Towarde  the  princis,  wel  1  finde, 
Wberof  so  as  it  comthe  to  rosmde 
My  sonne  a  tale  ynto  thin  ere 
(Wbile  that  the  worthy  princes  were 
At  Romę)  I  thinke  for  to  telle. 

Por  whan  the  chances  so  befelle, 
That  any  emperour  as  tho 
Victorie  had  rpon  bis  fo. 
And  so  fortb  came  to  Romę  agayne, 
Of  treble  honour  he  was  certayne. 
Wherof  that  he  was  magnifiod. 

Tbe  firste,  as  it  is  specifted, 
Was,  whan  he  cam  at  thilke  tide, 
Tbe  charę,  in  whiche  he  shuld  ride, 
Foure  wbite  stedes  shulde  it  drawe. 

Of  lupiter  by  thilke  lawę 
The  cote  he  shulde  were  also. 
His  prisoners  eke  shalden  go 
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Biidton(^  the  chaie  oa  eytber  bonde. 

And  all  the  nobleiM)  of  the  loode 

Tofbre  and  after  with  bim  come 

Ridend^and  brdbgbten  bim  to  Romę, 

lu  tokeo  of  bis  cbiualrie: 

And  for  Done  otfaer  fiaterie. 

Ind  that  was  sbewed  forth  witb  all, 

Wbere  he  tatte  in  his  charę  riall, 

Beside  bim  was  a  ribaud  set, 

Whiche  bad  bis^worde  so  beset 

To  themperoar  in  all  bis  glorie 

He  saide:  take  in  to  moaiorie. 

For  all  tbis  pompę,  and  all  tbis  pride 

JUt  DO  iostice  gon  a  side, 

fiut  knowe  thy  selfe,  w  bat  so  befiille. 

For  men  aeen  often  tyme  (alle 

Tbinge,  wbicbe  men  wende  siker  stonde. 

Tboagb  thou  rictorie  baoe  on  hondę, 

Fortnne  maie  not  stonde  alway : 

The  wbele  percbaance  another  daye   ' 

Maie  tome,  and  tbun  oner  tbrowe, 

There  lastetb  no  thmge  but  a  tbrowe. 

With  these  wordes  and  with  mo, 
Tbis  ńbaulde,  wbicbe  sate  witb  bim  tho^ 
To  tbemperour  his  tale  tolde. 
lod  ouermore  what  euer  he  woUle, 
Or  were  it  euyll,  ur  were  it  good, 
80  piajrnly  as  the  trouth  stood, 
fle  spareth  not,  but  speketh  it  oute. 
And  so  might  euery  man  aboate 
The  daie  of  that  solemnitee 
His  tale  tell  as  wele  as  hee, 
To  themperonr  all  openly. 
And  all  was  tbts  the  cause  wby, 
That  while  be  stode  in  bis  noblesse, 
He  shulde  his  Tanitće  expre8se 
With  suche  wordes  aa  he  heide. 

Hic  ponit  exemp1vm  super  eodem,  et  narrat,  quod 
eodem  die,  qno  imperator  introotsatus  iu  palacio 
mo  regioab  conuiaium  iu  maiori  leticia  sedisset, 
ministń  sui  sculptores  prorederant  alta  voce 
dicentes:  O  imperator  dic  nobis,  cuios  formę, 
et  Tbi  tambam  sculpturc  tue  fiiciemus:  Tt  sic 
niorte  remorsus  hnius  vite  blandtcias  obtempeiw 
aret. 

Ło  nowe  bowe  thilke  tyme  ferde 
Towarde  so  bighe  a  worthy  lorde. 
For  tbis  I  flnde  eke  of  recorde, 
Whiche  the  cronike  hath  auctorizedy 
What  emperoor  was  entronized, 
The  fyrst  day  of  his  corone, 
Wbere  be  was  in  his  royall  throne. 
And  beld  his  Cest  in  the  paleis, 
Sittend  Tpon  bis  hie  deis, 
Withall  the  luste  that  maie  be  gete, 
Whan  be  was  gladest  at  his  metę, 
And  euery  minstrell  bad  plaide, 
And  euery  dissour  bad  saide 
What  most  was  plesant  to  his  ere: 
Tban  at  last  canse  tn  there 
His  masons,  for  thei  shulde  craue, 
Wbere  that  he  wolde  be  begraue, 
And  of  what  stone  his  sepulture 
Thei  shulden  make,  and  what  sculpture 
He  wolde  ordeigne  therupon* 

Tho  was  there  ilatteńe  nonę, 
The  worthy  prince  to  beiape, 
Tbekynge  was  otherwise  shape 


With  good  counsaile:  and  otherwise 
Thei  were  hem  selfe  than  wise. 
And  vnderstoden  well  and  knewen, 
Whan  suche  softe  wyndes  blewen 
Of  flatterie  in  to  ber  eare, 
Thei  setten  nonght  ber  bertes  there. 
But  whan  thei  herde  wordes  feigned, 
The  playne  trouth  it  hath  disdeigned 
Of  hem  that  weren  so  discrete.   * 
Tho  toke  the  llaterer  no  beyete 
Of  bym,  that  was  his  prince  tho. 
And  for  to  prouen  it  is  so 
A  tale,  whiche  beMl  in  dede, 
In  a  cronike  of  Romę  I  redę. 

Hic  inter  alia  gęsta  Cesaris  narrat  rnum  ezem» 
plum  precipue  contra  illos,  qui  cum  in  aspectu 
principls  aliis  sapienciores  apparere  yellent, 
qoandoque  tamen  simulate  sapiencie  talia  com- 
mittont,  perquam  ceteris  stultiores  in  fine  com* 
probantur. 

CttAR  vpon  his  roya)l  trone^ 
Wbere  that  he  sat  in  his  personę. 
And  was  hiest  in  all  his  pris, 
A  man,  whiche  wulde  make  bym  wise, 
Feli  downe  kndende  in  his  presence» 
And  did  him  suche  a  reuerence, 
As  though  the  higbe  god  it  were. 

Men  hadden  great  meiuaile  there 
Of  the  worship,  whiche  he  dede. 

Tbis  man  aros  fro  thilke  stede. 
And  forth  with  all  the  same  tide 
He  goth  him  vp,  and  by  his  side 
He  set  bym  downc,  as  pere  and  pere. 
And  saide:  If  tbou  tbat  sittest  here 
Arte  god,  whiche  all  tbynges  might, 
Tban  haue  I  worshipped  a  right, 
As  to  the  god:  and  other  wise 
If  thou  be  not  of  thilke  assise,. 
But  art  a  man,  suche  as  am  I, 
Than  maie  1  sit  the  fast  by. 
For  we  be  bothe  of  o  kynde. 

Cesar  answerde,  and  saide:  O  blynde 
Thou  art  a  fole,  it  is  well  sene 
Upoa  thy  selfe.    For  if  thou  weno 
I  be  a  god,  thou  doste  amis 
To  sit,  wbere  tbou  seest  god  ia» 
And  if  1  be  a  man  aiso, 
Thou  hast  a  great  foly  do, 
Whan  thou  to  suche  one  as  sbałl  deie, 
The  worship  of  thy  god  alweie 
Hast  yeuen  so  vnwortbily. 

Thus  may  I  proue  redily, 
Tbou  art  not  wise.    And  tliei  tbat  hered, 
Howe  wisely  tbat  the  kynge  answerde, 
It  was  to  hem  a  newe  lorę, 
Wherof  thei  dreden  h^m  the  morę. 
And  brought  notbynge  to  bis  ere. 
But  if  it  trouthe  and  reason  were. 
So  ben  there  many  in  suche  a  wise, 
That  fcignen  wordes  Co  be  wise 
And  all  is  veraie  flatterie 
To  bym,  whiche  can  it  well  aspie. 

Nota  qua]iter  tsti  circa  principem  adtilatores  potinr 
a  curia  enpelli  quam  ad  regie  maiestatis  mu  nera 
acceptari  policia  suadeate,  deberent, 

Thb  kynde  flatterour  can  not  loue, 
But  for  to  bryng  bym  selfe  abooe. 
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For  bowe  that  euer  kis  maitter  hre, 

So  tbat  hym  selfe  stonde  out  of  care, 

Him  retcheth  nougbt    And  thus  fiiU  oile 

Deceiued  bene  with  wonles  softe 

The  kynges,  Łbąt  ben  innocent. 

Wherof  as  for  chastement 

The  wise  pfailosophre  saide : 

What  kynge  tbat  so  his  treasare  laidc 

UpoD  sncbe  folke,  be  batb  tbe  lesse. 

And  yet  ne  dotb  be  oo  laiig^sse, 

Butbarmeth  with  bis  owne  bonde 

Hym  selfey  and  eke  bis  owne  londe: 

And  tbat  many  a  sondry  weye, 

Wherof  i f  tbat  a  man  sball  seye, 

As  for  to  speake  in  generall, 

Where  suche  thynge  folleth  ouer  a11, 

Tbat  any  ktnge  bim  selfe  misrulc^ 

Tbe  pbtlosopbre  vpon  his  reule 

in  speciall  a  caose  set, 

Whłcbe  is  and  euer  batb  be  lette 

In  gouernance,  abonte  a  kinge 

Upon  tbe  miscbiefe  of  tbe  thinge. 

And  that,  be  seitb,  is  flaterie: 

Wherof  tofore  as  in  partiei- 

What  vice  it  is,  I  haue  declared. 

For  wbo  tbat  batb  bis  wit  bewai«d 

Upon  a  flatour  to  beleue, 

Wban  tbat  be  werieth  beśt  achieue 

His  good  worlde,  it  is  meste  fro. 

And  for  to  proMn  it  is  so, 

Ensamples  there  be  many  one, 

Of  wbicbe  if  tbou  wolt  knowe  one, 

It  is  beboueły  for  to  berę, 

What  whilom  feil  in  this  matere. 

Hic  loquitur  vlterins  de  consilio  adiriantum,  ąuo- 
tum  fabults  principis  aures  organizate  ventatis 
andłtum  capere  nequeunt.  Et  narrat  exemplum 
de  rege  Acbab,  pro  eo,  quod  ipse  prophecias 
fidelts  Micbee  recnsanit,  blandiciis,  que  adu- 
lantis  Zedecbie  adbesit,  reic  Syrie  Benedab  in 
campo  bełlator  ipsam  diaino  indicio  denictum 
interfecit. 

Amomgb  tbe  kynges  in  the  bibie 
I  fynde  a  tale,  and  is  credible, 
Of  bym  tbat  whilom  Achab  bight 
Wbicbe  bad  all  Israel  tó  right. 
But  wbo  tbat  coude  glosę  softe. 
And  flatter,  suche  be  sette  alofte 
In  great  estate,  aml  madę  hem  ricbe: 
Buttbey  tbat  speken  wordes  liche 
To  troutbe,  and  wolde  it  not  foibeare. 
Fot*  hem  was  nonę  estate  to  beare. 
Tbe  courte  of  smcbe  toke  nonę  hede, 
Till  at  last  vpon  a  nade 
Tbat  Benedad  kinge  of  5urrie 
Of  Israel  a  greatn  partie, 
Wbicbe  Ramoth  Galaad  was  botCy 
Hathseised:  and  of  tbat  riote 
He  toke  counceyla  in  sondry  wisc. 
But  not  of  hem,  tbat  weren  wise. 

And  netbeles  vpon  this  cas 
To  stangbtben  him,  for  losepbas 
Wbicbe  tban  was  kyiąge  of  ludee, 
Me  scnde  for  to  come,  as  hee, 
Wbicbe  through  frendsbip  and  aliance 
Was  nexte  to  hym  pf  acąueintance. 
For  loram  sonne  of  loupbatb, 
Aeabs  donghter  wedded  hath. 


Wbicbe  bight  h\re  Goodelie. 

And  thus  cam  into  Samarie 
Rynge  Toaapbat,  and  ba  foande  tbei« 
Tbe  kynge  Achab:  and  wban  tbei  weM 
To^tber  spekende  of  tfais  thyng, 
Tbis  losapbat  saietb  to  the  kynge, 
Howe  tbat  be  wolde  gladly  hare 
Some  tnie  propbet  in  thia  matere, 
Tbat  be  his  counsaile  migbt  ycne. 
To  what  poynt  it  shall  ba  dieoo. 

And  in  tbat  tyme  to  befolle 
There  was  suche  one  in  Israel, 
Wbicbe  sette  bym  all  to  flaterie. 
And  be  was  deped  Sedecbie: 
And  after  bym  Achab  batb  senL 
And  be  at  bis  commandament 
Tofore  hym  cam :  and  by  a  sleight 
He  batb  vpon  bis  head  oa  baight 
Two  large  bomes  set  of  brat. 
As  be  wbicbe  all  a  flattionr  was» 
And  gotb  rampende  as  a  lion. 
And  cast  bis  horne  vp  and  downa; 
And  bad  men  ben  of  good  aspeire. 
For  as  the  bornes  persen  tbe  eire, 
He  saith,  witbouten  resisteoce, 
So  wist  be  wełl  of  bit  science, 
Tbat  Benedad  is  ditcomfite. 

Wben  Sedecbie  Tpon  tbis  plite 
Hatb  tolde  tbis  tale  rato  bis  lorde 
Anooe  tbei  were  of  hit  acorde 
Propbetes  folse  many  mo. 
To  beare  vp  oyle,  and  al  tho 
Affermen  tbat,  whiche  be  batb  tolde : 
Wherof  tbe  kynge  Achab  was  bolde. 
And  yaue  hem  yeftes  all  aboota. 

But  losapbat  was  in  gfeat  double. 
And  belde  fantosma  all  tb«t  be  bardem 
Praiende  Achab  bowe  so  ferde, 
If  there  were  ony  other  man, 
Tbe  whiche  of  prophecie  can, 
To  berę  him  speke  er  that  tbei  gone. 
duod  Achab  than,  there  is  one, 
A  brotbel,  wbicbe  Micheas  bight: 
But  be  ne  comtłi  nooght  in  my  sight. 
For  be  hatb  longe  in  prisooe  leyn, 
Him  liked  neuer  yet  to  seyn, 
A  goódly  worde  to  my  pleasance. 
And  netbeles  at  thine  instaace 
He  sball  come  out:  and  tban  be  roaie 
Saie,  as  be  taide  many  a  daie. 
For  yet  be  takie  neuer  wele. 

Tho  losapbat  began  some  dele 
To  gladen  bym  in  hope  of  troutbe. 
And  bade  witbouten  any  sloutbe, 
Tbat  men  bym  sbuMe  fotte  anone. 

And  tbei  tbat  were  for  hym  gone, 
Wban  tbat  tbei  comen  where  be  wat, 
Tbei  tolden  Tnto  Micheat 
The  maner  howe  tbat  Sedechia 
,  Declared  batb  bis  prophecie. 
And  thempon  tbei  praien  bym  fiurc^ 
That  be  will  saie  no  ooutraire. 
Wherof  the  kynge  maie  be  ditpleasad. 
For  so  shall  eoery  man  be  eated. 
And  be  maie  belpe  hym  telfis  alto. 

Micheat  Tpon  troutbe  tho 
His  herte  set,  and  to  hem  saithe: 
All  that  bdonged  to  bis  foitbe 
,  (And  of  nonę  other  feigned  tbinge) 
Tbat  woU  be  tell  vnto  tbe  kynge, 
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Af  fcm  as  god  hath  yene  hym  grace. 
Huis  Gune  this  |>rophete  ia  to  place, 
Wliere  he  tbe  kyng^t  will  herde. 
Aad  be  tberto  anooe  aoswerde. 
And  laide  voto  bym  in  thts  wise: 
My  liege  lorde  ibr  my  sernice, 
WUch  trewe  bath  stoode  euer^it, 
Tboa  hastę  with  prisooe  me  acqaite. 
Sotfor  all  that  1  sball  not  glosę 
Of  troutbe  as  for  as  1  suppose, 
And  u  toucbendc  of  tby  batay  le. 
Tboa  ihalte  not  of  tbe  sotbe  fayle. 

For  if  łt  like  tbe  to  berę, 
As  I  am  taugbt  in  that  matere, 
Tkoa  mjąht  it  Tnderstonde  soone. 
fiut  what  is  aftenrarde  to  doone 
Aaise  tbe,  ibr  tbii  I  sie, 
I  «as  tofore  tbe  tione  on  hie, 
Wbeie  all  tbe  vor1de  me  tbought  stode, 
And  tbere  1  berde  and  rnderstode 
IV  Toyce  of  god  witb  wordes  clere, 
AKode^  and  sayde  in  this  manere: 
la  what  thiiige  maie  I  best  begylo 
The  kynge  Achab,  and  for  a  wbyle 
TJpon  tbis  poynt  they  speken  fest. 
Tbo  ayd  a  spirite  at  last, 
1  rndertake  tbis  croprise. 

And  fcod  bym  axetb  in  wbat  wiae.  * 
I  thill  (qnod  be)  deceiue  and  lie 
Wilb  fbterende  prophecie, 
lo  sncbe  montbes,  as  łie  leueth. 
Aod  he,  whicfae  all  tbinge  acbeuelb» 
Bsd  hym  go  fortb,  and  do  right  so. 

Andaner  tbis  I  a»igh  also 
Tbe  nobte  people  of  Israel 
Dispen,  as  sh^ie  vpon  an  hille 
^itboot  a  keper  vnaraied : 
And  ss  tbey  wenten  aboat  astraied 
I  benie  a  Toyce  ynto  bem  seyne : 

Goth  borne  in  to  your  hbue  ayene» 
Td  I  for  you  bane  better  ordeined, 

Saod  Sedecbi  thou  hast  feigued 
Tbis  (ale,  id  angringe  of  tbe  kynge, 
Aad  in  a  wrathe  Tpón  tbis  tbinge 
Be  notę  Micbe  vpon  tbe  cheke. 

The  kinge  bin&  bath  rebuked  cke, 
Aad  cnery  man  vpoo  bim  cride. 
TbHf  was  be  sbente  on  enery  aide, 
Ayene  and  in  to  priaona  ladde. 
^  9D  tbe  kinge  bim  selfe  badde. 
The  troutb  might  nougbt  ben  berde. 
Bot  aft«nrard  as  it  hath  fisnle 
Thedede  proneth  bis  entent. 
Acbab  to  tbe  baUyle  went. 
^bere  Benedail  for  all  his  shelde 
Rim  dougb,  so  that  ypon  the  ftfde 
Hit  people  goth  aboate  a  straie. 
^  god,  whicbe  all  thinges  maie, 
So  ditb,  that  tbey  no  mtschiefe  hatie. 

Her  kynge  wasdead,  and  they  be  saue, 
Aad  hofńe  ageyn  in  goddes  pees 
Tbey  wentę,  and  all  waa  founde  sees, 
1Vt  Meefaie  hath  saide  tofore : 

So  sit  it  well  a  kynge  therefore 
To  looe  tbem,  that  trouth  mene. 
Forat  last  it  wille  be  sene, 
That  flaterte  ia  nothin^e  worthe. 

Bot  nowe  to  my  matter  forthe, 
^  for  to  speken  oner  morę, 
After  the  phOoaophtrs  lorę, 
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The  thirde  poynte  of  policia 
1  thinke  for  to  specifie. 


Propter  tramgreasos  leges  statuuntur  in  orbe, 

Vt  Tiuant  iusti  regis  honore  viri. 
Lea  sine  iusticta,  populum  sub  principis  vmbra 

Deuiat,  vt  rectum  nemo  videbititer. 

Hic  tractat  de  tercia  principom  legis  policia  qua 
iusticia  nominata  est,  caius  condicio  legibus  in 
cormpta  Tnicuique  quod  suom  est  equo  pondero 
distribuit. 

What  is  a  londe,  where  men  be  nonę? 
What  ben  the  men,  whiche  are  allone, 
Without  a  kinges  gouernance?       > 
What  18  a  kynge  in  his  ligeance, 
Where  that  tbere  is  no  lawę  in  londe? 
Wbat  is  to  take  lawę  on  bonde, 
Bnt  if  the  Iiiges  ben  trewe? 

These  olde  worldes  with  the  newe 
Wbo  that  will  take  in  euidence 
Tbere  maie  he  se  experience, 
What  tbinge  it  is  to  kepe  lawę, 
Throogh  which  wronges  be  withdrawe. 
And  rigbtwisencs  stante  commended, 
Whereof  the  reignes  ben  amended. 

For  where  the  lawę  maie  commune 
The  lordes  forth  with  the  commune^ 
Eche  hath  his  propre  deutee. 
And  eke  the  kinges  riattce 
Of  bothe  his  worship  vnderfongeth. 
To  his  estate  aa  it  belongeth: 
Whiche  of  his  high  worthinesse 
Hath  to  goueme  rightwisnesse, 
As  he  whiche  shall  the  lawe  guide. 

And  netheles  vpon  some  side ' 
His  power  stant  ąi)oue  the  lawe, 
To  yene  both  and  to  withdrawe 
The  forfet  of  a  mannes  life. 
But  thiuGres,  whiche  are  azcesMife 
Ayen  the  lawe,  he  shalł  not  do 
For  luue,  ne  for  hate  also. 

Imperatoriam  maiestatem  non  solum  armts  sed 
etiam  legibus  opurtet  esse  armatam. 

The  mightes  of  a  kinge  be  gret: ' 
Butyet  a  worthie'  kinęe  shall  let 
Of  wronge  to  done,  all  that  he  might. 
Por  he  whiche  shall  the  people  right, 
It  sit  well  lo  his  regalie 
That  he  bim  selfe  first  iUstiAe 
Towardes  god  in  his  dcgree. 
For  his  estate  is  elles  frce 
Towarde  all  other  in  his  personę, 
Saue  onely  to  the  god  atune, 
Whiche  will  hym  selfe  a  kynge  chastise^ 
Where  that  nonę  other  maie  suffise. 
So  were  it  good  to  taken  hede,.    . 
That  fyrst  a  kynge  \m  ownc  dede, 
Betweno  the  virtue  and  tbe  vice, 
Redresse,  and  than  of  his  iustice 
To  set  i n  euen  the  balance 
Towardes  other  iu  g^uernance, 
That  to  the  poore,  and  to  the  richa 
His  law«8  mighten  stonden  liche, 
He  shalli  excepte  no  persono. 
Bat  for  be  maie  not  all  hym  one 
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In  sondry  places  do  iusticej 

He  shall  of  his  riall  office 

WHh  wise  consideracjon 

Ordcine  his  deputacion 

Of  suche  iudges,  as  ben  lerncd, 

So  that  bis  people  be  gouertied 

By  hem,  that  true  beo  and  wise. 

For  if  tbe  lawę  of  couetise 

Be  set  vpon  a  iudges  hondę: 

Wa  is  tbe  people  of  tbtlke  loode. 

For  wronge  maie  not  hym  sełuen  hide. 

Bat  els  oo  that  other  side, 

If  lawę  stonde  witb  tbe  right, 

The  people  is  glad,  and  stont  yprigbt. 

•Where  as  the  lawę  is  reasonable 

Tbe  common  people  stant  meuable. 

And  if  tbe  lawę  torne  a  mis, 

The  people  also  ibistorned  is. 

Nota  hic  de  iosticia  MaxiiBini  imperatoriSy  qui 
cnm  alićuias  prouincie  custodem  sibi  constitu- 
ere  voIebat,:priiDO  de  sui  nominis  fama  procla- 
maciońe  facta  ipsias  eondicionem  diligencias 
inuestigabat. 

Ahd  in  ensample  of  this  matere 

Of  Maximin  a  man  maie  here, 

Of  Romę  whiche  was  emperour: 

That  wban  be  madę  a  gouemour 

By  weie  of  substitucion, 

Of  prottince  or  of  region, 

He  wolde  first  enquire  his  name, 

A  ad  lete  it  openly  proclame 

yrbat  man  be  were,  or  eaill  or  good. 

And  vpon  that  his  name  stoode 

Enclined  to  Tertue  or  to  vice, 

So  wolde  be  set  hior^  in  office: 

Or  elles  puŁ  hym  all  aweye. 

Thus  belde  the  ławę  his  right  weye, 

"Wbich  fonde  no  let  of  couetise. 

Tbe  worlde  stode  than  vpon  the  wise, 

As  by  ensample  thou  migbt  redę, 

And  hoMe  itin  the  minde  I  redę. 

Hic  ponit  ezemplum  de  iudicibus  incorruptis:  et 
oarratąualiter  Caius  Fabricius  nnper  Romę  eon* 
sul  nurum  a  Sampnitibus  sibi  oblatam  renuit 
dicens,  quod  nobilius  est  aarum  possideates  do- 
minio  subiagare,quam  es  auri  cupiditate  dominii 
libertatem  ftmittere. 

In  a  cronike  I  fynde  thns, 
Howe  that  Caius  Fabricius, 
Whiche  whilomc  was  consul  of  Romę, 
By  whome  tbe  lawes  ycde  and  come. 
"Whan  the  Samnites  to  hym  brougbt 
A  somme  of  golde,  and  bim  besought 
To  dón  hem  faoour  in  the  lawę. 
Toward  the  golde  he  gan  him  drawc, 
Wherof  in  aU  mennes  loke 
Parte  vp  iń  his  hondę  be  toke, 
"Whiche  to  his  mouth  in  all  hastę 
He  put  i t  for  to  smelle  and  taste. 
And  to  his  eie,  ahd  to  bis  ere: 
But  he  ne  founde  no  comforte  tbere. 
And  than  he  gan  it  to  despise. 
And  tolde  vnto  bem  in  this  wise : 

1  not  what  is  witb  goldc  to  thriue 
Wban  nonę  of  all  my  wittes  fiue 
Finde  sauour  ne  delite  therin. 
80  is  it  twt  ft  nice  giniM 
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Of  golde  to  ben  to  cduetouse. 
But  he  is  riche  and  gloriouse» 
Whiche  bath  in  his  subieccioa 
Tho  men,  whiche  in  possessioo 
Ben  riche  of  golde,  and  by  this  skill* 
For  he  maie  all  daie  whan  he  will,- 
Or  be  hem  left  or  be  hem  lothe 
Ittstice  dooe  vpoD  hem  both. 

Ło  thus  he  sayd,  ąnd  with  that  worde 
He  threwe  tofore  hem  on  the  borde  I 

Tbe  golde  out  of  his  hondę  anone :  i 

And  sayd  hem,  that  he  wolde  nonę. 
So  that  be  kepte  his  łibertee 
To  do  lustice  and  equitee, 
Without  iucre  of  suche  richesse. 
Tbere  ben  nowe  fewe  of  suche  1  gesse. 
For  it  was  thilke  tymes  vsed, 
That  euery  ludge  was  refused, 
Wbiobe  WB$  not  finende  to  common  right^ 
But  thei  that  wolden  stonde  vp  right. 
For  trouthe  only  to  do  lustice 
Preferred  were  iu  thilke  office. 
To  deme  and  iudge  coomion  lawę, 
Whicb  nowe  m<en  sayn  is  all  witbdrawe. 

To  sette  a  lawę  and  kepe  it  nought» 
Tbere  is  no  commune  profite  sought. 

But  aboue  all  netheles 
The  lawę,  whiche  is  madę  for  pees, 
Is  good  to  kepe  for  the  beste. 
For  that  setteth  all  men  in  reste. 

Hic  narrat  de  insticia  nuper  Conradi  imperatoris, 
cuius  tempore  alicuius  reuerencia  personę  aliqo8 
scu  precum  interuencione  quacunque  vel  auri 
redempcione  legum  statuta  commntari  teu  redi- 
mi  nuUatenus  potuerunŁ 

Thb  rightful  ennperor  Conrade 

To  kepe  peas  suche  lawę  madę, 

That  nonę  within  tbe  ciCee 

In  disturbance  of  vnitee 

Durst  ones  meuen  a  matere. 

For  in  his  tyme,  as  thoa  myght  here, 

What  poynte  that  was  for  lawę  sette, 

It  sbulde  for  no  good  be  lette. 

To  what  persoqe  that  it  were: 

And  tbis  brought  in  tbe  common  fiBre, 

Why  euery  man  the  lawę  diad. 

For  tbere  was  nonę,  whiche  faoour  had. 

Nota  exempUim  de  constantia  iudicis,  vbi  narrat 
de  Carmidotiro  Romę  nuper  consule,  qut  cum 
sui  statuti  legem  nescius  ofiendlssct,  Romani 
que  super  hoc  penam  sibi  remittere  Yoluisseot, 
ipse  prupria  manu,  vbi  nullus  alius  in  ipsum  via- 
dez  fuit,  sui  crimiois  viodictam  ezecutus  cst 

■ 

So  as  these  olde  bokes  sayne 
I  fynde  writtcr,  howe  a  romayne 
Whiche  consul  was  of  the  pretoire 
Wbose  name  was  Carmidotoire 
He  sette  a  lawę  for  the  pees, 
That  nonę  but  he  be  wepenles 
Shall  come  into  the  counseyle  bous* 
And  elles  as  malicious 
He  shall  ben  of  the  lawę  dede. 

To  that  statute,  and  to  tbat  redę 
Accorden  all,  it  shall  be  so^ 
For  certeyne  caiue  whiche  wat  tk^ 
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Ttowe  list  wh«fc  fili  t1i«nifter  soone. 
Thit  Coasttl  had  for  to  doone. 
And  was  in  to  the  feldet  jidAe. 
And  thei  bym  hmA  looge  sbńdde,    • 
That  lordes  of  tb«  comiteylc  wtrt, 
And  for  bym  Mftide,  and  he  cafn  there 
With  sirerde  begirde,  aod  bath  foryete, 
Till  he  was  in  tbe  conowyle  setę. 
Was  Done  of  bem  that  madę  specbe, 
TOI  he  bym  selft  it  woMe  secbe. 
And  (bodę  oat  tbe  defisut  bym  selfe. 
And  tban  he  sayde  tiUo  the  tweUe, 
Wbiche  of  tbe  senate  weren  wiae. 
I  haue  dt^serned  the  iaise 
In  baste  that  it  were  do. 

And  thei  bym  sayden  all  no. 
For  well  theł  wift  it  wat  no  rice; 
Whan  he  ne  thooght  no  malice 
Bot  oneliche  of  a  litell  słontb. 
And  tbns  thei  leften  as  for  ronth 
To  do  iostice  ▼pon  bis  gytte. 
For  that  he  shulde  not  be  spylte. 
And  wbAn  be  sigh  the  maners  bowt 
Thei  woide  bim  saoe,  be  modę  aaowe 
With  manlbU  herte,  and  tbns  he  sayde. 
That  Romę  sbalde  nener  abrayde' 
Hit  heires,  whan  be  were  of  daire» 
That  ber  aaocestre  brake  tbe  lawę. 
For  thy  er  that  thei  weren  ware 
Forthwitb  tbe  same  swerdc  be  bare 
The  itatate  of  his  lawę  kepte, 
Soth^  all  Romę  bis  deibe  bewepte. 


Nota  qnod  fiilai  iudices  mortis  pena  pnniendt  snnt. 
Narrai  enim  qvaliter  Cambyses  rtx  Persarum 
qnendaiii  iodicem  coroptam  excoriari  viaum 
fecit,eiaaque  pelle  catbedram  iwKcialem  operiri 
coostituJŁ.  Ita  qQod  filius  siias  snper  patris 
pdlem  postea  pro  tribnnali 
sąaitatiem  euidenoias  memoraretur. 


sessurus,  iodicii 


Iv  anotber  place  aiso  I  redę, 

Where  tbat  a  ludge  bis  owne  dede 

He  woH  nought  renge  of  lawę  broke^ 

The  kynge  hath  bim  selfe  wroke. 

The  foneate  kynge,  it  wbicbe  Cambyies 

Was  bote,  a  lodge  lawles 

He  fooDdey  and  io  to  remembrance^ 

He  did  Tpon  bim  suche  yengeance. 

Oat  of  bis  skin  be  was  beflaine 
AUqmcke:  and  in  tbiit  wise  slaine, 
Io  that  bis  skin  was  sbape  all  metę. 
And  naiłed  on  the  same  setę, 
Wbere  that  his  sonne  shulde  sitte, 
Aaise  him  if  he  wolde  flitte 
The  lawę  tbr  the  couetisp, 
There  sawe  he  redie  his  luise. 

Tbns  in  defialte  of  other  ludge 
^  kynge  mote  otherwbile  indge, 
To  hołden  Tp  tbe  right  lawę. 
Md  for  to  speke  of  tbe  olde  dawe. 
To  take  ensample  of  tb&t  was  tho, 
1  inde  a  tale  written  olso, 
Ho«e  that  a  wortbie  prince  is  holde- 
IV  lawes  of  his  londe  to  holde. 
Fjmt  for  the  high  goddes  sake, 
Andeke  for  tbat  hIm  is  betake 
Tb<  p^ople  for  to  gntde  and  lede. 
Whicbę  \g  tbt  ^tm^  of  bis  klnge  hede. 


Hic  ponit  esemplum  de  principibus  iltis,  non  solum 
legcm  statuentes  illam  conseruant,  sed  vt  com- 
mune  bonom  adaugeent,  propriam  facultatem 
dimintiunt.  £Ł  narat,  quod  cum  Athen.  prin* 
ceps  subditos  soos  i  a  omni  prosperitatis  habun- 
dautia  diuites  et  Taaniroes  cuogruis  legibus  stare 
fecisse  volcn8»  ad  rtilitatem  reipublice  leges  il« 
las  firmiu%  obseruari  peregre  profecisse  nnxity 
sed  prius  iaramentum  solempne  a  legii^i  suit 
sub  hac  forma  exegft,  quod  ipsi  vsque  in  reditum 
smim  leges  suas  nullatenus  iufringerent,  qaibua 
ioratis  peregrinationem  suam  in  exilium  abBqu» 
redittt  perpetuo  delegauit. 

In  a  crooike  I  redę  tbns 
Of  tbe  rightftill  Łycurgus, 
Whicbe  of  Ath^nes  prince  was,- 
How  he  the  lawę  in  euery  cas, 
Wherof  he  shulde  his  people  rule» 
Hath  set  vpod  so  good  a  rule, 
In  all  this  wo^de  that  citee  nonę 
'  Of  lawe  was  so  well  begonc, 
[  Forthwitb  the  trouthe  of  gouernance^ 
There  was  antonge  bem  no  dlstance. 
But  euery  man  bath  his  encrees, 
•  There  was  withoutwcrre  pees, 
Without  enuie  loue  stoode, 
Ricbesse  vpon  the  communc  good, 
.  And  not  vpon  the  singuler, 
Ordeined  was,  and  the  power 
Of  bero,  tbat  weren  in  estate. 
Was  saufe,  wherof  ▼pon  debatę 
There  stode  notbinge,  so  tbat  in  reita 
Might  euery  man  his  herte  reste. 

And  whan  this  noble  rightfuU  Kynga 
Sigh  how  it  ferde  all  this  thinge, 
Wherof  the  people  stode  in  ease, 
He  whicbe  for  eoer  wolde  please 
The  high  god,  wboce  thonke  be  sought^ 
A  wonder  thinge  than  he  Itethought, 
Aod  shope,  if  that  it  might  be, 
Howe  that  his  lawe  in  the  citee 
Might  afterwarde  for  euer  laste. 
Aod  tbenipon  his  witte  he  caste, 
What  thinge  bym  were  best  to  iteyne, 
That  he  his  purpose  might  atteine. 
A  parlement  and  thus  he  sette 
His  wisdome  where  that  he  be  set 
In  audience  of  great  and  smalę, 
And  in  this  wise  he  tolde  his  tale: 

Ood  wote,  and  so  ye  woten  all, 
Herę  afterwarde  howe  so  it  &11, 
Yet  in  to  nowe  my  will  hath  bee 
To  do  lusŁice  and  equitee, 
In  fordringe  of  commune  proflite. 
Suche  hath  ben  euer  my  delite, 
But  of  one  thinge  I  am  be  knowe, 
The  whicbe  my  wiil  is  that  ye  knowe.     ■ 

Tbe  lawre,  wbiche  1  toke  on  hunde. 
Was  all  togeder  of  goddes  sondę. 
And  notbinge  of  myne  owne  wit, 
So  mote  it  nede  ^ndure  yit, 
Ąnd  sball  do  lenger,  if  ye  wił. 
For. I  wol  tell  you  the  skil. 

Tbe  god  Mercurius,  and  no  man, 
He  hath  me  taught,  all  that  I  can 
Of  snche  lawes  ^  I  madę,' 
Wherof  that  ye  ben  all  ^lade: 
It  was  the  god,  and  notbinge  I, 
W  bich  did  all  this:  And  nowe  for  tby 


•228 


GOW£R'S  POEMS. 


He  hath  commandedof  httgiBce, 
That  I  shalł  come  in  to  a  place, 
Whicb  is  foreine  out  in  an  y]e, 
Where  J  mote  tarie  for  a  wbiłe 
Włth  bim  to  speke,  and  be  bath  bede, 
Por  as  be  saietb,  in  thilke  stede 
He  shall  me  sucbe  tbinges  telle, 
That  euer  wbile  the  worlde  aball  dyrell, 
Athrnes  shall  the  better  fore. 
But  first  er  that  1  thider  farę. 
For  that  I  wolde  that  my  lawę 
Amonges  you  ne  be  withdrawe, 
There  wbiles  that  I  shall  be  oute. 
For  thy  to  setten  oute  of  doubte 
Botb  you  and  me,  tbus  woli  I  praie, 
That  ye  me  wolde  assure  aod  saie 
"With  suche  ao  othe,  as  ye  will  take, 
That  eche  of  yon  shall  Yndertake 
My  lawes  for  to  kepe  aod  holde. 

They  sayden  all,  that  they  wolde. 
And  there  vpon  thei  swore  there  otbe, 
That  fro  that  tyme,  that  he  gothe, 
Till  he  to  hem  come  ageyne, 
They  sbold  his  lawes  well  and  pleyne 
In  euery  poynt  kepe  and  fulfill. 
Tbus  bath  Lycurgus  bis  wille : 
And  toke  bis  leue,  and  fortb  he  went. 
But  list  nowe  well  to  what  entent 
Of  rigbtwisnesse  be  did  so. 

Tor  after  that  be  was  ago, 
He  shope  him  neuer  to  be  founde, 
So  that  Athenes,  which  was  bounde, 
Neuer  after  sbuld  be  releced, 
Ne  tbilke  good  lawę  seced, 
Whiche  was  for  coromune  profit  sette. 
And  in  this  wise  he  hath  it  knette. 
He  whicbe  the  commune  profite  sought 
The  kynge  his  owne  estate  ne  rought. 

To  do  profite  to  the  commune 
He  toke  of  ezile  the  foitune, 
And  lefte  of  prince  tbilkf  office 
Onely  for  loue  and  for  iustice, 
Through  which  be  thought,  if  that  b6  might 
For  euer  after  bis  detb,  to  right 
The  citee,  whiche  was  him  betake, 
Wberof  men  ought  eusample  take, 
The  good  lawes  to  auance, 
Witb  hem  whiobe  ynder  gouemance 
The  lawes  baue  for  to  kepe. 
For  wbo  that  wolde  take  kepe 
Of  hem  that  first  lawes  founde. 
Ais  ferre  as  lasteth  any  bounde 
Of  londe,  ber  names  yet  ben  knowe. 
And  if  it  like.  the  to  knowe 
Some  of  ber  names,  bowe  they  stonde, 
Nowe  berken,  and  thou  shalte  ▼nderstonde. 

Hic  ad  eorum  laodem,  qui  iusticie  causa  leges  sta- 
tuerunt ,  aliqttorum  nomina  specialios  comme- 
morat. 

Of  euery  benefile  the  merite 
Thę  god  bym  selfe  it  wol  acąuite. 
And  eke  fuli  ofte  it  falleth  su, 
The  worlde  it  woli  acquite  also. 
But  that  maie  not  ben  euen  liche, 
The  god  he  yeueth  the  heuen  riche, 
The  worlde  yeftb  onely  but  a  iiame, 
Whicbe  stont  vpon  tbe  good  famc 
Of  hem;  that  done  th.e  good.dede. 
And  iu  this  wisa  double  mede 


Receiuen  thei,  that  doae  weil  htre, 

Wberof  if  that  tbe  lyst  to  hen, 

After  the  iame  as  it  is  blowe, 

There  might  tbou  well  tbe  aotb  knowe, 

Howe  thilke  honest  besynesse 

Of  hem,  that  first  for  rightwisenesse 

Amonge  the  men  the  lawes  madę, ' 

Maie  neuer  vpou  this  earthe  &de. 

For  euer  while  there  is  a  tonge, 

Her  name  shall  be  redde  and  songe. 

And  holde  in  the  ćronike  write: 

So  tbat  the  men  it  shalden  wite 

To  speaken  good,  as  thei  well  oughteti 

Of  hem,  that  firste  the  lawes  soughteti,. 

In  fordrynge  of  tbe  worldes  pees. 

Unto  the  Hebrewes  waa  Moyses 

Tbe  fyrste:  and  to  the  Aegypciena 

Mercurius:  and  to  Troiens 

Fyrst  was  Numa  Pompilius: 

To  Athenes  Łycu^pis 

Yaue  fyrst  the  lawe,  vnto  gregoya 

Foronens  hath  tbilke  voyoe. 

And  Rumuloa  of  romayns: 

For  suche  men  tbat  ben  yilaypf 

Tbe  lawe  in  suche  a  wise  ordeinekb, 

Tbat  what  man  to  the  lawe  pleynetb^ 

Be  80  the  hidge  stande  Ypright^ 

He  shall  be  serued  of  his  right. 

And  so  ferforth  it  is  befall, 

Tbat  lawe  i«  come  amonge  ts  alU 

God  leue  it  mote  well  bene  holde, 

As  euery  kynge  therto  is  holde. 

Por  thynge,  whiche  is  of  kynges  sette, 
With  kynges  ought  it  not  be  lette. 
What  kynge  of  lawe  taketh  no  kepe. 
By  lawe  be  maie  no  royalme  kepe. 
Do  lawe  awaie,  what  is  a  kynge? 
Where  is  the  right  of  any  thynge 
If  that  there  be  no  lawe  iu  londe? 
This  ought  a  kynge  well  vnderif(ondey 
As  be  whicbe  is  to  lawe  swore, 
Tbat  if  the  lawe  be  forlore 
Withouten  execucion, 
It  makth  a  londe  tume  vp  so  donn, 
Whiche  is  vnto  tbe  kynge  a  sclaundre. 
Por  thy  vnto  kynge  Alisaudre 
Tbe  wise  pbilosophre  badde, 
Tbat  be  hym  selfe  fyrate  be  ladde 
Of  lawe,  aud  forth  tban  ouer  all 
To  do  iustice  in  generall : 
That  all  the  wyde  londe  aboute : 
Tbe  iustice  of  his  lawe  doubte : 
And  tban  shall  hc  stonde  in  rest. 
For  therto  lawe  is  one  the  best 
Aboue  all  otber  erthly  thynge 
To  make  a  liege  drede  his  kynge. 

But  howe  a  kynge  shall  gete  bym  loue 
Towarde  the  highe  god  aboue. 
And  eke  amonge  Ihe  men  in  erthe, 
This  nexte  poynt,  whicbe  is  the  fertbe 
Of  Aristotles  lore,  it  tecbeth, 
Wberof  who  tbat  the  tcbole  secheth 
What  policie  tłiat  it  is, 
The  boke  reheneth  after  this. 


Nil  rationis  habens,  vbi  relle  tyrannica  regaa 
Stripgit  amor  populi,  trapsiet  exul  ibi : 

Sed  pietas,  regnum  ąuae  conseruabit  iii  senun, 
Noa  taatuDi  populo,  sed  f»kicetUU  deo< 
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Hic  tractat  dc  ąutria  pnn^ipum  regiminitf  policia^ 
ąne  pietas  dicta  est,  per  quain*  principes  erga 
popułum  misericordes  efiecti,  misericordiam  al- 
tissimi  gracius  conseąuontur. 


It  nedeth  not,  tbat  1  delate 

The  price,  wbicbe  pieised  is  algat^,' 

And  bath  bene  euer,  and  eaer  shally 

Wberof  to  speake  in  speciall, 

It  is  the  vertne  of  Pitce, 

Thmogbe  whiche  tbe  bie  maiestee 

Was  stered,  wban  bis  sonne  aligbt. 

And  in  pitee  the  worlde  to  right, 

Toke  of  the  mayde  flessbe  and  blood: 

Pitee  was  caase  of  tbiłke  good^ 

Whecof  tbat  we  ben  all  saue. 

Weil  ougbtA  man  pitee  to  haae. 

And  the  Yertue  to  set  in  prh?e 

Whan  be  bym  selfe,  wbicbe  is  all  wise 

Hatb  sbewed,  wby  it  shall  be  preised. 

Pitee  maie  not  be  counterpeised 

Of  tyrannie  witb  no  peise. 

For  pitee  maktb  a  kynge  curteise 

Both  in  his  worde  and  in  bisdede. 

It  sit  well  euery  liege  drede 
His  kinge,  and  to  his  hest  obeye. 
And  right  so  by  tbe  same  weie 
It  sit  a  kynge  to  be  pitous 
Towarde  bis  p«ople  and  gracions 
Upon  tbe  renie  of  gouemance. 
^  tbat  be  worcbe  no  Tengeance; 
Wbicbe  maie  be  cleped  croeltee. 

lastice  whicbe  doth  eąnitee, 
Is  dredfnll,  for  be  no  man  sparetb. 
Bot  in  the  londe  where  pitee  fareth, 
Tbe  kynge  maie  neuer  Ćiyle  of  loue. 
For  pitee  tbroHgh  tbe  grace  aboue, 
So  as  tbe  boly  boke  a&rmed. 
His  reigne  iu  ffood  estate  confermed, 

Thapostell  lames  in  tbis  wise 
Seytb,  wbat  man  sbnlde  do  lutse, 
And  hatb  no  pitee  forth  with  all, 
The  dorae  of  bym,  wbicbe  denieth  all, 
He  maie  bim  selfe  fuli  sore  drede, 
Tbat  bim  shall  lacke  vpon  tbe  nede 
To  fynde  pitee,  whan  be  wolde. 
For  wbo  tbat  pitee  woli  beholde^ 
It  is  a  poynte  of  ChrisŁes  lorę. 
And  for  to  loken  ouermore 
It  is  bebooely,  as  we  fynde. 
To  reason  and  to  lawę  of  kinde. 

Cassodore  in  his  apprise  telleth, 
Tbe  reigne  is  saufe,  where  pitee  dwelletb. 

And  TulUus  his  tale  auowetb, 
And  sayth,  wbat  kinge  to  pitee  bowetb. 
And  witb  pitee  stont  onercome, 
He  bath  tbat  shelde  of  grace  nome, 
Whiche  the  kynges  yeueth  victoyre. 

Of  Aliaandre  in  his  histoyre 
I  redę,  bowe  he  a  worthy  knight* 
Of  sodeyn  wratb,  and  not  of  rigbt, 
Foriodged  bath:  and  he  appeleth. 
And  witb  that  worde  tbe  kynge  ąuareletb, 
And  saith*  Nonę  is  abone  me. 

That  wote  1  well  my  lorde  (qnod  he) 
Fro  thy  lordship  appeie  1  noiighl*, 
But  fno  thy  wrath  in  aH  my  thought 
To  tby  pitee  stant  rayn  appeie, 

Tbe  kynge,  wbicb  rnderstode  bim  wele^ 


Of  pure  pitee  yaue  bim  grace. 

And  eke  1  redę  in  otber  place, 
Thus  saide  whilome  Coostantine:  ^ 

Wbat  emperour  tbat  is  encline 
To  pitee  for  to  be  seruant, 
Of  all  the  worldes  rcmenant 
He  is  worthy  to  ben  a  lorde. 

In  olde  bokes  of  recorde 
Thus  iinde  I  write  of  ensamplaire, 
Traian  the  worthy  debonaire. 
By  wbome  that  Romę  stode  gonemed: 
Upon  a  ty  me,  as  he  was  lemed 
Of  tbat  be  was  to  familier, 
He  sayde  vntd  that  counceller, 
That  for  to  be  an  emperour 
His  will  was  not  for  vaine  honoure^ 
Ne  yet  for  reddour  of  iustice^ 
But  if  he  might  iii  bis  office 
His  lordes  and  his  people  please, 
Him  thought  it  were  a  greatter  ease 
V7ith  loue  ber  bartes  to  bim  drawei 
Than  with  tbe  drede  of  any  lawe. 
For  whan  a  thynge  .is  done  for  doubte. 
Fuli  ofte  it  comth  the  wers  aboute. 
Bnt  where  a  kynge  is  pitous, 
He  is  the  morę  gracious  : 
That  mochell  thrifte  him  shall  betide, 
Whiche  els  shulde  tome  a  side. 

SoaJiter  lodens  pedester  cum  pagano  equłtante 
itinerauit  per  desertum,  et  ipsum  de  fide  sua  ia- 
terrogauit. 

To  do  pitee,  supporte,  and  grace 

Tbe  pbilosophre  Tpon  a  place 

In  bis  writynge  of  daies  olde, 

A  tale  of  great  ensample  tolde 

Unto  the  kynge  of  Macedoyne, 

Howe  beHreneCair  and  Babyloyne: 

Wban  comen  is  tbe  somer  hete, 

It  hapneth  two  men^fo^  to  metę, 

As  thei  sbnlde  entre  in  a  paas, 

Where  tbat  the  wildemesse  was. 

And  as  thei  went  forth  spekende 

Under  the large  wodesende, 

That  o  man  asketh  of  that  other,  •  j 

Wbat  man  arte  thou  my  liefe  brother  ? 

Thiche  is  tby  creance  and  thy  feyth  ? 

I  am  painim,  that  otber  sayth : 
And  by  tbe  lawe,  whiche  I  ▼se, 
1  shall  not  in  my  feyth  reftise 
To  looen  ail  men  yliche, 
Tbe  poore  bothe  and  eke  the  riche. 
Whan  thei  be  glad  I  shall  be  glad. 
And  sorie  wban  thei  ben  bestad. 
So  sball  1  iine  in  vnltee 
With  euery  tman  in  bis  degree. 
For  right  as  to  ny  selfe  T  wolde, 
Right  so  towarde  all  otber  sholde 
Be  gracious  and  debonaire. 
Thus  haue  Itolde  tbe  softe  and  fiiire 
My  faitb,  my  lawey  and  my  creance* 
And  if  tbe  list  for  acqueintance 
Nowe  telle  wbat  maner  man  thou  art. 
And  he  answerde  rpon  his  parte, 
I  am  a  iewe,  and  by  my  lawe 
1  shall  to  no  man  be  felawe 
To  kepe  bym  Łrouth  in  worde  ne  dede: 
But  if  he  be  withoot  drpde 
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A  very  ieire  rigbt  at  am  I 

For  eis  I  may  trewly 

Bereue  hym  both  life  and  good. 

The  ptiinym  berde,  and  vnder8toode. 
And  thought  it  was  a  wonder  lawę. 

And  thos  vpon  Łheir  sondńe  sawe 
Talkende  bolh  fortli  thei  went 
The  daie  was  hote,  the  s«nne  brent, 
The  paynim  rude  vpon  an  asse. 
And  of  his  catell  morę  and  lasse 
With  hym  a  riche  trotse  he  lad. 

The  iewe,  whichc  all  vntrouth  had. 
And  went  vpon  his  fetę  beside, 
Bethought  hym  howe  he  migbt  ride. 
And  with  bis  wordes  slie  and  wise 
Unto  the  paynim  in  tbis  wise 
He  sayde:  O  nowe  it  shall  be  sene 
Wbat  thynge  it  is,  tbou  woldest  meoe. 
Por'if  thy  lawę  be  certeyne, 
As  tbou  hast  tolde,  I  dare  well  seyne, 
Tbou  wolt  beholde  my  distresse, 
Whłcbe  am  so  fuU  of  wcrinesse^ 
Tbat  I  ne  maie  Foeth  go. 
And  let  meride  a  mylc  or  two. 
So  that  I  maie  my  body  ease. 

The  paynim  wołd  hym  not  displease 
Of  that  he  spake,  bnt  in  pitee 
It  list  bim  for  to  knowe  and  see 
Tbe  pleynt,  whiche  that  uther  madę : 
And  for  he  wolde  bis  herte  glade 
He  ligbt,  and  madę  bym  notbyng  straunge. 
Thus  was  there  madę  a  newe  cbaunge. 
Tbe  paynim  goth,  the  iewe  alofte 
Was  sette,  rpon  his  awe  softe. 
So  gone  thei  forth  carpende  fasie. 
On  tbisy  on  that,  till  at  laste 
T^  paynim  migbt  go  uo  roore. 
And  prayed  Tnto  tbe  iewe  tberfore 
To  suffre  bym  rtde  a  litell  wbile. 
The  iewe,  whicbe  thougbt  htm  to  b^yle, 
Anone  rode  forthe  a  great.pase. 
And  to  the  paynim  ia  tbis  case 
He  sayde:  Tbou  hast  do  thy  rigbt 
Of  that  tbou  badst  me  bebigbt 
To  do  succour  vpoo  my  nede. 
And  tbat  accordeth  to  tbe  dede, 
As  tbou  art  to  tbe  lawę  bolde. 

And  in  rache  wise,  as  I  the  tolde, 
I  tbynke  aiso  for  my  partie 
Upon  the  lawę  of  lewrie 
To  worche  and  do  my  duetee. 
Tbin  asse  shall  go  forth  with  mee, 
With  all  thy  good,  wbicbę  I  haue  seted. 
And  that  I  wote  tbou  art  disesed, 
I  am  rigbt  glad,  and  not  mispaide. 
And  whan  be  bath  these  wordes  saidtf, 
In  all  hastę  be  rode  awaie. 

Tbis  paynim  wote  nonc  othar  waie. 
Bot  on  the  grounde  he  kndetb  euen. 
His  handes  rp  to  the  beuen, 
Aud  saide:  O  higbe  sotbiastnesy 
That  looest  all  rigbtwisetiesae, 
Unto  thy  dome  lorde  I  appele, 
Beholde  and  deme  my  quarele, 
With  vmb]e  herte  I  the  besechf, 
The  mercy  botł^ę  and  eke  the  wrecbe 
I  set  all  in  thy  iudgement. 
And  thos  vpon  his  marrement 
Tbis  paynim  bath  madę  his  preiere. 
And  tiian  he  roae  with  drery  cbere^ 


And  goth  bym  forth,  and  id  hi«  fai^ 
He  caste  his  eie  aboute  algate, 
The  iewe  if  tbat  he  might  see. 
But  for  a  tyme  it  might  not  bee, 
Tlił  at  last  ayene  tbe  night, 
So  as  god  wolde  he  went  aright, 
As  be,  whiche  hekle  the  highe  wejret 
And  than  he  sighe  in  a  valeye, 
Where  tbat  the  iewe  liggende  w«0 
Ali  bloody  dead  vpon  tbe  gras, 
Whiche  strangled  was  of  a  lioo. 
And  as  he  loked  vp  and  down. 
He  fonde  his  asse  fast  by, 
Forthe  with  his  bameis  redily 
Ali  hole  and  sounde  as  be  it  lefte, 
Whan  that  the  iewe  it  bym  berefte. 
Wberof  he  tbanked  god  knelende. 

Lo  thns  a  man  maie  knowe  at  and^y 
Howe  the  pitous,  pitee  deserueth. 
For  wbat  man  that  to  pitee  semetbi 
As  Aristotle  it  bereth  witnesse^ 
God  shall  bis  fomen  so  redresse, 
That  thei  shall  aie  stonde  mder  fote« 
Pitee  men  seyne  is  thilke  roote, 
Wberof  the  rertues  spriugen  ail. 
Wbat  infortune  that  befali 
In  any  londe,  lacke  of  pitee 
U  cause  of  thilke  aduersitee. 
And  that  al  daie  maie  shewe  at  eie, 
Who  tbat  tbe  woride  discretely  sie.  * 

Good  is  that  eoery  man  tberfore 
Take  hede  of  thajt  is  saide  tcrfore. 
For  of  tbis  tale,  aud  otber  enowe 
These  noble  princes  wdylom  drpwc 
Her  eoidence  and  ber  apprise, 
As  men  maie  fyode  i  u  many  wise, 
Who  that  these  olde  bokes  redę. 
And  thougb  thei  ben  io  erthe  dead, 
Her  good  namc  maie  not  deie, 
For  pilee,  wbjcbe  thei  wold  obeie 
To  do  the  dedes  of  mercy. 
And  who  this  tale  redily 
Remembrcth,  as  Aristotle  it  tolde, 
He  maie  the  wille  of  god  beholde 
Upon  the  poynt  as  it  was  ended, 
Wberof  that  pitee  stode  commended» 
Whiche  is  to  charitee  fdawe, 
As  thei  tbat  kepen  bothe  o  lawę. 

Nota  hic  de  principis  pietate  erga  popitlom,  vbi 
narrat,  quod  cum  Codnis  rex  Athenis  contra 
Dorcnces  bellum  gerere  deberet,  consulto  prios 
Apoline  responsum  accepit,  quod  vnum  de  duo* 
bus,  yidelicet  aut  seipsum  in  prelio  intcrfici,  et 
populum  suom  saluare,  aut  seipsum  saluum 
fieri,  et  populum  intcrfici  eligere  oporteret, 
Saper  quo  rex  pietnte  rootus  plebismie  soe 
magis  quam  proprii  corporis  salutem  anectaos, 
mortem  sibi  preelegit,  Rt  sic  bellum  aggrediens 
pro  vita  multorum  solus  interiit. 

Of  pitee  for  to  speake  pleyne, 
Whiche  is  with  mercie  wel  beseyoe. 
Fuli  ofte  he  woli  hym  seife  peyue 
To  kepe  an  otber  Aro  the  peyae. 
For  Charitee  the  mother  is 
Of  pitee,  whicbe  nothynge  omis 
Can  suffre,  if  she  it  maie  ameode, 
U  sit  to  euery  man  Uuende 
To  be  pitous,  but  nonę  so  wele 
I  As  to  a  kynge^  whicbe  on  the  whek 
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K>ituDe  hath  set  abooen  alL 

For  in  a  kynge,  if  so  befalle 
That  his  pitee  be  fermę  and  stable. 
To  all  the  londa  it  is  raillable 
Onely  througb  grace  of  his  persooe. 
For  the  pitee  of  bym  alone 
Maie  all  the  large  royalme  saue. 
So  sit  it  wełl  a  kyngb  to  haae 
Pitee.    For  this  Valerie  tolde. 
And  sayd  :  howe  that  by  daies  olde 
Codnis,  wbiche  was  in  all  bis  degree 
Kf Dge  of  Atbencs  the  citee, 
A  verre  be  had  ayenst  Doreace, 
And  for  to  take  big  euidence, 
Wbat  sball  beialle  of  the  batalie, 
He  tbougbt  be  wokhs  hira  first  counMiild 
With  Apollo,  in  wbom  be  triste, 
Througb  wbote  answere  tbus  be  wiste, 
Of  tao  poyntes,  that  he  migbt  cbese, 
Or  that  he  wolde  his  body  lese, 
And  in  bataile  bim  selfe  deye: 
Or  els  tbe  seconde  weie 
To  leen  bis  people  discomfite. 

But  he,  whiche  pitee  bath  perfite.    ' 
Upon  the  poynte  of  his  bełeae, 
Tbe  people  tboagbt  to  releue, 
Aad  chese  hym  selfe  to  be  dmd. 

Where  is  nowe  sache  an  otber  bead 
Whidie  iroide  for  the  lymmes  die? 

'And  nethelfs  in  some  partie 
It  ought  a  kynges  bertę  stere, 
That  be  his  liege  men  forbere. 
Aad  eke  towaitk  hii  enemiea 
Foilofte  be  maie  desenie -prise 
To  take  of  pitee  remembrance, 
Where  that  be  might  do  Tengeance. 
Forwhan  a  kinge  hatb  the  yictoire, 
And  than  be  drawe  in  to  memoire 
To  do  pitee  in  stede  of  wieche» 
Ue  maie  not  faile  of  tbilke  speche, 
Wberof  ariste  the  worldea  fiuse 
To  yeue  a  priooe  a  worthie  name. 

Hic  ponit  exemplvm  de  Tictoriosi  principis  pietate 
erga  adoersarios  suos,  £t  narrat,  quod  cum  Poro- 
peias  Romauorum  Imperator  regem  Armenie 
adueiaarium  saum  in  bello  victun  cepisset,  cap- 
tom  qtte  yinculis  ałligatum  Romę  teouisaet, 
tyraonidis  iracundie  stimulo  postponens,  pietatis 
tnansnetudinem  operatns  est:  dixit  enim,  quod 
nobilitts  est  regem  &cere  qnam  deponere.  super 
<Iiio  (fictum  regem  ab9qne  Tlla  redemptione  non 
solnm  a  rinciilis  absolulti  sed  ad  sui  regni  cul- 
men  gratnita  Toluntate  coronaŁom  resŁituit 

1 KSDK  howe  whilome  that  Pompeie 

To  vhom  that  Romę  must  obeie» 

A  warre  had  in  lupartie 

Ayenst  the  k^nge  of  Armenie, 

Wbłche  of  longe  tyme  had  hym  greued, 

But  at  last  it  was  acbeued : 

Tbat  be  this  kynge  discomfite  hadde. 

And  forthe  with  hym  to  Romę  ladde 

As  prisoner,  where  many  a  daie 

b  sorie  pltte  and  poore  he  laie. 

'Hie  corone  on  his  head  deposed, 

Within  walles  fast  encUMed. 

And  with  fiall  great  humilitee 
He  su&eth  his  aduersitee. 

l^ompeie  sigh  his  pacience, 
And  toke  pitee  with  comcience. 


To  tbat  ypon  his  high  deys  . 
'  So  forę  all  Romę  in  his  paleys, 
As  he  that  wofde  rpon  bym  rewę, 
Lette  yeue  hym  his  corone  newe. 
And  his  astate  all  fu  11^  and  playne, 
Restoreth  of  his  reigne  againe. 
And  saide :  it  was  morę  goodly  thynge 
To  make  than  yndone  a  kynge 
To  hym,  whiche  power  had  of  botbe. 

Thus  tbei  that  weren  botbe  wrothe, 
Accorden  hem  to  finafi  pees. 
And  yet  instice  netheles 
Was  kepte,  and  in  nothinge  offended. 
Wberof  Pompeie  is  yet  commended. 
There  maie  no  kynge  hym  selfe  exca8e, 
But  if  iustice  he  kepe  and  yse, 
Whiche  for  to  escbewc  crueltee 
He  mote  attempre  with  pitee. 

Of  crueltee  the  felonie 
Eogendred  is  of  tyrannie, 
Ayene  tbe  whose  condicion 
God  is  hym  selfe  the  champion. 
Whose  strength  no  man  maie  witbstoade. 
For  eucr  yet  it  bath  so  stonde, 
That  god  a  tyran  ne  ouer  ladde. 
But  where  pitee  the  raigne  ladde, 
There  might  no  fortone  laat, 
Whicb  was  grenous,  bot  at  jast 
The  god  hym  selfe  it  bath  redressed. 
Pitee  is  tbilke  vertue  błessed, 
Whiche  neuer  let  his  maister  fali. 
But  crueltee  thoogbe  it  so  fali/ 
That  it  maie  reigne  for  a  throwe, 
God  woli  it  shall  be  ouerUarowe 
Wberof  ensamples  ben  enowe 
Of  hem,  that  tbilke  mercll  drowe. 

Hic  Ioquitur  contra  illos,  qui  tyi^nnica  potestate 
principatnm  optinentes,  iniqultatis  sue  malicia 
gloriantur,  Et  narrat  in  exeibplam  qualitcr  Łe- 
ontias  tyrannus  pinm  lustinianum  non  solum  a 
solio  imperatorie  maiestatis  fraudulenter  eypul- 
sit,  sed  vt  ipse  inhabilis  ad  regnom  in  aspectu 
plebis  efficeretur  naso  et  labris  abscisis,  ipsum 
tyrannioe  mutilauit :  deus  tamen,  qui  super  om- 
nia  pius  est,  Tyberio  supcrueniente  vna  cum 
adiutorio  Therbellis  Bułgarie  tegis  lustinianum 
interfecto  Leoncio,  ad  imperium  restitui  miseri- 
corditer  procurauit. 

Of  crueltee  I  redę  thus, 
Whan  the  tyranne  Leoncias 
Was  to  thempire  of  Romę  arriued, 
Fro  whiche  he  hatb  with  strength  priucd 
The  pietous  lustinian, 
As  he  whiclie  was  a  cruell  man. 
His  noae  oC  and  his  lyppćs  both 
He  cutte,  for  he  wolde  bim  lothe 
Unto  the  people,  and  make  fnable. 
But  he  wbiche  all  is  merciable, 
The  high  god  ordeineth  so, 
That  he  within  a  tyme  also, 
Whan  be  was  strengest  in  his  yre. 
Was  sbouen  oute  of  his  empjrre. 
Tiberins  the  power  badde, 
And  Romę  after  his  will  he  taddtf. 
And  for  Leonce  in  suche  a  wise 
Ordeioeth  that  he  toke  luise 
Of  nose  and  lippes  both  two: 
For  tbat  be  did  another  so, 
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Which  morę  worthy  waa  than  ht& 
Ło  wbiche  &  falle  hath  craeltee. 
And  pitee  was  sette  vp  ageyne. 
For  after  that  tbe  bokes  seyne, 
Tberbellie  kynge  of  Balgarie, 
Włth  hdpe  of  hii  chiualrie, 
laKtinian  hatb  vnprisoniied» 
And  to  tfaeinpire  ageyne  coroned. 


Ilic  loąuitar  iriterias  de^crudelitate  Siculi  tyrannt, 
necnon  et  de  Berillo  eiiu^m  consiliario:  qui  ad 
torinentum  populi  ąuenUam  taunim  eneum  ty- 
rannica  coniectura  fabricari  coostituit,  in  quo 
tamen  ipse  prior  proprio  crimine  iJlud  exigente 
▼8que  ad  sui  iotęritus  expiratiopeiii  iudicialiter 
torąaebatur. 

In  a  cronike  I  finde  also 

Of  Siculus,  wbicbc  was  ekę  so 

A  craeil  kynge  like  the  tempest,  ^ 

The  whoin  no  pitee  might  arest 

He  was  tbe  firste,  as  bokes  seie, 

tJpon  tbe  sea  whicbe  founde  galete. 

And  let  hem  make  for  tbe  werre, 

As  be,  wbiche  all  was  out  of  berre 

Fro  pitee  and  misericorde. 

For  tberto  couthe  be  not  accorde. 

But  whom  be  might  sleyne,  be  slough. 

And  therof  was  be  glad  enougb. 

He  had  of  councell  many  one, 

Amonge  tbe  wbiche  tbere  was  one. 

By  name  wbiche  Berillus  bight. 

And  be  bethought  hym,  bow  be  might 

Unto  this  tyranne  do  likynge. 

And  of  his  owne  imaginynge 

Lete  forge  and  make  a  bulle  of  bras. 

And  on  tbe  syde  cast  tbere  was 

A  dOre,  where  a  man  maie  in, 

Whan  be  his  payne  shall  begin 

Through  fire,  whirh  tbat  men  puŁ  mder. 

And  all  this  did-be  for  a  wonder. 

Tbat  whan  a  man  for  peyne  cride, 

The  buli  of  bras,  whiche  gapeth  wyde, 

It  shulde  seme,  as  tbough  it  were 

A  belowinge  in  a  mans  ere, 

And  not  the  crienge  of  a  man. 

But  be,  wbiche  all  sleigbtes  can, 

The  diuell,  tbat  lietb  in  beli  fast, 

Hym  that  it  ćasL  hatbe  ouercast, 

That  for  a  trespas,  whiche  be  dede, 

He  was  put  in  the  same  stede. 

And  was  bym  selfe  the  first  of  all, 

Wbiche  was  in  to  that  peyne  fally 

That  be  for  other  men  ordeynetb. 

Tbere  was  no  man  that  hym  compleineth. 

Of  tyrannie  and  crneltee 

By  this  ensample  a  kynge  maie  see 

Hym  selfe,  and  eke  bis  counoell  botbe, 

Howe  they  ben  to  raankynde  lotbe. 

And  to  the  god  abbominable. 

Ensamples  that  ben  conoordable 

I  fynde  of  other  prinees  mo, 

As  thou  shalte  here  of  tyme  ago. 

Nota  hic  de  Dionysio  tyranno,  qui  mirę  cmdili* 
tatis  seueritate  etiam  bospites  suos  ad  deuorao- 
dum  equi8  suis  tiibuit,  cui  Hercules  tandem  su- 
perueniens  victum  impium  impietate  sua  part 
norte  conclusiL 
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The  greate  tyranne  Dio.nyse,^ 

Whiche  mans  life  set  of  no  prise, 

Unto  his  borse  fuli  ofte  be  yafe 

Tbe  men,  in  stede  of  corne  and  chafe. 

So  that  the  hors  of  tbilke  stode 

Deuoureden  tbe  mannes  bloode, 

Till  fortunę  at  laste  came, 

Tbat  Hercules  bym  ouercame. 

And  be  right  in  the  8ame'Wise, 

Of  this  tyranne  tooke  the  luise, 

As  he  tyli  other  men  hatb  do, 

Tbe  same  deth  he  died  also. 

Tbat  no  pitee  bym  hath  socourde> 

Tyli  he  was  of  bis  hors  deuourde. 

Nota  bić  de  consimili  Lychaontis  tyraonia  qiir 
carnes  homnium  hominibus  in  suo  bospicio  ad 
Tescendum  dedit,  cuius  formam  condicioni  si- 
milem  coequans  ipsum  in  lapum  transformaiiit 


Of  Lycbaon  also  I  fynde, 
How  be  ayene  the  lawę  of  kynde 
His  hoste  slougb,  and  in  to  nteate 
He  madę  bir  bodies  to  ben  eate 
With  other  men  whbin  bis  bows. 

But  lupiter  the  glorious, 
Wbiche  was  commeued  of  this  thynggit. 
Yengeance  vpon  tbis  croel  kynge 
So  toke,  that  he  fro  mannes  fomie 
In  to  a  wolfe  he  let  transforme. 
And  thus  tbe  crueltee  was  kid, 
Wbiche  of  longe  tyme  be  had  bid. 

A  wolfe  he  was  then  openly, 
Tbe  whose  naturę  priuely 
He  had  in  his  condicion. 
And  vnto  this  conclusion 
Tbat  tyrannie  is  to  despise 
I  fynde  ensample  in  sondrie  wise. 
And  nameliche  of  hem  fuli  ofte, 
Tbe  whom  fortunę  hatb  set  aldfte 
Upon  tbe  werres  for  to  wynne. 
But  howe  80  that  tbe  wron^  b^gynne 
Of  tyrannie  it  maie  not  laste,. 
But  suche  as  tbei  done  at  laste 
To  other  men,  suche  on  hem  iklleUu 
For  ayene  suche,  pitee  calleth' 
Yengeance  to  the  god  aboue. 
For  who  that  hatb  no  tender  loue 
In  eauynge  of  a  mans  life, 
He  sbaJl  be  founde  so  giltife, 
That  whan  be  wolde  mercie  craue 
In  tyme  of  nede  he  shal]  nonę  baue. 


Nota  qualitcr  leo  hominibus  stratis  pęreit 

Of  the  naturę  tbis  I  fynde 
The  flers  lion  in  bis  kynde, 
Wbiche  goth  rampende  after  his  praie, 
If  be  a  man  fynde  in  his  waie, 
He  will  bym  sleyen,  if  he  withstonde. 
But  if  the  man  couthe  vnder8tonde 
To  fali  anone  tofore  his  face, 
In  signe  of  mercie  and  of  grace, 
The  lion  shall  of  bis  naturę 
Restreigne  bis  Ire  in  suche  measure, 
As  tbough  it  were  a  bcste  tamed, 
And  tome  awcie  halfyng  asfaamed, 
Tbat  be  the  man  shall  notbyng  greue. 
Howe  sbolde  than  a  priace  acbeue 
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The  worldet  gnce,  yf  that  he  woMe 
Destroic  s  man,  when  he  is  yolde, 
AiH  staate  vpoD  bis  mercy  alle  ? 
But  for  to  speake  in  specialle, 
Tbere  haue  he  suche,  and  suche  there  bet 
Tyraones,  wbose  hertes  no  pitee 
Afaie  to  no  poynt  of  mercie  plie^ 
Tbat  thei  vpon  ber  tyranoie 
Ke  gladen  hem  the  men  to  slea. 
And  as  the  raees  of  the  sea 
Bea  Tspitous  m  the  tempeste: 
Rigbt  10  maie  no  pitee  areste 
Of  crueltee  the  great  rltrage, 
Wbłcbe  the  tyranne  in  his  corage 
Eogcfldred  hath,  wherbf  I  fynde 
A  tale  wbiche  comtb  bow  to  mynde. 

Hic  loąuitor  precipue  contra  tyfannos  illoB,  qui 
com  in  bello  Tjncere  possunt,  huntani  sanguinis 
cftisionem  aaturari  neąueuut :  et  narrat  in  ez- 
emplum  de  ąnodam  Persarum  regci  cuius  nomen 
S)Mrtacbas  erat,  qut  pre  ceteris  tunc  in  oriente 
bełlicowsetTictoriosus,  quo8cumque  gladio  vin- 
oeie  poCerat,  absąoe  pietate  interfici  constiŁuit. 
8ed  tandem  sab  manu  Tomiris.  Masagetarum 
regine  in  bello  captus,  qaam  di  a  quesiuit 
seueritatem  pro  seueritate  finaliter  inuenit 
Nam  et  ipsa  quoddam  V8s  de  sanguine  Per- 
laium  plenum  antę  se  afferre  decreuit,  in  qao 
caput  iyranui  V8que  ad  mortem  mergens  disit: 
O  tyrannomm'cmde1issime  semperesuriens  san- 
gnioem  sitisti,  ecce  iam  ad  saturitatem  sangui- 
hibc. 


1 IBDB  in  olde  bokes  thus, 

There  was  a  duke,  whicbe  Spartacus 

Moi  depe,  and  was  a  warriour, 

A  croell  man  a  conqueroiir 

Wilh.strooge  power,  the  wbiche  he  lad. 

For  this  condicion  he  had, 

That  where  hjon  hapneth  the  victoire, 

His.last  and  all  his  most  gloire 

Was  for  to  ślee,  and  not  to  saue. 

Of  raoDsome  wolde  he  no  good  haue 

^auiyngeof  a  mans  Hfe, 

But  all  gothe  to  the  swerde  and  knife> 

So  leefe  bym  was  the  mans  bloode. 

Aod  netbetes  yet  thus  it  stoode, 

So  as  fortunę  aboute  went, 

He  Ml  right  heire,  as  by  discent 

To  Pers,  and  was  coroned  kynge. 

And  vhan  the  worship  of  this  thynge 

Was  fali:  and  be  was  kynge  of  Pers, 

Ifthat  thei  wereu  fyrst  diuers 

^  tyrannics,  whicbe  hę  wrought, 

Athousand  folde  well  móre  he  sought 

Than  afterwarde  to  do  roalice, 

Till  god  vengeance  ayenc  the  viciD 

Hatb  shape :  For  ▼pon  a  tide; 

Whan  he  was  hieste  in  his  pride,     ^ 

In  his  rancour,  and  in  his  betę, 

^ene  tbe  quene  of  Masbgete. 

Wbiche  Tomirts  that  tyme  hight 

He  madę  warre  all  that  he  might, 

And  sbe  whhche  wolde  hir  londe  defende, 

Hir  owne  sonne  ayene  himseode, 

Wbiche  tbe  defence  hatb  vndertake : 

Bothediscomfite  was  and  Uke. 

And  whan  this  kinge  bym  had  in  hondę, 

«*  »oU  no  mercy  ▼aderstonde, 


But  dyd  bym  slea  in  his  presenctu 

The  tłdynge  of  this  fiolence 
Whan  it  cam  to  the  motbers  eare, 
Sbe  sende  anone  aie  wide  whera 
To  suche  frendes  as  sbe  had, 
A  f  reat  power  till  tbat  sbe  lad. 
In  sondrie  wise  and  tho  sbe  cast, 
Howe  sbe  this  kynge  maie  ouercast.    • 

And  at  last  acćorded  was» 
Tbat  in  the  daunger  of  a  pas, 
Through  wbiche  this  tyranne  shnid  pas, 
Sbe  shope  his  power  to  compas 
With  strength  of  men,  by  suche  a  wey, 
That  be  sball  not  escape  awey. 

And  when  sbe  had  thus  ordeined, 
She  hatb  hir  owne  body  feigned 
For  feare  as  though  she  wolde  flee 
Out  of  hir  londe:  And  whan  that  hee  • 
Hatb  herde,  howe  that  this  ladie  fledde, 
So  ikst  after  the  chase  he  spedde» 
That  he  was  foonde  out  of  araye. 
For  it  betid  Tpon  a  daie, 
In  to  tbe  paas  whan  he  was  fali, 
Tbe  embussbementes  to  breaken  all. 
And  bym  beclipte  on  euery  side, 
Tbat  flee  ne  might  he  not  aside. 
So  that  there  weren  dead  and  take 
'Two  hundred  tbousande  for  his  sake, 
That  weren  with  hym  of  his  hoste. 
And  t^us  was  leyed  the  great  bosta 
Of  bym,  and  of  bis  tyrannie. 
U  baJpe  no  mercy  for  to  crie 
To  b3rm,  wbiche  wbilome  did  nonę. 
For  he  Tnto  tbe  quene  anone 
Was  brooghte :  and  whan  tbat  she  hym  sie, 
This  worde  sbe  spake,  and  said  on  bie: 

O  man,  wbiche  out  of  mans  kynde, 
Reason  of  man  hast  lefte  behynde. 
And  liued  worse  than  a  beste, 
Whom  pitee  might  nonę  areste 
Tbe  mannes  blodeto  shede  and  spille: 
Thott  badst  neuer  yet  thy  filie. 
But  nowe  tbe  laste  tyme  is  come 
Tbat  thy  malice  is  ouercome, 
As  thou  till  otber  men  hast  do. 
Nowe  shali  be  do  to  the  right  so. 

Tho  bad  this  lady  that  men  shulde 
A  Tcssell  brynge,  in  wbiche  she  wolde 
Se  tbe  Ycngrance  of  his  luise, 
Wbiche  she  begąn  anone  deaise, 
.•Ind  toke  the  princis,  wbiche  he  ladde. 
By  whom  his  chiefe  councell  be  hadde. 
And  wbile  hem  lasteth  any  breth 
Sbe  madę  hem  blede  to  the  deth 
Into  the  ressell  wbere  it  stoode. 
And  whan  it  was  fuiaid  of  bloode, 
Sbe  cast  this  tyranne  therin, 
And  sayde  hini :  Lo  thus  might  thou  winne 
The  lustes  of  thine  appetite, 
In  bloode  was  whilom  thy  delite. 
Nowe  shalte  thou  drinken  all  thy  filie 
And  thus  oneliche  of  goddes  wille 
He  whicbe  that  wolde  hym  selfe  straunge 
To  pitee,  fonde  mercy  so  straunge, 
That  be  witbout  grace  is  lore. 

So  maie  it  well  shewe  tbe  morc,. 
That  crueltee  hatb  no  good  ende, 
But  pitee  howe  so  that  it  wende, 
Makth  tbat  god  is  merciable, 
If  tbere  be  caase  reasonablć. 
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Why  that  a  kynge  tball  be  pitoui. 

Bat  eU  if  be  be  cloubtous 

To  f leen  io  caose  of  rightwisenessep 

It  maie  be  saide  no  pitousnei se. 

But  it  is  posiUanimitee, 

Wbiche  euery  prince  shulde  flee. 

For  if  pitee  measure  excede, 

Knightbode  maie  not  alwey  procedt 

To  do  iustice  Tpon  tbe  right. 

For  it  belougetb  to  a  koigbi, 

As  gladly  for  to  figbt  as  reste^ 

To  set  his  liege  people  i  a  reste, 

Whan  tbat  tbe  warre  vpon  hem  fiilletti* 

For  hem  be  mote,  as  it  befalletby 

Of  bis  knightbode,  as  a  lion 

Be  to  tbe  people  a  ctiampion 

Without  any  pitee  feigned. 

For  if  roanhode  be  reKtreigned, 

Or  be  it  pees,  or  be  it  warre, 

Iustice  gotb  all  out  of  herre, 

So  tbat  knightbode  is  set  bebynde. 

Of  Aristotles  lorę  I  fynde, 
A  kynge.  shall  make  good  visage, 
Tbat  no  maa  kuowe  of  bis  courage 
But  all  bonour  and  worthinesse. 
For  if  a  kynge  shall  ypon  gesse, 
Witbont  yeray  oause  drede, 
He  maie  be  liche  to  that  I  rcdc. 
And  tbough  that  be  like  a  fable, 
Theusample  is  good  and  reasonabłe. 


Hic  loqnitnr  secundum  philosopbum  dicens,  qood 
sicut  non  decet  principes  tyranuica  impetuosi- 
tate  esse  crudeles,  ita  mec  decet  tiatot^^sajNuil- 
lanimilate  esse  vecordes. 

As  it  by  olde  daies  fiUe 
I  redę  whilome  that  an  bille 
Up  in  tbe  londes  of  Arcbode 
A  wooder  dredfiiU  noyse  it  madę. 
For  80  it  fil  that  ylke  daie 
This  hille  on  his  cbildinge  laie. 
And  whan  tbe  throwes  on  him  come. 
His  noyse  liche  tbe  daie  of  dome 
Was  ferefiill  in  a  mannes  thought 
Of  thinges,  which  tbat  thei  se  nougbt; 
Bat  well  thei  berden  all  aboate 
The  noise,  of  wbiche  thei  were  in  doabte, 
As  thei  that  wenden  to  be  lorę 
Of  thinge,  wbiche  than  was  vubore. 
Tbe  nerę  this  bil  was  vpon  cbance 
To  take  his  delluerance, 
The  morę  Tnboxomly  be  cride; 
And  euery  man  was  fledde  aside 
For  drede,  and  lefte  his  owne  hows. 
And  at  last  it  was  a  mows, 
Tbe  wbiche  was  borę,  and  to  norice 
Betake:  and  tho  tbei  belde  heni  ntce. 
For  tbey  withouten  canse  draddc. 
Thns  if  a  kynge  his  bertę  ladde 
With  eoery  thioge  that  be  sbęll  here. 
Fuli  ofte  he  shulde  change  his  chere. 
And  vpon  ftntasie  drede, 
Whan  that  there  is  no  cause  of  drede. 

Hota  hic  secundnm  Horacium  de  magnanimo  łap 
cide,  et  putilianimo  Thersite. 

HoRACB  to  his  prince  tolde, 
Tbat  him  were  leaer,  tbat  he  wolde 
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Upon  knighthode  Achilles  sewe 
In  tyme  of  warre,  than  eschew« 
So  as  Thersites  did  at  TroijS* 

Achilles  all  his  hole  ioye 
Set  Tpon  annes  for  Ło  fight. 
Thersites  sought  all  tbat  he  mig^ 
Unarmed  for  to  stonde  in  reste. 
But  of  tbe  two  it  was  the  beste, 
Tbat  Achilles  Tpoa  tbe  nede 
Hath  do,  wherof  bis  kaighUybeda     ' 
Is  yet  commended  ouenUle. 
Kynge  Salomon  in  speciall 
Saitb,  As  tbere  is  a  tyme  of  pecs, 
So  is  a  tyme  netheles 
Of  warre,  in  wbiche  a  prince  algate 
Shall  for  the  common  rigbt  debatę. 
And  for  his  owne  worship  eke. 
But  it  behoueth  not  to  seke 
Onely  tbe  warre  for  worship: 
But  to  the  rigbt  of  his  lordship, 
Wbiche.  he  is  bolde  to  defende : 
Mote  euery  worthye  prince  eotende 
Betwene  the  simplesse  of  pitee. 
And  tbe  foole  hast  of  crueltee. 
Where  stonte  the  very  bardinesse, 
Tbere  mote  a  kynge  bis  bertę  adresse. 
Whan  it  is  tyme,  to  forsake. 
And  whan  tyme  is,  aiso  to  take 
Tbe  deadly  warres  vpon  hondę, 
Tbat  he  shall  for  no  drede  wondet 
If  rightwisenes  be  withalL 
For  gt)d  is  mighty  ouer  all 
To  fortber  euery  mam  tronthe. 
But  it  be  througb  his  owne  sloutboi 
And  namely  the  kinges  nede 
It  maie  not  layle  for  to  spede. 
For  be  stante  one  for  hem  alU 
So  mote  it  well  the  better  fali. 
And  well  the  morę  god  fauoureth, 
Whan  he  the  commune  righte  socoareth. 
And  for  to  see  tbe  soth  in  dcde 
Beholde  the  bibie,  and  thou  might  redę 
Of  great  ensamples  many  one, 
Wherof  that  I  will  tellen  one. 

Hic  dicit,  qaod  princeps  iusticie  causa  bellum  nnllo 
modo  timere  debet.  Et  narrat  q4ialiter  dtn  G^ 
deon  cum  solis  trecentis  viris  qainque  n^es 
scilicet  Madianitarum,  Amalechitarum,  Ambi* 
tanorum,  Amoreorum  et  lebuscorum,  cumeoraor 
excercłtu,  qui  ad  nonaginta  railia  nomeraiof 
est,  gracia  cooperante  diuina,  yictoriose  in  fu- 
gam  couuertit. 

Upon  a  tyme  as  it  befelle 

Ayenst  lude  and  Ismell, 

Wbao  soodry  kynges  come  were 

In  purpos  to  dostroie  there 

Tbe  people,  wbiche  god  kepte  thO} 

And  stoode  in  thilke  daies  so, 

That  Gedeon,  wbiche  shulde  lede 

The  goddes  folke,  toke  him  to  redę, 

And  sende  in  all  tbe  loode  aboute, 

Tyl  be  assembled  hath  a  route 

With .  zzx«  thoasande  of  defSenoe 

To  fight  and  make  resistence, 

Ageyne  the  wbiche  hem  wolde  assayle. 

Aiid  netheles  tbat  one  batalie 

Of  thre^  tbat  weren  enemis. 

Was  double  morę  than  was  all  his. 


coNFEssio  uiAtms.  BooK  vn. 


^KHierof  tbat  Gedeon  bin  drad, 
That  fae  so  litell  people  had. 
Bot  be  whicbe  all  Łłuoge  maie  belpe, 
Wbefe  that  there  lacketh  maones  helpe. 
To  GefkoD  bis  aogell  Knte, 
.  Aad  bad,  er  tbat  he  forth^r  wente^ 
Jji  openJy  that  be  do  crie   - 
Tbat  euery  mazi  in  hu  partie, 
"Wbicbe  wolde  after  his  owne  wille 
Id  bis  dełite  abide  stiUe 
At  borne  in  any  maner  wise, 
Forparcbace,  orfor  oouetise, 
i     For  inste  of  loue,  or  lac]^e  of  berta, 
'     Be  sbald  noagbt  aboute  stertę, 
fiat  bołde  him  stille  at  bume  io  pees. 
li^berof  ?poo  tbe  morow'?  he  leea 
INfell.  zx.  thoasande  men  aod  ono, 
Tb«  whiche  after  the  crie  b^  go^ 

Thns  was  vitb  him  but  ooely  lefte 
The  tbride  parta,  and  yet  god  eft^ 
His  angel  sende  ąnd  sidde  thil 
To  Gedeon:  Ifitsois, 
Tbat  I  tbyn  helpe  sball  Todertaka, 
•  Thou  shalVyet  lesse  p^ople  take, 
Bj  whom  my  wil  ią  that  tbou  spede. 
For  tby  to  morowe  ta^e  good  bede, 
Uato  the  flood  whan  ye  ba  coma, 
What  man  tbat  batb  the  watar  nome 
Up  ia  his  haode,  and  lappetb  so. 
To  tby  parte  cbese  oute  all  tho 
And  him  whicbe  wary  is  to  swinke, 
Upon  bis  wombe  apd  lietb  to  drynkf . 
Fonake  and  putbem  al  aweye. 
For  I  am  migbtie  all  weye, 
Vbere  as  me  list  my  helpe  to  shewa 
Ib  good  men,  thougb  thei  be  fewe. 
Tbis  Gedeon  awaitatb  wele 
Upon  the  morowe,  and  eoery  dela, 
As  god  him  bad,  right  so  be  dede* 
And  tbas  there  lefte  in  tbat  stede 
With  bim  thre  hondEed,  and  no  mo, 
The  remenant  wj^s  all  ago. 
Wberof  tbat  Gedeon  merueileth. 
And  tberon  with  god  co^nceilelh 
Pleinynge,  as  ferforth  as  be  dare. 

And  god,  whicbe  wolda  he  were  war€ 
Tbat  be  shulde  apede  Tpan  bis  right, 
Hsth  bede  hem  go  the  same  night. 
And  take  a  man  wi^  bim  to  herę 
Wbat  shall  be  spoke  in  this  matera 
Amonge  the  betben  enemis, 
So  may  he  be  the  morę  wise, 
What  afterwarde  him  «haU  befiUla 

Tbis  Gedeon  amonges  alU 
Phara,  to  whom  he  trist  moste, 
Sr  nvht  toke  towarde  thiike  bctste^ 
Wbicbe  lodged  waa  in  a  Taleie, 
To  berę  what  thei  woldeo  seie. 
Ppoo  his  foote  aad  as  he  ferdOf 
Tvo  sarasines  spekende  he  berdf : 
Qood  one,  arada  my  sweuen  aright, 
Whicbe  I  met  in  my  ślepe  to  night. 

Me  thonght  I  sigh  a  ińriy  cake^ 
Wbiche  firo  the  bille  ht«  wey  batb  taka« 
And  com  rollende  downa  at  onaa, 
Aad  as  it  lvere  fbr  the  nones, 
? orth  in  hb  coura  so  as  it  raa, 
Tbe  kynges  tante  of  Madiao* 
Of  Amalecbe,  of  Amori« 
Of  Amon,  and  of  Ubiwie 


And  many  anotber  tenta  no, 
With  great  loye  as  me  thooght  tho* 
It  threwe  to  groanda  and  oucr  caat. 
And  aH  his  hosŁ  so  sore  agasŁe, 
Tbat  I  awoke  for  pure  drede. 

This  sweoan  can  I  wełl  arede, 
Gaoid  the  otbar  sarasine  anone, 

The  barly  cake  is  Gedeon, 
Whicbe  fro  the  bille  downe  sodenlia 
Słiall  come,  and  sat  suche  a  skńe 
Upon  the  kinges,  and  rs  both, 
That  it  abałl  to  V8  all  lotbe. 
For  in  suche  drede  he  sball  V8  brynge^ 
That  ifwe  haden  flight  of  wynge, 
Tbe  wc.ye  one  foote  i  o  dtspaire 
We  shuU  leue,  and  »lee  in  tbe  ajrre. 
For  there  sbal  notbing  him  witbatoBdtt. 

Whan  Gedeon  hath  rnderstondt 
Tbis  tale,  he  thonkath  god  of  all. 
And  prioeliche  ageyne  ba  stalle, 
So  tbat  no  life  ham  hath  perceiaed* 
And  than  he  hath  fujiy  ooDceiued. 
Tbat  he  shall  spede:  and  therypon 
The  night  sewend  he  shope  to  gooe 
This  multitude  to  assaile. 

Nowe  shalt  thoo  here  a  great  meraafle, 
With  what  wiadome  that  he  wrou^bt. 
The  litell  people,  whiche  he  broogbt,  . 
Was  nonę  of  hem  that  he  ne  hath 
A  potte  of  erthe,  in  whicbe  he  tath 
A  łight  brennyng  in  a  cresset, 
Aod  eche  of  hem  eke  a  trompet 
Barę  in  his  other  hondę  beside. 

And  tbus  vpon  tbe  nigbtes  tide 
Dake  Gedeon  whan  it  was  derkę, 
Grdejneth  bym  v|ito  bis  werke, 
And  parted  than  his  folke  in  thre. 
And  chai^eth  hem,  tbat  thei  ne  flee. 
And  tanght  hem  how  thei  shulde  askńa 
All  in  o  Yoice  par  companie. 
And  what  worda  thei  shulde  eka  speke. 
And  bowe  thei  shulde  ber  pottas  breke 
Echeone  with  other,  whan  thei  harde 
Tbat  he  bym  selfe  fyrst  so  ferde. 
Por  whan  thei  oam  into  tbe  stede* 
He  bad  hem  do  right  as  be  dede. 

And  thus  stalkenda  fortb  a  paaf 
This  noble  doke  whan  tyme  was 
His  potte  to  brake,  and  k>ude  ascńde. 
And  tho  thei  breke  on  eoery  side. 
The  trompe  was  oooght  for  to  saka, 
He  blewe,  and  so  thei  blewen  eka 
With  sochę  a  noyse  amonge  hem  aU* 
As  though  the  heuen  shulde  fali. 

The  bill  vnto  bęr  voyce  answerde. 
This  boste  in  tbe  Tąley  it  berde. 
And  sighe  how  tbat  tbe  faill  a  light, 
So  what  of  herynge  and  of  sight, 
Thei  caught  suche  a  sodeine  fore, 
Tbat  nonę  of  hem  be  lefte  there. 
Thetentes  holly  tbai  foraoke, 
That  thei  nonę  other  good  ne  toka^ 
But  oneW  with  ber  body  bare 
Thei  aedde,  as  doth  the  wilde  bara. 
And  euer  Tpon  the  bille  thei  blewe, 
Till  that  thei  sigh  tyme  and  knewe, 
That  thei  be  fled  vpon  tbe  rago. 

And  whan  thei  wiste  tbeir  auantage, 
Thei  fili  anone  vpon  tbe  cbace. 
Thus  might  tbou  se,  bow  god«  gra^t 
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Uoto  the  good  men  anaileth 

Bat  els  oft  tyme  it  faileth 

To  suche  as  be  not  well  dispoteil. 

This  tale  nedeth  not  to  be  glosed. 

For  it  is  openly  sbewed, 

Tbat  god  to  hem  that  ben  well  thewed, 

Hath  yeue  and  gmnnted  tbe  victoirey 

So  tbat  thensample  of  tbis  histmre 

It  good  for  euery  kynge  to  bolde. 

First  in  bym  selfe  that  be  bebolde, 
Yf  h«  be  good  of  bis  liaynge : 
And  that  the  folke,  whicbe  be  sball  brynge^ 
Be  good  al80,for  than  be  maie 
Be  giad  of  many  a  merydaie, 
In  i^at  tbat  euer  be  hatb  to  doone. 
For  be  wbicbe  sitte  abone  the  rooone, 
And  all  thynge  maie  spille  and  spede, 
,  In  euery  cas,  and  euery  nede. 
His  good  kynge  so  well  adresseth, 
That  all  his  fb  men  be  represseth: 
So  that  there  maie  no  man  bym  derę. 
And  aiso  well  be  can  ibrbere, 
And  suffre  a  wicked  kynge  to  falle 
la  handes  of  bis  fomeu  alL 

Hic  dicit^  qQod  vbi  et  quaudo  causa  et  tempus  re- 
quirttnt,  princeps  illos  sub  potestate  sua,  quos 
iusticie  aduersarioe  agnouerit  occidere  de  iure 
tenetur.     Et  narrat  in  exemplum,  qualiter  pro 

■  eo,  quod  Saul  regem  Agag  in  bello  deuictum 
iuzta  Samuelis  consilium  occidere  noluit,  ipse 
diuino  iudicio  non  solum  a  regno  Israel  pri- 
uatns,  sed  et  bcredes  sui  pro  perpetuo  ezhere- 
dati  sunt . 

Nowe  ferthermore  if  I  sball  seyn 
Of  my  matere,  and  tourne  ageyn 
To  speke  of  luslice  and  Pitee, 
After  tbe  nile  of  rialtee. 

Tbis  msAe  a  kynge  well  vnderstondtf, 
Knigbthode  mote  be  take  on  bonde 
Whan  that  it  stont  ypon  the  nede, 
He  sball  no  rigbtfull  cause  drede. 
No  morę  of  warre  than  of  pees, 
If  he  wyli  stonde  blameles. 
For  sucbe  a  cause  a  kynge  maie  bane, 
Better  it  is  to  slee  than  saue. 
Wherof  thou  migbt  ensample  fynde, 
Tbe  high  maker  of  mankynde 
By  Samuel  to  Saul  badde^ 
Tbat  he  shall  nothynge  ben  adrad 
Agayne  kynge  Arag  for  to  6ght. 
For  tbis  tbe  godhede  hym  behigbt» 
That  Agag  shall  be  ouercome. 

And  whan  it  is  so  ferforth  come, 
Tbat  Saul  hath  hym  discomfite, 
Tbe  god  bad  make  no  respite, 
Tbat  he  ne  shulde  hym  slea  enone. 
But  Saul  let  it  oiiergone, 
And  dłd  not  tbe-  gods  heste. 

For  Ag&g  madę  a  great  beheste 
Of  raunsome^  wbicbe  he  wold  giue, 
Kynge  Saul  suffreth  hym  to  liue, 
Ajid  feigneth  pitee  forth  withall. 
But  he,  whicbe  seeth  and  knoweth  all, 
The  hie  god,  of  that  he  feigneth, 
To  Samuel  vpon  hym  pleyneth, 
And  sende  hym  worde :  for  that  he  lefte 
Of  Agag  that  he  ne  berefte 
The  lyfe,  he  shall  not  onely  die 
Hym  selfe^  bat  fro  his  regalie 


He  shall  be  put  for  eaermo# 
Nougbt  be,  byt  eke  his  besrre  also, 
That  it  shall  neuer  come  ageyn. 

Hic  narrat  vlteriiu  super  eodem,  qua1iter  Datiid 
in  extremis  iusticie  causa  vt  loab  occideretur^ 
abfique  ylla  remissione  filio  suo  SalomcMii  in- 
iunxit. 

Thus  migbt  thou  see  the  sotb  pleyne, 
That  of  to  iftucbe,  and  of  to  lite, 
Upon  the  princes  stant  the  wite. 
But  euer  it  was  a  kynges  rigbt 
To  do  tbe  dedes  of  a  knight. 
For  in  tbe  bondes  of  a  kynge 
Tbe  dethe  and  life  is  all  o  thynge, 
After  tbe  lawes  of  iustice. 

To  sleen  it  is  a  deedly  Tice, 
But  if  a  man  tbe  dethe  deseme. 

And  if  a  k3rnge  the  life  preseroe 
Of  hym,  whicbe  ought  for  to  die, 
He  seweth  not  the  ensamplarie, 
Wbicbe  in  tbe  bibie  is  euident, 
Howe  Dauid  in  his  testament, 
Whan  he  no  lenger  migbt  lene, 
Unto  bis  sonne  in  charge  hath  gene, 
Tbat  he  loab  shall  slea  algate. 

And  whan  Dauid  was  gone  tns  gate,  ,; 

The  yonge  wise  Salomone 
His  fathers  heste  did  anone, 
And  slewe  loab  In  suche  a  wise, 
That  tbei  that  herden  the  iuise, 
Euer  after  dredde  hym  the  morę. 
And  god  was  eke  well  payd  therfore, 
Tbat  be  so  wólde  his  herte  plie, 
The  lawes  for  to  instifie. 
And  yet  he  kepte  forth  withall 

Pitee,  so  as  a  prince  shall, 
That  he  no  tyrannie  wrought. 

He  fonde  the  wisdom,  whicbe  he  songht. 

And  was  so  rightfbll  netheles, 

That  all  bis  life  he  stode  in  pees, 

Tbat  he  no  deadly  warres  bad. 

For  euery  man  bis  wisdoiD  drad. 

And  as  he  was  hym  selfe  wise, 

Ryght  so  the  worthy  men  of  prise 

Ha  hath  of  bis  counseyle  withholde. 

For  that  is  euery  prince  bolde 

To  make  of  sucbe  bis  retinue, 

Wbicbe  wise  ben  :  and  remue 

The  fooles.  for  there  is  nothynge, 

Wbushe  maie  be  better  abouŁ  a  kynge 

Than  counseyle,  which  is  the  substance 

Of  all  a  kynges  gouernance. 

Hic  dicit,  quod  populnm  sibi  commissam  bene 
regere  saper  omnia  principi  laudabiłius  est.  £t 
narrat  in  exemplum,  qualiter  pro  eo  quod  Salo- 
mon, vt  populum  bene  regeret,  ab  altissimo  sa> 
pientiam  specialius  postulauit,  enmia  bona  pa- 
nter cum  illa  sibi  habundancius  aduenerunt. 

In  Salomon  a  man  maie  see,   • 
What  thynge  of  most  necessitee 
Unto  a  wbrthy  kynge  belongetb. 

Whan  he  his  kyngdome  TndeHbngeth, 
God  bad  bym  chese  what  he  wolile. 
And  sayde  hym,  that  he  haue  sholde,     . 
What  he  wołde  aske,  as  of  o  thynge. 

And  he  wbicbe  was  a  newe  kyage 
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Foith  tberrpoD  bts  boone  prayde      *  1 

To  god,  and  io  tbis  wise  sayde: 

0  kjnge,  by  whom  tbat  I  sbail  reigii«, 
Yeue  me  wiadome,  tbat  I  my  reigne, 
Fortb  vitb  tbe  people,  wbiche  I  baoe 
To  thyo  bouour  ipaie  kepe  and  saue. 

Wluio  Salomon  bis  boone  batb  taxed, 
The  god  of  tbat  wbicbe  be  batb  axed, 
Wm  rigbt  well  payde,  and  grantetb  soone^ 
Not  tn  onely,  tbat  be  bis  boone 
SfaaU  baue  of  tfaat,  but  of  ńchesse, 
Of  bele,  of  peet.  of  bie  noblense» 
For  witb  wyadome  at  bis  askynges, 
Wbicbe  stant  aboue  all  other  tbynges; 

Hic  dicit  secundum  Salomonem,  quod  regie  mage- 
^  statis  imperium  anie  omnia  sauo  consilio  diri- 
gendam  est. 

ScT  wbat  kyng  will  bis  reigne  Baue> 
Fint  bym  behoneth  for  to  haue, 
Ader  tbe  god  and  bis  beleue. 
Suche  coonceile,  wbicbe  is  to  beleue, 
Folfilde  of  troutb,  and  rigbtwisenes: 
Bat  abooe  all  in  bis  uoblcsse, 
B^wene  tbe  reddour  and  Pitee, 
A  kynge  sball  do  suche  eąuitecy 
And  a^  the  balance  in  eueu, 
So  tbat  the  bigb  god  of  beuen. 
And  atl  tbe  people  of  his  nobleie, 
Lowenge  tuŁo  bis  oame  seie. 
For  most  aboue  all  ertbiy  good, 
Wbere  tbat  a  kynge  bym  selfe  is  good 
It  belpeth,  for  in  óther  weye 
If  so  be  that  a  kynge  forsweye, 

Qoidqui<l  delirant  reges,  plectuntur  Achitti. 

Fdlł  pfle  er  tbis  it  batb  be  seine 
Tix  comen  people  is  onerleyne. 
And  batb  the  kynges  synne  abought, 
All  thongb  tbe  people  agiite  nought. 
Of  tbat  the  kyn^e  his  sod  misseraeth, 
The  people  takth  thatne  deserueth 
Herę  in  tbis  worlde,  but  elles  wbcre 

1  not  bowe  it  shall  stoode  there. 
For  thy  good  is  a  kynge  to  triste, 
Fynt  to  hyn  selfe,  as  be  ue  wist 
KoDe  other  befpe  bot  god  allone, 
So  aball  tbe  rule  of  bis  personę, 
Witbin  him  selfe  through  pronidence^ 
Ben  of  the  better  conscience. 

Aod  for  to  finde  ensample  of  tbis, 
A  tale  I  rede»  and  sotb  it  is« 

Hic  de  Lucio  imperatore  exemplnm  ponit,  ąoaliter 
prineeps  sui  nomints  famam  a  secretis  consili- 
ariis  sapienter  inuestigare  debety  et  s\  quid  in  ea 
sinistnim  inuenerit,  prouisa  discretione  ad 
dexteram  conuertat. 

Iw  a  cronike  it  telletb  thns, 
The  kjroge  of  Romę  Locius 
Włtbin  his  chambre  vpon  a  night . 
Tbe  ttewarde  of  bis  bous  a  knigbty 
Fortb  witb  bis  cbamberleine  also 
To  oounceile  bad  botb  two, 
Aod  stoden  by  tby  cbymnee 
To  gctber  spekeoMie  all  thre. 


And  bapńeth  tbat  tbe  kynges  fooM 
Sat  by  tbe  fire  ypon  a  stole, 
As  be  that  with  his  babie  plaide. 
But  yet  be  herde  all  tbat  theisaide. 
And  therof  toke  thei  no  hede.' 
Tbe  kynge  hem  axeth  wbat  to  redę, 
Of  suche  matere  as  cam  to  moutb. 

And  thei  him  tolde,  as  thei  coutb. 
W  ban  all  was  spoke,  of  that  thei  ment: 
Tbe  kynge  with  all  bis  hole  entent 
Tben  at  lasteth  hem  axeth  tbis,) 
Wbat  kynge  men  tellen  tbat  be  is: 
Emonge  the  folke  tonchinge  his  name> 
Or  it  be  priceor  it  be  blame, 
Right  after  that  tbei  berden  sayne, 
He  bad  hem  for  to  telle  it  playne, 
That  they  no  poynt  of  sotb  iorbeare 
By  tbilke  feyth,  tbat  tbey  bym  beare. 

Tbe  stewarde  first  vpon  tbis  tbiog 
Gafę  his  answere  vnto  the  kynge : 
And  thoogbt  glosę  in  tbis  matere, 
And  saide,  ais  ferre  as  he  can  berę,. 
His  name  is  good,  aod  honorable. 
Thus  was  the  stewarde  iauourable, 
That  be  tbatrouth  playne  ne  tolde. 

The  kynge  tban  axetb,  as  he  sbolde, 
Tbe  cbamberleine  of  his  aoise. 

And  he  tbat  was  subtile  and  wtse, 
And  somdele  thougbt  vpon  his  feyth, 
Hym  tolde,  bowe  all  the  people  seyth, 
That  if  bis  counseyle  werc  trewe, 
Thei  wist  tban  well  and  knewe, 
That  of  bym  selfe  he  sbulde  bee 
A  worthy  kynge  in  his  degree. 
Aod  thus  the  counseyle  be  accusetb 
In  party  and  the  kynge  escnseth. 

The  foole,  wbiche  herde  of  all  tbis  caf, 
Wbat  tyme  as  gods  will  was 
Sigh,  tbat  thei  sayden  not  eiiough. 
And  hem  to  scorne  botli  lougb. 
And  to  the  kynge  he  sayd  tho: 
Syr  kynge  if  ihat  it  were  so, 
Of  wisdome  in  thyn  owne  Inode 
That  thou  thy  selfe  were  good, 
Thy  counceil  sbuld  not  be  bad. 
The  kynge  therof  meniayle  had, 
Whan  tbat  a  foole  so  wisely  spake, 
And  of  bym  selfe  fonde  oate  tbe  lacke 
Within  bis  owne  conscience. 
And  thus  the  fooles  euidence, 
Which  was  of  gods  ^race  enspired 
Makth  good  counceile  was  desired. 

He  put  awaie  tbe  tIcioos, 
And  toke  to  bym  tbe  vertooas.' 

The  wrongfull  lawes  ben  amended, 
Tbe  londes  good  is  well  dispended, 
The  people  was  no  morę  oppressed: 
And  thus  stoode  enery  tbinge  redressed. 
For  where  a  kynge  is  propre  wise. 
And  batb  suche  as  him'  selfe  is, 
Of  his  counceil,  it  maie  not  fiiile, 
Thdt  euery  tbinge  ne  sball  auaile. 
Tbe  vices  tban  gon  awey, 
And  euery  vertue  holte  his  wey: 
Wherof  the  bie  god  is  pleased. 
And  aJl  tbe  londes  folke  eased. 

For  if  tbe  common  people  crie. 
And  tban  a  kynge  list  not  to  pUe 
To  berę,  wbat  tbe  damore  woMe. 
And  otberwise  tluo  be  fbolde. 
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Disdeigneth  for  to  done  hem  grace, 
It  hath  be  seene  in  many  plaće» 
Tbere  hath  be  foli  gneat  contrairef 
And  that  I  fiode  of  ensamplaire. 


Hic  dici^  qaod  seniores  magis  espeiti  ad  pńn* 
cipis  coDsilium  admitteodi  potins  ejciitant,  £t 
narrat,  qualiter  pro  eo  qood  Roboas  Salomo- 
nie filłus  et  heres,  lenium  sermonibot  renun- 
ciaDs,  dicta  iuuemim  preelegit,  de  duodecim 
tribibus  Israel  a  domiiio  loo  decem  penitus 
amisit,  et  sic  cum  duabuf  tahtommodo  illusus 
postea  ręgnauit. 

Aftbr  the  deth  of  Salomone, 

Whan  thilke  wise  kyoge  was  gone, 

Aod  Roboas  in  bis  personę 

Recetue  shulde  the  corone, 

The  people  rpon  a  parlement 

Auised  were  of  one  assept. 

And  all  vnto  the  kynge  tbei  preide 

Witb  commune  voy8  and  tbus  tbei  sayde: 

Our  liege  lorde  we  the  beseche, 
That  thoa  receiue  oar  humble  specbe, 
And  graunt  vs,  whiche  that  reason  wił. 
Ot  of  thy  grace^  or  of  tby  skil, 
Thy  iader  while  be  was  aliue. 
And  might  both  graunte  and  priae 
Upon  the  werkes  whiche  he  had, 
The  comOKMi  people  streicte  lad, 
Wban  be  the  terapie  madę  newe. 
Thinge  wbiche  men  neuer  afore  knewe, 
He  brought  vp  than  of  his  tallage, 
And  all  was  ynder  the  visage 
Of  werkes,  whiche  he  madę  tho. 
But  nowe  it  is  befall  so, 
That  all  is  madę  rigbt  as  he  seide. 
And  be  was  riche  wban  he  deid. 
So  that  it  is  no  maner  nede, 

If  thon  tberof  wilt  taken  hede. 

To  pillen  of  the  people  more> 
Whiche  longe  tyme  hath  be  greued  sore. 
And  in  this  wise  as  we  the  seie, 

"Witb  tender  bertę  we  the  preie, 

That  thou  relesse  thilke  dette, 

Whiche  vpon  vs  thy  father  s^te. 
And  if  the  like  to  doone  so. 

We  ben  thy  men  for  c^uermo 

To  gone  and  comen  at  tbyjieste. 

The  kinge,  whiche  herde  this  reqaeste» 

Saith,  that  he  will  ben  auised. 

And  hath  tberof  a  tyme  assised. 

And  in  the  while,  as  he  him  tbougbt, 

Upon  this  thinge  couoseil  he  sooght. 

And  firste  the  wise  knigbtes  olde. 

To  wiiome  that  he  his  tale  tolde, 

Coanseillen  him  in  this  manere, 

That  be  witb  loue,  and  witfa  glad  chere 

Foryeue  and  gpraonte  all  that  is  asked, 

Of  that  his  fader  had  tasked. 

For  so  he  maie  his  reigne.acheae 

With  thing  which  shall  hem  litell  greoe. 
The  kynge  hem  herd,  and  ouer  passeth. 

And  witb  this  otber  his  wit  compasseth, 

That  yonge  were,  and  nothinge  wisie^ 

And  thei  these  olde  men  despise. 

And  sayden  :  Sir  it  sbail  be  shame 

For  euer  vnto  tby  worthie  name» 

If  thou  ne  kepe  not  thy  rygbt 

(While  thou  arte  in  thy  yonge  mi^ht } 
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Whiche  that  thyne  oMe  ftther  gctet 
But  saie  mtothe  people  plate, 
That  while  thott  Iraest  in  thy  londe, 
,  The  leste  6nger  of  thine  hondę 
It  shall  be  strenger  ouer  all, 
Than  was  thy  ftithers  body  all. 
And  tbus  aiso  shall  be  thy  tale, 
If  he  hem  smote  with  loddei  smade, 
Witb  scorpions  thou  shalt  hem  smite. 
And  where  thy  father  toke  a  lite, 
Thou  Łbyokest  tafce  michcll  morę: 
Tbus  shalte  thou  make  hem  drede  aore 
The  great  herte  Of  thy  corage, 
So  for  to  holde  hem  in  eeroage. 

This  yonge  kynge  bym  hath  conformed 
To  done  as  be  was  last  enformed, 
Whiche  was  to  him  his  ▼ndoynge. 
For  whan  it  came  to  the  spekynge, 
He  hath  the  yonge  counccile  holde, 
That  be  the  same  wordes  tolde 
Of  all  the  people  in  audience. 

And  whan  they  berden  tbe  aeatetice 
Of  bis  malico,  and  the  manace, 
Anonc  tofore  hisowne  fece 
Thei  hauc  him  vtterly  reftised, 
Aud  with  fuli  great  reproue  accased: 
So  they  began  for  to  raue, 
That  he  bym  selfcwas  fayne  to  saue. 

For  as  tbc  wylde  wodę  ragOi 

Of  wyndes  maketh  the  sea  sauage, 

And  that  was  caoime  bryngeth  to  wawe, 

So  for  defaut  and  grare  of  lawę 

The  people  is  stered  all  at  ones, 

And  forth  they  gone  out  of  his  wones^ 

So  that  of  the  lignages  twelfe, 

Two  tńbes  onely  by  hem  selfe 

With  bym  abiden,  and  do  mo. 

So  were  thei  for  enermo 

Of  no  retome  without  espeire 

Departed  fro  the  rigbtfiill  heire 

Of  fsraell,  with  common  voyce, 

A  kynge  Tpon  ber  owne  choyce 

Amonge  hem  sdfe  anone  thei  make. 

And  haue  her  yonge  lorde  forsake. 

A  powre  knight  leroboas 

They  toke  and  lefte  Roboas 

Whiche  rightfull  heire  was  by  disoent, 

Ło  thus  the  yonge  cause  went. 

For  that  the  counceile  was  not  good, 

Tbe  reigne  fro  the  rightfull  Uood 

Euer  afterwarde  deuided  was. 

So  maie  it  proUen  by  this  cąsy 

That  yonge  counceile,  which  is  to  warme, 

Er  men  beware  doth  ofte  harme. 

Olde  age  for  the  counceile  serueth. 

And  lusty  youth  his  thonke  deserueth 

Upon  the  traueile,  whiche  he  dooth. 

And  both  for  to  s«y  a  sootbe, 

By  sondrie  cause  for  to  haue, 

If  that  he  will  his  reigne  6aue> 

A  kynge  behoueth  euery  daie: 

That  one  can,  and  that  other  maie, 

Be  so  the  kynge  hem  botbe  rułe, 

Or  elles  all  goth  out  of  role. 

Nota  questionem    cuiosdam   philosopbi,  tfr^ 
regno  conuenientius  hnt  principem  «"""!,, 
consilio  optare  sapientem,  quam  c«»  ««■*' 
silio  ipsum  eligera  iitfipieat«n» 
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And  ypon  this  matere  also 

A  qiiertioD  betwene  the  two 

Tbu8  writteo  io  boke  I  fonde. 

Wbere  it  be  better  for  tbe  loiid« 

A  łcynge  bym  selfe  to  be  wise, 

Aod  so  to  beare  bis  owue  prise,        .  , 

Aod  tbat  bis  couoceile  be  not  gQ«i:  ** 

Or  othenrise  if  it  so  stoode, 

A  kjDge  if  be  be  vicJou8, 

Aod  his  couDceile  be  Tertuoug. 

R  is  answerde  in  sucbe  a  wise, 

That  better  it  is,  tbat  tbei  be  wise. 

By  wbom  tbat  tbe  counceile  sball-be  goae. 

For  tbei  ben  many,  and  be  it  one. 

And  rather  shall  an  one  man 

With  fals  counseile,  for  ou^ht  he  can, 

From  his  wisedome  be  madę  to  fall» 

Tfaan  he  alone  sbuide  hem  all 

Fro  Tices  vnto  vertac  change. 

For  that  is  we)l  the  morę  strange; 

For  thy  the  londe  maie  well  be  glad, 

Wbose  kynge  with  good  counseile  is  lad 

^hiche  sette  bym  vnto  rightwisnes : 

So  that  bis  high  wortbinesse 
^  Betwene  tfac  reddour  aud  pitee, 
*  Doth  merde  forth  with  equitee. 

A  kinge  is  holden  oner  all 

To  pitee,  but  in  speciall  ' 

7o  hem,  wbere  he  is  moste  beholde, 

They  shuJde  his  pitee  most  beholde, 

Tbat  ben  tbe  lieges  of  the  londe. 

For  tbei  ben  euer  Tnderhis  bonde^ 

After  tbe  gods  ordenance. 

To  stonde  vpon  his  gouernance. 

Nota  adbuc  precipne  de  principum  eiga  suoa  sub- 
diios  debita  pietate,  legitor  enim  qualiter  An- 
tbonins  a  Scipione  esomplificatas,  dixjt,  anod 
nallet  vnam  de  populo  sibi  commisso  Yirum 
lalnare,  quam  centnm  ex  boatibua  alienigenis  in 
beilo  perdere. 

Of  themperonr  Anthoniiis 
I  fiode,  bowe  thathe  saide  tbus : 
Hove  bim  were  leuer  for  to  saue 
One  of  his  Itges,  tban  to  haue 
Ofenemics  an  hundred  dede. 
And  tbns  he  lemed  as  I  redę 
Of  Scipio,  wfaiche  bad  bee 
Consnll  of  Romę,  and  thus  to  sce 
Diuers  ensamples  bowe  thei  stonde, 
A  kinge  wbiche  hatb  the  charge  on  bonde 
Tbe  common  people  to  gouerne, 
'  If  that  be  wił,  he  maie  well  lerne. 
fa  nonę  so  good  to  tbe  plesance 
Of  god,  as  is  good  gouernance. 
And  enery  gouernance  is  dne 
To  pitee,  tbus  I  maie  argne, 
That  pitee  is  tbe  found«mente 
Of  eoery  kynges  rcgtm('nte« 
If  it  be  medłcd  with  lustice, 
Thei  two  remeuen  all  yice. 
And  ben  of  Tertue  mott  Yailabla 
To  make  a  kin^res  roylme  stable. 

Ło  tbus  the  fonre  poyntes  tofore 
In  goaemance,  as  tbei  be  borę 
Of  trontb  first  and  of  largesse, 
Of  pitee,  forth  with  rigbtwisnessef 
I  haue  hem  tolde,  and  oner  this 
Tbe  fint  pcyntej  so  as  it  it 


Set  of  the  nile  of  policie, 
Wherof  a  kynge  shall  modifie 
The  flesbly  lustes  of  naturę^ 
Nowe  thinke  I  telle  of  suche  measare, 
Tbat  both  kinde  shall  be  serued. 
And  eke  tbe  lawę  of  god  obienied. 

Corporis  et  mentis  regem  decet  omnJs  Jionestas, 
Nominis  vt  fomam  nulla  libido  ruat. 

Omne  quod  est  bominis  efTceminat  illa  rolaptas. 
Sit  nisi  maguanimi  cordis  vt  obstat  ei. 

Hic  tractat  secnndum  Aristotelem  deąninta  prin- 
cipum policia,  que  castitatem  ooncemtt,  cuius 
bonestas  impndicttie  motns  obtemperans  tam 
corporis  quam  anime  mundiciam  specialius  pre* 
seruat. 

The  maie  is  madę  for  tbe  femele. 

Bot  where  as  one  desireth  fele, 

Tbat  nedeth  nougbt  by  wey  of  kynde. 

For  whan  a  man  maie  redy  finde 

His  owne  wife,  what  abulde  he  seche 

In  strange  places  to  beseche. 

To  borowe  anotber  mans  plough, 

Wban  be  bath  geare  at  home  enough 

Affayted  at  bis  owne  heste. 

And  is  to  bym  wel  morę  honeste, 

Tban  otber  thinge,  whiche  is  vnknowe. 

For  tby  shulde  euery  good  man  knowe . 

And  thynke,  bowe  tbat  in  mariage 

His  trooth  plite,  lieth  in  moigagc, 

Whiche  if  he  breke,  it  is  falsehode, 

And  that  discordeth  to  manhode, 

And  namely  towarde  tbe  grcat, 

Wherof  the  bokcs  all  trete. 

So  as  the  philosopbre  techeth 

To  Alisander,  and  him  betechcth 

The  lorę,  bowe  that  he  shall  ueasure 

His  bodie,  so  that  no  measure 

Of  flesbly  Inst  he  shulde  excede. 

And  tbus  forth  if  I  shall  procede 

The  fyfle  poynte,  as  I  sayd  ere, 

Is  Cbastitee,  whiche  selde  where 

Comth  nowe  a  daies  in  to  place. 

And  nethelesse  but  it  be  grace 

Aboue  all  otber  in  speciall 

Is  nonę  that  chaste  maie  ben  all. 

But  yet  a  kynges  high  estate, 

Whiche  of  bis  order  as  a  prelate, 

Shall  be  anoynte  and  sanctified: 

He  mote  be  morę  roagnified 

For  dignitee  of  his  corone,  , 

Than  shulde  anotber  lowe  personę, 

Whłcbe  is  not  of  higbe  emprise. 

Therfore  a  prince  bym  shulde  aduise, 

£r  tbat  he  fell  in  suche  riote, 

And  namely  that  he  ne  assote 

To  change  for  the  woroanhed 

Tłie  wortbinesse  of  his  manhed. 

Nota  de  doctrina  Aristotelis,  qoaIiter  piiceps  Tt 
animi  sui  iocunditatem  prooocet,  mulieres  for- 
mosas  crebro  aspicere  debet:  caucattamen  ne 
mens  roluptuosa  torpesoens  ex  camis  fragilitate 
in  vitium  drlabatur. 

Of  Aństotle  I  baue  well  radde. 
Ho  we  he  to  Alisander  badde. 
Tbat  for  to  gladden  his  corage 
He  shulde  beholdea  the  visage 
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Of  women,  wbau  that  thet  ben  faire : 

But  yet  he  set  aii  eKamplaire, 

His  body  fo  to  guide  and  rule, 

Tbat  be  ne  paise  not  the  role, 

Wberof  tbat  be  bim  selfe  begyle. 

For  in  tbe  woman  U  no  gyle. 

Of  that  a  man  bim  selfe  by  wapelb, 

Whan  be  it  owne  witte  beiapetb, 

1  can  the  woman  wetl  eicase. 

But  what  man  will  vpon  hem  muse 

After  the  folissbe  impression 

Of  his  imaginacion,       * 

Witbin  bim  telle  the  fire  be  bloweth, 

Wberof  the  woman  notbyng  knowetb> 

So  may  she  nothinge  be  to  wite. 
For  if  a-man  bim  selfe  excite 

To  drencbe,  and  will  iioagbt  fbrbeare. 

Tbe  water  shall  no  blame  beare,  . 

What  maie  the  golde  though  men  coueit  ? 

If  that  a  man  will  lone  streit, 

The  woman  batb  bym  nothynge  bounde, 

If  be  his  owne  bert  wouude, 

She  maie  not  let  the  folie. 

And  though  so  fili  of  companie, 

That  he  might  any  thynge  purcbace, 

Yet  maketh  a  man  tbe  first  chaoe. 

The  woman  fleeth,  and  be  purseweth, 
•  So  that  by  wey  of  skill  it  seweth, 

The  man  is  cause  bowe  so  beialle, 

Tbat  he  ftiU  ofte  sith  is  falle, 

Where  that  he  maie  not  well  arise. 
And  netheles  fiill  many  wise 

Befboled  haue  hem  selfe  er  this : 

At  nowe  a  daies  yet  it  is 

Amonge  tbe  men  and  euer  was, 

The  stronge  is  febleste  in  this  taas. 
It  sit  a  man  by  wey  of  kjnde 

To  loue,  but  it  is  not  kinde, 

A  man  for  loue  bis  wit  to  lese. 
For  if  the  month  of  lule  sbatl  frese. 

And  that  December  shall  be  hote, 

Tbe  yere  mistometh  well  I  wote. 

^  To  seen  a  man  from  his  estate 

Througb  bis  sotie  eifeminate, 

And  leue  that  a  man  shall  dooe, 

It  is  as  bose  abooe  the  sbooe 

To  man,  wbićhe  ougbte  not  to  be  Tted. 

But  yet  tbe  worlde  hath  ofte  accnsed 

Fuli  great  princes  of  this  dede, 

Howe  tbei  for  loue  hem  snKe  misledei 

Wberof  manbode  stoode  behinde, 

Of  olde  ensamples  as  men  fynde. 
■        ."     *  . 

Hic.ponit  exeroplumy  ąualiter  pro  eo  quod  Sarda*- 

luipallus  Assiriorum  princeps,  rauliebri  oblecta- 

'  niento  efieminatus  sue  concuplscentie  torporem, 

quasi  ex  consuetudine  adhibebat,  ab  Arbaćto 

-  rege  Medorum  super  hoc  insidiante  in  sui  fer- 

uoris  maiori  roluptate  subitis  mutationibus  ex- 

'tinctus  est. 

THksE.olde  gestes  teł  len  thus 
Tbat  whilome  Sardanapalus, 
Wbicbe  heldeall  bole  in  bis  empire 
The  great  kyngdome  of  Assire, 
Was  through  the  slouth  of  his  corage 
Fali  into  the  ilke  firie  ragę 
Of  loue,  whiche  tbe  men  ąssoteth^ 
Wberof  hym  selfe  he  so  rioteth, 
And  wexeth  so  ferfoilh  womannisshe; 
Tbat  ageyn  kynde^  ai  if  a  fiis he 


Abide  wolde  vpon  the  londe, 

In  women  suche  a  luste  be  fonde, 

l'hat  be  ^welte  euer  in  chambre  stille. 

And  oniy  wrought  afier  tbe  wille 

Of  women,  so  as  be  was  bede, 

Tbat  seldome  whan  in  other  stede, 

[f  ^hat  he  wolde  wenden  oute, 

To  seen  howe  tbat  it  stode  aboote. 

Rut  there  be  kinie,  and  there  he  plaied, 

Thei  taughten  bym  a  lace  to  braied. 

And  weue  a  purs,  and  to  enflie 

A  perle :  And  fell  thilke  while 

One  Arbactus,  the  prince  of  Mede, 

Seeth  tbe  kynge  in  womanbede. 

Was  falle  fro  cbinalrie. 

And  gate  hym  helpe,  and  companie. 

And  wrought  bo,  tbat  at  laste 

This  kynge  out  of  bis  reigne  he  caste, 

Wbicbe  was  vndone  for  euer  mo. 

And  yet  men  speaken  of  hym  so, 

That  it  is  sbame  for  to  berę, 

For  thy  to  loue  is  in  roanere. 

Nota  qua1tter  Danid  amans  mulieres  propter  hoe 
probitatem  armorum  non  minus  exercuit 

Kynob  Dauid  had  many  a  loue  : 
But  netheles  aiwaie  aboue 
Knighthode  be  kepte  in  suche  a  wise, 
That  for  no  flessbely  cooetise 
Of  lust  to  ligge  in  ladies  armes, 
He  lefte  not  tbe  luste  of  armes. 
For  w^bere  a  prince  his  lustes  sneth, 
That  he  the  warre  not  pursueth, 
Whan  it  is  tyme  to  bene  armed : 
His  coautre  stant  fuli  ofte  barmed, 
Whan  the  enemies  be  ware  bolde, 
That  thei  defence  nonę  bebolde. 
Fuli  many  a  londe  hath  so  be  lorę, 
As  men  maie  redę  ofte  tyme  afore, 
Of  bem  th;it  so  ber  eases  soughten, 
Wbicbe  after  tbei  fuli  derę  abouten. 

Hic  loqaitur  qua]iter  regnum  lasciuie  voIuptati« 
bus  deditum,  de  iacili  vincitur:  £t  ponit  cxem- 
plum  de  Cyro  rege  Persarum,  qui  cum  Lido* 
mira  probitatis  strenuissimos,  sibique  in  bello 
aduersantes  nullo  modo  viucere  potuit,  cum  ip« 
sis  tandem  pacis  tractatum  dissimilans,  coucor- 
diam  finałem  sŁabilire  finxit,  super  quu  Łydi 
postea  per  a1iquod  tenipus  armis  insoluti  &ub 
pacis  tempore  voIuptatibus  intendebant.  Suod 
Cyrus  percipiens  in  eos  armatus  subito  iiruit* 
ipsosque  inde  sensibiles  Tiucens  suo  imperio 
tributarios  subiugauit. 

To  mochell  ease  is  nothynge  wortbe. 
Por  that  setteth  euery  vice  forthe. 
And  euery  vertue  put  a  backe, 
Wberof  price  turneth  in  to  lackc. 
As  in  cronike  I  maie  reherse, 
Wbicbe  telleUi,  howe  ihe  kynge  of  Perse 
That  Cyrus  hight,  a  warre  hadde 
A^einst  tbe  people,  wbicbe  be  dmdde, 
Of  a  countrey,  whiche  Lydos  hight. 
But  yet  for  ought  that  be  do  might, 
As  iu  bataile  vpon  the  warre, 
He  had  of  them  alwaic  tbe  warre. 
And  whan  he  sighe,  and  wist  it  wele, 
That  hc  by  ttreogth  wan  no  dek  c 
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Than  at  laste  be  ca«le  a  wiie  ' 
Tbis  wortby  people  to  begjle. 
And  toke  with  hem  a  feignied  pees^ 
Whicbe  sbulde  lasten  enddees, 
So  as  be  sayde  in  woidas  wise. 
Bot  be  tbongbt  all  in  otber  wite. 
For  U  betłd  Tpon  tbe  caas, 
Wban  that  tbis  people  in  mt  was^ 
Tbet  token  eaaes  many  folde, 
And  wnrides  ease  (as  ii  is  tolde) 
By  waie  of  kjrnde  is  thc  aorioe 
Of  eoery  luste,  wbicbe  toocbetb  vice. 

Tbas  wban  thei  were  tri  lortes  figOI, 
Tbe  «aiTes  bene  Ibrgetca  all. 
Was  nonę,  wbicbe  wolde  tbe  worsbip 
Of  artnes,  bat  in  ideUbip, 
Tbej  putien  boaiaease  awaie. 
And  toke  bem  to  daunce  and  plaie. 
Batmoste  aboae  aH  otber  tbyoges 
Tbei  token  Jbcu  to  tbe  likynges 
Of  ilessbety  Instea,  tbat  chastitee 
Receiued  was  in  no  dcgree : 
But  enery  man  dotb  wfaat  bim  Kste. 

Aod  wban  tbe  kynge  of  Pene  it  wirte, 
Tbat  tbei  Tnto  folie  entenden, 
Witb  bis  power,  wban  tbei  łest  wenden. 
Morę  sodeinly  tban  dotb  tbe  tbunder 
He  oime,  for  ener  and  put  bem  Wilder. 
Aod  tbos  batb  lecbeńe  lore 
Tlie  londe,  wbicbe  had  be  tofora 
Tbe  beste  of  hem,  tbat  were  tbo. 

Nola  qaaltfcer  facto  beilica  Imias  mfoftanat.  Et 
narraty  qQod  einn  nx  Ameleob  bebreis  sibi  in- 
nkantibiia  fesistere  neqnH,  oonsilio  Balaam 
mnlieres  regni  sui  polcberrimas  in  castro  be- 
bfeomm  mtsit,  qui  ab  ipsb  contanunati  sunt. 

Aid  in  tbe  bibie  I  findealso 
A  tale,  like  vnto  tbis  thinge, 
Howe  Amciecfae  tbe  painym  kynge, 
Wlian  tbat  be  might  by  no  weye 
I^ftode  bis  loade,  aod  pat  aweie 
The  wortbie  people  of  IsnelL 
Thii  sarasiu,  as  it  befelie 
Tbrougb  tbe  counoeiłe  of  Balaam^ 
A  rant  of  fiarre  women  nam, 
Tbat  lustie  were^  and  of  yonge  age, 
Aod  bad  bem  go  to  tbe  linage 
Ofthese  hebrewes:  and  forth  tbei  went, 
Wrtti  eyen  grey,  and  browes  bent. 
And  wdi  araied  euericbone. 
Awl  wban  tbei  comen  were  anotte 
Amonge  tbebrews,  was  foone  in  sigbt. 
Bot  catcbe  wbo  tbat  catcbe  might, 
Aod  edie  of  bem  bis  Instea  sou^t, 
Wbicbe  after  they  fiill  derę  abonght, 
,  For  grace  anooe  begaa  to  fiiiłe, 
Tbat  wban  tbei  comea  to  bataUe, 
Tban  afterwarde  in  sory  plite 
Tbei  were  take  and  disoómfite. 
80  that  witbin  a  litell  tbrowe 
Tbe  migbt  of  bem  was  ooertbrowe, 
Tbat  wbilome  were  woot  to  stonde, 
Tin  Pbinees  tbe  canse  on  bonde 
Hath  take,  tbis  yengeance  last : 
Bot  tban  Tt  ceased  at  laste. 
For  god  watpaide,  of  tbat  he  dede. 
For  wberc  he  fbnde  vpon  a  .stede 
A  couple,  wbicbe  mieferred  so, 
Tbroogbout  hoiWDOte  bem  botb  two, 
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And  let  bem  Hgge  in  mens  eie, 

Wherof  all -otber,  wbicbe  hem  sie, 

Eosampled  hem  vpon  the  dede. 

And  prayden  vnto  the  godhede,  '    . 

Her  olde  sinnes  to  amende^ 

And  be  wbicbe  wolde  bis  mercy  sende, 

Restored  bem  to  newe  grace. 

Thus  maie  it  shewe  in  sondry  place 
Of  chastitee  bowe  tbe  clennesse 
Accordetb  to  the  worthinesse 
Of  men  of  armes  -oner  all. 
But  moste  of  all  In  speciall 
Tbis  Tertue  to  a  kynge  belongetb. 
For  vpon  bis  fortunę  )t  bongeth, 
Of  tbat  his  londe  shall  spede  or  spille* 
For  tby  bat  if  a  kynge  b|s  will 
Fro  lustes  of  bis  ilesbe  restrsyne, 
Ageyae  bym  sełfe  be  maketb  a  treyne, 
Into  the  whicbe  if  tbat  be  slide, 
Hym  were  belter  go  beside. 

Por  enery  man  maie  vaderstond«y 
Howe  for  a  tyme  that  it  stonde, 
It  is  a  sorie  lust  to  like, 
Wbose  ende  maketb  a  man  to  sike, 
And  tournetb  ioyes  in  to  aorowe. 
Tbe  bright  sonne  by  tbe  morowe 
Bethineth  not  tbe  derkę  nigbt, 
Tbe  losty  yongth  of  mans  migbt 
In  age  but  it  stonde  wele, 
Mistornetb  all  tbe  last  whele. 

Hic  loqnitur  ąualiter  principum  irregnlato  yolnp- 
tas  eos  a  seniita  recta  multotiens  deuiare  com- 
pellit,  £t  narrat  exemplum  de  Salomone,  qai 
ex  sue  carnis  concopiscentia  victus,  mulieram 
blandimentis  in  sui  icandalom  deos  alieDos  cor 
lecę  presumebat. 

That  euery  woitby  prioce  is  holde 
Witbin  hym  selfb  to  behołdey 
To  see  the  state  of  his  personę. 
And  thynkę,  howe  tbere  be  ioyes  nonę 
Upon  tbis  erthe  madę  to  laste : 
And  how  tbe  fleshe  shall  at  last 
The  lustes  of  his  life  forsake: 
Hym  ought  a  ^reat  ensample  take 
Of  Salomon,  whose  apetite 
Was  bolly  sette  rpon  dełite 
To  take  of  women  tbe  plesance, 
So  that  Tpon  his  ignorance 
The  wyde  worlde  meruaileth  yit, 
That  be,  wbiche  all  mens  wit 
In  thilke  tyme  hath  onerpassed, 
With  fleshly  lustes  was  so  tassed, 
Tbat  be  wbiche  ledde  vnder  tbe  lawę 
Tbe  people  of  god,  hym  selfe  withdrawe 
He  hath  fro  god  in  suche  a  wise, 
That  he  worship  and  sacrifice 
Por  sondrie  loue  in  sondrie  stede 
Unto  the  fals  gods  dede. 
Tbis  was  tbe  wise  Ecdesiaste, 
The  famę  of  whom  aball  euer  laste, 
That  be  tbe  migbtie  god  forsoke 
Ageyn  tbe  lawe  wban  bee  toke 
His  wyues  and  tbe  concubinea 
Of  bem  tbai  were  sarasines. 
For  whicbe  be  did  idolatrie. 
Por  tbis  I  redę  of  bis  sotie, 
She  of  Zidonie  so  bim  ladde, 
Tbat  be  kaelende  bis  armes  spradde 
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To  AsŁhoreth  wiŁh  great  humblesse, 

Wbiche  of  her  londe  was  the  goddesse. 

And  she  tbat  was  of  Moabite 

So  fcrfortb  madę  bym  to  delite  . 

Through  lust,  wbich  all  his  wit  deuouretb, 

Tbat  be  Chamos  hir  god  boDoretli. 

An  otber  Amonite  aiso 

With  loue  bim  bath  assoted  so, 

Hir  god  Muloche  tbat  with  encence 

He  sacreth,  and  dotb  reuerence 

In  suche  a  wise  as  she  bym  bad. 

TbU8  was  tbe  wyseste  onerlad 

With  blynde  lustes,  wbiche  be  lought. 

But  be  it  afterwarde  abought. 

Nota  hic  qua]iter  Achias  propheta  in  signum, 
quod  regnum  post  mortem  Salomonts  ob  eius 
peccatum  a  sao  berede  dimineretar,  pallium 
suum  in  duodecim  partes  scidit,  vnde  decem 
partes  leroboe  filio  Nabat,  qui  regnaturus  pos- 
tea  successity  precepto  dei  tńbuit. 

For  Acbias  Silonites, 
Whiche  was  prophet  er  bis  deces, 
While  be  was  in  bis  lustes  all, 
Betokeneth  what  shall  after  falle. 
Por  on  a  daie,  whan  tbat  be  mette 
leroboam  the  knight  be  grette. 
And  bad  bym,  that  be  shulde  abide 
To  here  what  bym  shall  betide. 
And  forth  withali  Aehias  cast 
His  mąntell  of,  and  also  fast 
He  cut  it  in  to  peces  twelfr, 
Wherof  two  partes  vnto  bym  selfe 
He  kepte,  and  all  tbe  remenant, 
As  god  hath  set  his  coucnant, 
.  He  toke  vnto  leroboas, 
Of  Nabat  wbiche  the  sonne  wag. 
And  of  tbe  kynges  courte  a  knight. 
And  saide  bym,  suche  is  gods  might 
Ab  thou  hastę  sene  departed  here 
My  mantell,  right  in  suche  manere 
Affcer  the  dethe  of  Salomon 
God  bath  ordeined  tberrpon, 
This  reigne  than  be  shall  deuide, 
Wbiche  ty  me  eke  thou  shalt  abide. 
And  vpon  that  diuision 
The  reigne  as  In  proporcion, 
As  thou  hast  of  my  mantell  take, 
Thou  shalt  rc ceiue  I  vndertake. 

And  Ihus  the  sonne  shall  abie 
The  lu&tes  and  the  lecherie 
Of  hym,  wbiche  nowe  his  fiitber  is. 

So  for  to  taken  hede  of  this 
It  sit  a  kynge  well  to  be  chaste  : 
For  els  be  maie  ligbtly  waste 
Hym  selfe,  and  eke  his  reigne  bothe. 
And  that  ougbt  euery  kynge  to  lothe, 
O  wbiche  a  sinne  Tiolent, 
Wherof  80  wise  a  kynge  was  shent, 
That  be  vengeance  of  his  personę 
Was  not  enougb  to  take  alone. 
But  afterwarde,  whan  be  was  passed, 
It  bath  his  hcritage  lassed, 
As  I  morę  openly  tofore 
The  tple  tolde  :  And  thus  therfore 
Tbe  philosopher  vpon  this  thinge 
Writte,  and  counseiled  to  a  kynge, 
That  be  the  forfete  of  ]uxure 
Shall  tempre,  and  nile  of  suche  measur^. 


Whiche  be  to  kynde  suffisant. 
And  eke  to  reason  accordant. 
So  that  the  lustes  ignorance 
Be  cause  of  nó  misgouemance, 
Through  whiche  tbat  be  be  ouerthrowe 
As  be  that  will  no  reason  knowe. 
Por  but  a  maus  wit  be  swerued* 
Whan  kynde  is  duliche  semed, 
It  ougbt  of  reason  to  suiEse. 
For  i  fit  fali  hym  otberwise, 
.He  maie  the  lustes  sore  drede. 
For  of  Anthonie  thus  I  redę, 
Whiche  of  Seueros  was  the  sonne, 
That  be  his  life  of  commune  wonne 
Yaoe  holly  vnto  thilke  Tice, 
And  ofte  ty  me  he  was  so  nioe, 
Wherof  naturę  hir  bath  compleined 
ITnto  tbe  god,  whiche  hath  disdeigned 
The  warkes  whiche  Anthonie  wrought 
Of  luste,  whiche  be  fulle  sore  abougbC 
For  god  his  forfete  hath  so  wroke, 
Tbat  in  cronike  it  is  yct  spoke. 
But  for  to  take  remembrance 
Of  speciall  misgouemance, 
Through  couetise  and  iniustice, 
Forth  with  the  remenant  of  ?ice. 
And  nameliche  of  lecherie, 
I  fynde  write  a  great  partie 
Within  a  tale,  as  thou  shalt  here, 
Whiche  is  thensample  of  this  matere» 

Hic  loąuitur  de  Tarąuinio  Romę  nnper  impeni- 
tore,  necuon  et  de  einsdem  filio  nomine  AriiNiti» 
qui  omoium  ricioram  Tarietate  repleti  tast  in 
bomines  quam  iu  mulieres  innumem 
perpetrarunt. 

So  as  these  olde  gestes  seyne 
The  proude  tyrannlsshe  Romeyne 
Tarquinius,  whiche  was  than  kynge, 
And  wrought  roany  a  wrongfull  thynge, 
Of  sonnes  he  had  many  one, 
Amonge  the  whiche  Arrous  was  one. 
Liche  to  bis  fatber  i  o  maneres, 
So  that  within  afewe  yeres, 
With  treason  and  with  tyrannie, 
Thei  wonne  of  londe  a  great  partie. 
And  token  hede  of  no  iustice, 
Whiche  dewe  was  to  ber  oiBce 
Upon  the  rule  of  goucmance. 
But  all  that  euer  was  plesance, 
Unto  the  flesshes  lust,  thei  toke. 
And  fili  so,  that  thei  vndertoke 
A  werre,  wbiche  was  nought  acheued. 
But  often  tyme  it  had  hem  greued, 
Ageyne  a  folke,  whiche  than  bight 
The  Gabiens,  and  all  by  night 
Thus  Arrous  whan  be  was  at  home 
In  Romę,  a  preuy  place  he  nome 
Within  a  chambcr,  and  betę  bym  selfe. 
And  madę  hym  woundes .  x.  or  twelfe 
Upon  the  backe,  as  it  was  sene. 
And  so  forth  with  his  hurtes  grene 
In  all  the  hastę  that  he  maie 
He  rode,  and  cam  tbat  otber  daie 
Unto  Gabie  the  citee, 
And  i  o  he  went:  and  whan  that  he 
Was  knowe,  anone  the  yates  were  shet, 
The  lordes  all  vpon  hym  set 
With  drawe  swerdes  vpon  liotide. 
And  Arrous  wolde  hem  not  wistoode^ 
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And  saidfiy  I  mm  berę  at  ycmrwiney 
As  lefe  it  M  that  ye  me  spille 
Aa  łf  mjn  owne  father  dede. 
And  finth  within  tbatmnie  ttede 
He  praide  hem  tliat  thei  wolde  see, 
And  tolde  hem  in  wbat  d^rree 
Hit  father,  and  bii  breibenie  bothe, 
^Hiiche  aa  be  layd  weien  wrotbe, 
Hym  had  beaten  and  leailed. 
And  crot  of  Ramę  for  ener  eziled* 
Aod  thut  he  madę  hem  to  bełene. 
And  saide :  if  that  be  migbt  acheue 
His  pwpos,  it  sbalł  well  be  yolde. 
Be  to  tbat  tbei  bym  belpe  woled. 

Whaa  Umt  tbe  lordes  had  aene, 
Howe  woliilly  he  waa  betene, 
Tbei  toke  pitce  of  bis  gieae, 
Bnt  yet  it  waa  hem  wonder  leue, 
That  Romę  hym  bad  eriled  aa. 

Tbe  Gabiens  by  comueyle  tbo 
Upon  tbe  goddes  madę  hym  nreare, 
That  be  to  bem  sball  trontb  beare, 
And-strength  bem  with  ail  bis  migbt. 

And  tbei  also  bym  batb  bebight 
To  belpen  hym  in  his  quarele. 
Thei  shope  thab  for  bis  bele, 
That  be  was  batbed  and  aooynt 
Till  tbatjie  was  in  losty  poynt, 
Aod  wbat  he  wolde  tban  he  had, 
That  he  all  boUe  tbe  citee-lad 
Rł^fat  as  he  wolde  hym  seUe  deoise : 
Aml  tban  he  thonght  bym  in  wbat  wisa 
He  migfat  his  tyrannie  sbewe, 
Aad  toke  to  bis  counseile  a  shrewe, 
Whom  to  his  fotber  forth  he  sent. 
And  in  bis  message  be  tbo  went, 
And  praied  bia  fistber  for  to  saie 
By  his  anise  and  fynde  a  waie, 
Bov  tbei  tbe  Gitee  migbt  wynne, 
WbtJe  be  atoode  so  well  therin. 

And  whan  tbe  messanger  uras  oome 
To  Romę,  and  hatb  in  counseile  nome* 
The  kynge :  it  fełt  purcbanoe  so, 
That  thei  were  in  a  gardeine  tho 
This  messager  fortb  with  tbe  kynge. 
Aad  wban  he  bad  tolde  tbe  tbynge, 
la  vbat  maner  tbat  it  stoode : 
Aad  tbat  Tarquinius  ynderstoode : 
By  tbe  message,  bow  tbat  it  ferde, 
Anone  be  toke  in  bonde  a  yetde. 
And  in  tbe  gardeyne  as  tbei  goae, 
The  lilly  croppes  one  aod  one, 
Wbere  that  tbei  weren  sprongen  out^ 
He  smole  of^  as  tbet  stoode  about : 
Aod  saide  vfito  Łhe  messengere, 

Ło  thia  thyng,  whicbe  I  do  nowe  bere» 
Sball  be  in  stede  of  tbyn  answere. 
And  in  tbin  wife  as  I  me  berę, 
fhfaa  skalte  vBto  my  sonne  telle. 

And  be  no  leoger  wolde  dweUe, 
Bat  toke  his  leoe,  aod  goth  withall 
Unto  bis  lorde,  and  tolde  hym  all, 
Howe  tbat  bis  fisither  had  do. 

Wban  Arroos  herde  bym  tell  so, 
Aaone  be  wist  wbat  it  ment, 
Aad  therto  set  aU  bis  entent 
Till  be  tbrough  fraude  and  trecberie 
The  princea  heades  of  Gabie. 
Hatb  smiten  of,  and  all  was  wonne, 
Hif  £itber  cam  tofbre  tbe  sonne 


In  to  tbe  towne  witb  tbe  Romeyns, 
And  toke  and  slewe  the  citezeyns 
Withont  reason  or  pitee, 
That  he  ne  spareth  no  degree.  * 
And  for  the  spede  of  his  conqneste 
He  let  óo  make  a  riche  feste, 
'With  a  solempne  sacrifice 
In  Phebos  tempie,  And  in  tbis  wise 
Wban  the  Romaynes  assembled  were 
In  presence  of  bem  all  there, 
Upon  tbe  auter  when  all  was  digbt. 
And  tbat  tbe  fyres  were  a  ligbt, 
From  mder  the  anter  sodeinly 
An  hidons  serpent  openly 
Cam  out,  and  hatb  deuoured  all 
The  sacrillce,  and  eke  withall 
The  fyres  queynt :  and  forth  anone, 
So  as  he  came,  so  is  he  gone 
In  to  the  depe  gpronnde  ayene. 
And  enery  man  began  to  seyne : 
A  lorde,  wbat  maie  this  signifie  ? 
And  tbenrpon  thei  praie  and  crie 
To  Phebus,  tbat  thei  mighten  knowe 
I1ie  cause:  and  he  the  same  tbrowe 
With  gastli  royce,  that  all  it  herde, 
The  Romains  in  this  wise  answeide. 
And  sayd,  bow  for  the  wickednes 
Ofpride,  andofynrightwisenes, 
That  Tarquine  and  his  sonne  hatb  do, 
The  sacrifice  is  wasted  so 
Whicbe  might  not  ben  acceptable 
Upon  snche  sinne  abbómioable.' 
And  ouer  tbat  yet  he  hem  wisseth» 
And  saith,  whiche  of  hem  first  kysseth 
His  mother,  he  sball  take  wrecbe 
Upon  tbe  wronge :  and  of  that  speche 
Thei  ben  within  her  hertes  glade, 
Tboogh  thei  ootward  no  lemblance  raade, 
Ther  was  a  knight,  which  Brntns  hight. 
And  he  with  all  the  hastę  be  might 
To  groonde  fili,  and  there  he  kiste: 
But  nonę  of  hem  the  cause  wlste,  • 
But  wende  that  he  had  sponrned 
Perchance,  and  so  was  ouertoumed.  ' 

Bot  Brutus  all  an  otber  ment 
For  he  knewe  weH  in  bis  entent, 
Howe  therthe  of  euery  mans  kynde 
Is  mother:  but  tbey  weren  błynde. 
And  sighe  not  so  ferre  as  bee. 
But  when  thei  leften  tbe  citee. 
And  comen  home  to  Romę  ageyn : 
Tban  euery  man,  whicbe  was  Romeine, 
And  moder  hatb,  to  bir  he  beade. 
And  kist,  and  eche  of  hem  tbus  wende 
To  be  the  fyrste  Tpon  the  chance, 
Of  Terquine  for  to  do  vengeance, 
So  as  thei  herden  Phebos  seyne. 
But  euery  time  hatb  his  certeyne, 
So  must  it  nedes  tban  abide, 
Till  afterwarde  Tpon  a  tide : 

Hic  narrat,  qopd  cum  Tarquinius  in  obsidione  ci- 
uitatis  Ardee,  vt  eam  destrueret,  intentus  fiiit, 
Arrous  filius  eius  Romam  secreto  adiens  in  do- 
mo  Collatloi  bospitatos  est,  ^bi  de  nocte  illam 
castissimam  dominem  Lucreciam  imaginata 
fraude  yi  oppressit,  Tnde  illa  pre  dolore  mortua, 
ipse  cum  Tarquinio  patre  suo,  tota  damanta 
Rojia,  imperpetoum  ezilium  delegati  sunt. 
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TARQUiRict  mtA^  ymkilfully 
A  werre,  whiche  waa  fatt  by, 
Ageyn  a  towne  with  walleg  ttronge, 
Whiche  Ardea  was  clqied  \onge, 
A  od  cast  a  sege  there  aboate, 
That  there  maie  no  man  paueD  oute* 

So  it  befelie  vpon  a  nigbt 
Arrods,  whiche  had  his  souper  dight, 
A  parte  of  tha  chiualrie 
With  hym  to  suppe  in  companie 
Hath  bede :  and  wban  thei  eooMii  wart p 
And  sette  at  sapper  ther^ 
Amonge  ber  other  wordes  glade 
Arrous  a  great  spdkynge  Biadey 
Who  had  tho  the  best  wife 
Of  Romę,  and  tbus  began  a  strife. 
Por  Arrous  saith,  he  hath  the  best, 
So  ianglen  thei  withouten  rest, 
Tilł  at  laste  one  Collatine 
A  worthy  knight,  and  was  cosine 
To  Arrous,  saide  him  in  tbis  wise* 
It  is  (4uod  he)  of  nonę  enprise 
To  speke  a  wordc,  but  of  the  dede, 
Wherof  it  is  to  taken  hede. 
Anone  for  tby  this  same  tyde 
licpe  on  thy  bors,  and  let  ts  ride, 
So  maie  we  knowe  botb  two 
TJnwarely  what  our  wiues  doy 
And  that  sball  be  a  trawę  assaia. 

This  Arrous  saith  not  ones  naie. 
On  horsebacke  anone  thei  lepte, 
In  suche  manere  and  nothinge  slepte 
Kidende  forth  tili  that  thei  come 
AU  priuelie  witbio'Roma, 
In  strange  place  and  downe  thei  ligb^ 
And  take  a  cbambre  oute  of  sight. 
Thei  be  disgnised  for  a  tbrowe, 
So  that  no  life  shalde  hem  knowe. 
And  to  the  paleis  first  tbei  sought. 
To  se  what  thynge  these  tadies  wrougibty 
Of  whiche  Arroas  madę  a  ▼annt. 
And  thei  hir  sigh  of  glad  semblaunt 
Ali  fali  of  myrthes  and  of  bordes. 
But  amonge  all  óther  wordes 
She  spake  not  of  bir  husbonde. 
And  whan  thei  had  all  ynderstonde 
Of  thilke  place  what  hem  liatey 
Thei  gone  hem  forth  that  nonę  ii  wist. 

Beside  thilke  yate  of  bras, 
Collacea  whiche  cleped  wasi 
Where  Collatine  hath  his  dwelljmgey 
There  founden  thei  at  home  sittynga 
Lucrece  his  wife  all  enuironcd 
With  women,  whiche  were  abandonad 
To  werche,  and  she  wrought  eke  withaLI, 
And  bad  hem  hastę,  and  said  it  sbali 
Be  for  myn  husbondes  weare : 
Whiche  with  his  shelde  and  with  his 
Lieth  at  siege  in  great  disease. 
And  if  it  shulde  hym  not  displease. 
Nowe  wolde  god,  I  bad  hym  here. 
For  certes  tyli  that  I  maie  here 
Some  good  tidynge  of  his  estatCj^ 
My  herte  is  euer  vpon  debatę. 
For  80  as  all  men  witnesse, 
He  is  of  suche  an  hardinesse, 
That  be  can  not  bym  selfe  spare, 
And  that  is  all  my  moste  care, 
Whan  thei  the  walles  shulde  assaile. 
Bat  if  my  wishes  might  auaile. 


I  wolde  it  were  a  graondles  pit. 
Be  so  the  siege  were  rnknit, 
And  I  my  husbonde  tie. 
With  that  the  water  in  hir  eie 
Arose,  that  she  na  might  it  sŁoppe, 
And  as  men  sene  the  dew  bedroppc 
The  leues  and  the  flouras  eke : 
Right  so  Tpon  hi|>  white  cheka : 
The  wofuU  salte  terres  felle. 

Whan  Collatine  hath  herde  hir  telle 
The  meanynge  of  hir  trewe  herte, 
Anone  with  that  to  hir  ha  stertę. 
And  sayd :  Lo  my  good  derę. 
Nowe  is  he  come  to  yoa  here, 
That  ye  moste  lonen  as  ye  seyne. 

And  she  with  goocUy  ehera  ageytto 
Beclipt  him  in  hir  armes  inale> 
And  the  colour,  whiche  arste  waa  pale 
To  beautee  than  was  restored^ 
So  that  it  might  not  be  mored. 

The  kynges  fonne,  wfaich  was  nigh. 
And  of  this  lady  herde  and  sigh 
The  thynges,  kt  thei  ben  beiall» 
The  reaaon  of  his  wittes  all 
Hath  loste :  for  loue  Tpon  bis  parte 
Cam  than,  and  of  his  6rie  darte 
With  such  a  wonndehim  hath  throngh  SBite» 
That  he  must  nedes  fele  and  wite 
Of  thilke  blinde  maladie. 
To  whiche  no  cure  of  surgerie 
Can  belpe,  but  yet  netbeles 
At  thilke  tyme  he  hdde  his  pes, 
That  he  no  countenance  madę, 
Rut  openly  with  wordes  glade, 
So  as  he  conde  in  his  manere, 
He  spake,  and  mada  frendly  €hare» 
Tyl  it  was  tyme  for  to  goe. 
And  Collatine  with  him  also 
His  leue  toke,  so  that  by  aig)itf 
With  all  the  hastę  that  thei  might, 
Tbei  riden  to  the  siege  ageyn. 
But  Arrous  was  so  wo  besein 
With  thoughtes,  which  vpon  him  cwiscw 
That  he  all  by  the  brodę  sonne 
To  bedde  goth^  not  for  to  reste^ 
But  for  to  thinke  vpon  the  beste. 
And  the  feirest  forth  with  alle, 
That  euer  be  sigh,  or  euer  sbałle, 
So  as  himthought  in  biscerage, 
Where  he  portreied  hir  image, 
Fyrst  the  fetures  of  hir  face, 
In  whiche  naturę  had  all  grace 
Of  womanlie  beutee  besette, 
So  that  it  might  not  be  bette. 
And  howe  hir  yelowe  haare  was  tresaed. 
And  hir  atyre  so  wełl  adressed. 
And  hoive  she  wepte,  al  this  he  thooght. 
And  howe  she  spake,  and  how  she  wroagh^ 
That  he  foryeten  bath  no  delc. 
But  all  it  liketh  Ińm  so  wele, 
That  in  the  worde  nor  in  the  deda 
Hir  lacked  nought  of  womanhede. 
And  thus  this  tyrannishe  knight 
Was  soupled,  but  not  halfe  aright. 
For  he  nonę  othcr  hede  toke. 
But  that  he  might  by  sommecroke, 
AU  though  it  were  ageyne  hir  wille, 
The  lustes  of  bis  flesh  fulfilir, 
Whiche  loue  was  not  rcasonable. 
For  where  honour  is  rcmeiiabłe. 
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It  oogbt  irell  to  ben  adabed : 
Bat  he  whicbe  batb  bis  Init  attised 
With  medlid  louc  and  tyrannie, 
Hath  foonde  Tpon  his  Łrecheńe 
A  weye,  whicbe  be  tbinketh  to  boMe, 
Aad  aaytb :  fintoiie  vnto  the  boMe 
U  iśoorable  for  to  helpe. 

Aod  Łhns  witbio  him  selfe  to  yelpe, 
As  he  wfaiche  was  a  wilde  man 
Upon  bis  treason  be  began. 
Afid  yp  be  sterto,  and  forth  be  wento 
On  borabacke,  but  his  eotente 
There  knewe  do  wight,  and  he  name 
The  oexte  waie,  till  he  came 
Uoto  Collacea  the  gate 
Of  Rome»  and  it  was  somedele  lato, 
Sigiłt  enea  rpon  the  sonne  setto. 
And  he  wfaićhe  bad  shape  bis  netto 
Uir  ioDocence  to  betrappe. 
And  as  it  sbulde  tlio  mishappe, 
As  priody  as  eoer  he  might 
He  rode,  and  of  bis  hors  aligbt 
Tofore  Collatines  lone^ 
Aod  all  frendeiiche  goth  bins  in, 
As  he  tbat  was  cosin  of  boose. 

And  she,  whicbe  is  the  good  sponse 
Łocnce,  wban  tbat  she  hym  sighe, 
With  goodly  chere  drewe  bym  nigbe, 
As  she,  whicbe  all  bonour  snpposetb, 
And  hym,  so  as  she  dare,  opposeth 
Howe  it  stode  of  hif  busbonde. 

And  be  tho  did  hir  rnderstonde 
With  tales  feigned  in  tbis  wise, 
Rigbt  as  he  wolde  him  selfe  den ise. 
Wberof  he  might  bir  berto  gladde, 
Tbat  she  the  bfśttor  chere  mide, 
Whan  she  tbe  gladde  wordes  herde, 
Howe  tbat  hir  husbande  ferde. 
And  thoB  tbe  trontbe  was  deceiued 
With  die  treason,  whiche  was  receiued 
To  hir,  whiche  mento  all  good. 
For  as  the  festes  than  stoode 
His  sonper  was  rigfat  wel  amied ; 
But  yet  be  hath  no  worde  assaied 
To  speke  of  loae  in  no  degree, 
fint  with  coaert  sabtilitee 
Hts  frendly  specbes  he  afiaitetb, 
Aod  as  the  tigre  his  tyme  awaitetb, 
lo  hope  for  to  catobe  bis  praie. 

Whan  tbat  the  bordes  were  awaie. 
And  ifaei  baue  souped  in  the  halle, 
He  iaith,  tbat  ślepe  is  on  him  fitlle, 
Aod  praith,  he  moto  go  to  bedde. 
And  she  with  atl  hasto  spedde, 
80  as  hir  tbooght  it  was  to  doone, 
Tbat  enery  thinge  was  redie  soonc. 
Sbe  bronght  him  to  his  charo  ber  tho, 
And  toke  hir  lene,  and  forth  is  go 
Ib  to  bir  owne  chambre  by  : 
Aod  she  tbat  wende  certeyniy 
Hane  bad  a  frende,  and  had  a  to, 
Wheróf  fiU  after  mocbell  wo. 

Tbis  tyranne  tboogh  he  lie  softc, 
Onte  of  bis  bedde  arose  fuli  ofte, 
And  goetb  abonto,  and  leied  bis  ere 
To  herken,  UU  that  all  were 
To  bedde  gone,  and  slepten  &ste. 
And  than  ypon  hym  selfę  be  casto 
A  mantol,  and  his  swerde  all  naked 
He  toke  in  hondę,  and  tbe  ynwaked 


A  bedde  laie:  but  wbat  sbe  meito 
God  wote,  for  be  the  dore  Tnshetto 
So  priuely,  that  nonę  it  herde, 
The  softe  paas  and  forth  he  ferde 
Into  tbe  bedde,  where  that  she  slepto, 
AH  sodelnly  and  in  he  crepte. 
And  hir  in  bothe  his  annes  toke, 
With  that  this  worthy  wyfe  awoke, 
Whicbe  tbrough  tendresse  of  womanhed^ 
Hir  voyce  hath  loste  for  pure  drede, 
That  one  worde  speke  sbe  ne  dare. 
And  eke  he  bade  hir  to  bewara. 
For  if  she  madę  noyse  or  crie, 
He  sayd,  his  swerde  laie  faste  bie 
To  slee  bir,  and  hir  folke  aboute. 
And  thus  he  brought  hir  berto  in  douto|. 
That  like  a  lambe,  whan  it  is  oesed 
In  wdues  mouth,  so  was  diseased 
Łocrece  whiche  be  naked  fonde, 
Wberof  she  swooned  in  bis  bonde. 
And,  as  who  saith,  laie  dede  oppressed. 
And  be  whiche  all  bim  had  adressed 
To  lusto,  toke  than  what  him  listo, 
And  goth  his  weye,  that  nonę  it  wistf 
In  to  his  owne  chambre  ageyn. 
And  cleped  yp  his  chamberleyn. 
And  madę  hym  redie  for  to  ride. 
And  thus  this  lecberons  pride 
To  hors  lepto,  and  forth  be  rode. 
And  she  whiche  in  bir  bed  abode, 
Whan  that  she  wist  he  was  agone, 
She  cleped  after  light  anone. 
And  vp  arose  longe  er  tbe  daie. 
And  cast  aweie  bir  fressbe  araie, 
As  she  whiche  batb  tbe  worlde  forsake. 
And  toke  ypon  the  dothes  blake. 
And  euer  ypon  contiuoinge 
Rigbt  as  men  see  a  welle  springe, 
With  eien  foli  of  wofull  teares 
Uir  beare  bangynge  aboute  ber  eares 
She  wepto,  and  no  man  wist  whie. 
But  yet  amonge  foli  pitouslie 
She  praied,  that  thei  nolden  dretobe 
Hir  husbonde  for  to  fetche, 
Forthwith  hir  foder  eke  aiso. 
Thus  be  thei  comen  bothe  two. 
And  Brutus  came  with  Collatine, 
Whiche  to  Łucreoe  was  coaine. 
And  in  thei  wenten  all  tbree 
To  chambre,  where  thei  might  see 
The  wofiillest  ypon  this  molde, 
Whiche  wepto,  as  she  to  wator  sbolde. 

The  chambre  dore  ancme  was  stoke 
£r  thei  haue  ougbt  ynto  bir  spoke. 
Thei  see  hir  clotbes  all  dłsgised, 
And  howe  she  hath  bir  selfe  despised, 
Hir  beare  bangynge  ynkemte  aboute. 

But  netheles  she  gan  to  lowte, 
And  knele  vnto  hir  husbonde. 

And  be  wolde  fayne  haue  ?nderstonde 
The  cause,  why  sbe  forcd  so. 
With  softe  wordes  asked  tho  : 

What  maie  you  be  my  god  swete  ? 
And  she,  whicbe  thought  hir  selfe  ynmete, 
And  the  lest  worthe  of  women  alle, 
Hir  wofull  chere  leto  downe  faiłe 
'For  shame,  and  coude  ynnethes  loke^ 
And  thei  therof  good  hede  toke, 
And  praiden  hirtn  all  waie, 
That  she  na  spare  fof  to  saia 
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Unto  hir  frendes,  wbat  hir  aileth, 
wby  she  ao  aore  hir  aelfe  bewailetby 
iknd  what  the  soothe  wolde  inene. 

And  she  whiche  bath  hir  sorowe  gnae, 
Hir  vo  to  tell  tben  assaied. 
But  tender  shame  hir  wonie  delaied, 
That  sondry  ty  mes  as  she  meute 
To  speke,  vpon  the  poynte  she  stente 
And  thei  hir  beden  euer  in  one 

To  telle  forth,  and  there  Tpon, 
Whan  ttiat  she  sighe  she  musi  nede, 
Hir  tale  betwene  shame  and  drede 
She  tolde,  not  without  peyne. 

And  be  whiche  wolde  hir  wo  restreynty 
Hir  httsbond,  a  sory  man, 
Comfortetb  bir  all  that  be  can, 
And  swore,  and  eke  hir  (ader  botbc, 
Tbat  thei  witb  hir  be  not  wroth, 
Of  tbat  is  do  ageinst  hir  wille. 
And  praiden  hir  to  be  stiUe. 
Por  thei  to  hir  haiie  all  foryeue 

But  she  whiche  thought  not  to  IcnCf 
Of  hem  will  no  foryeuenesse, 
And  said :  of  thilke  wickednesse, . 
Wbicbe  was  to  hir  body  wrought, 
AU  were  it  so  she  might  it  nougbt, 
Neuer  afterwarde  the  worlde  ne  sbatt 
Reprouen  hir :  and  fortfawithall, 
Or  any  man  therof  be  ware, 
A  naked  swerde  the  whiche  she  baic 
Within  hir  mantell  prioely, 
Betwene  hir  hondes  sodeinly 
She  toke,  and  through  hir  bertę  it  thnmge. 
And  fili  to  grounde,  and  euer  amouge, 
Whan  that  she  fili,  so  as  she  might, 
Hir  clothes  with  hir  boode  sbe  right, 
That  no  man  downewarde  fro  the  knea 
Sbuld  any  thynge  of  hir  see, 

Tbus  laie  Uiis  wife  honestely, 
All  tbough  sbe  died  wofnlly. 

Tho  was  no  sorowe  for  to  seke, 
Hir  husbande  and  bir  lather  eke 
A  swoune  vpoa  the  body  felle, 
There  maie  no  mans  tonge  telle, 
In  whiche  anguisshe  that  thei  were. 

Bot  Brutus,  which  was  with  hem  thers, 
Towarde  bym  selfe  his  bert  kepte» 
And  to  Lucrece  anone  be  lepte, 
The  bloudy  swerde  and  pulleth  out. 
And  swore  the  gods  all  aboute, 
Tbat  be  therof  shall  do  vengeance : 
And  she  tho  madę  ą  ooontenance^ 
Hir  dedly  eie  and  at  laste 
in  thonkynge  as  it  were  vp  cast» 
And  so  behelde  bym  io  the  wisci 
While  she  to  loke  maie  suffise. 

And  Brutus  with  a  manly  bertę 
Hir  husbonde  hath  madę  vp  stertę, 
Fórtb  with  hir  father  eke  also, 
In  all  hafite  and  saide  hem  tho> 
That  thei  anone  without  lette 
A  berę  for  the  body  fette : 
Lucrece  and  cherupon  bledend 
He  laide,  and  so  forth  out  criend 
He  goth  Tnto  the  market  place 
Of  Romę :  and  in  a  litell  space 
Through  crie  the  citee  was  assembled. 
And  euery  mans  hert  trembled, 
Whan  thei  the  sotb  berde  of  the  cas, 
And  there  Tpon  the  coonseyle  wa» 


Take,  of  tbe  gfeat  aod  of  the  nnale  s 
And  Brutus  tolde  hem  all  tbe  tale. 
And  thus  cam  in  to  remembnnca 
Of  synne  tbe  continuance, 
Whiche  Arrous  bad  do  tofore. 
And  eke  longe  tyme  er  be  was  bora 
Of  that  his  father  bad  do 
The  wronge  came  i*,  to  place  tho, 
So  that  the  common  clamour  tolde 
The  newe  shame  of  synnes  olde. 
And  all  the  towne  began  to  crie  & 
Aw^y  awey  the  tyramiie 
Of  lecherie  and  couetise. 

And  at  laste  in  suche  a  wiis 
The  fiather  in  tbe  same  while 
Forth  with  tbe  sonne  thei  exile. 
And  takeo  better  gonemance. 
Bnt  yet  an  other  renembrancCf 
Tbat  rigbtwtsenes  and  lecherie 
>  Accorden  not  in  ccimpanie, 
With  bym  that  bath  tbe  lawę  on  hondę, 
Tbat  may  a  man  well  ▼nderstonde, 
As  by  a  tale  thoo  shalte  witte 
Of  oide  ensample  as  it  is  writte 

Hic  ponit  ezemplum  saper  eodem,  qualit«r  Łociat 
Yirginius  dux  exercitns  RomaDorum  rnicam  fi- 
liam  polcherrimam  babeus,  cum  quodam  nobill 
viro  nomine  llicio,  vt  ipsam  in  Tsorem  duoeret 
finaliter  concordauit.  Sed  interim  Appius  Ciao- 
dius  Iiqperator  ▼irginis  iormositatem,  Tt  eam 
violaret  concopiscens,  occasiones,  ^oibua  ma- 
tńroooii  impedire,  ipsam  qaod  ad  sai  vsQm  ap- 
prehendere  posset,  subdola  conspiracione  firn 
coniectauit,  et  cum  propositum  sui  desiderii 
productis  falsis  testibns  in  ludicio.  Imperator 
habere  debuisset:  pater  tunc  ibidem  presens 
eztracto  gladio  filie  sue  pectus  mortali  rnlnere 
per  medium  transfodit,  dicens,  mało  mibi  de 
filia  mea  Tirginem  habere  mortuam,  qaam  in 
sui  scandalum  meretricem  seruare  viuentem. 

At  Romę  whan  Appius, 
Whose  other  name  was  Claudios, 
Was  gouernour  of  tbe  citee, 
There  fyU  a  wonder  thynge  to  aee, 
Touchend  a  gentill  m»yde,  as  thos: 
Wbome  Lncius  Yirginius 
Begeten  bad  vpon  bis  wife. 
Men  saiden,  tbat  so  (hire  a  life 
As  she,  was  not  in  all  the  towne. 
This  famę,  whiche  goth  vp  and  downe. 
To  Claudius  came  in  his  ere, 
Wherof  his  thought  anone  was  there, 
Whiche  all  his  bertę  hath  sette  a  fyre, 
That  he  began  tbe  floure  desyre, 
Whiche  lonfreth  rnto  maidenhede, 
And  sende,  if  that  he  might  spede 
Tbe  bijmde  lustes  of  his  wille. 
But  tbat  tbyng  he  might  not  fulfiUa. 
For  she  stoode  vpon  mariage, 
A  worthy  knight  of  great  lig  nago 
(liicius  whiche  than  hight) 
Accorded  in  hir  fiiders  sight 
Was,  tbat  be  sbuld  his  doughter  wed. 
But  er  the  cause  were  fully  spedde 
Hir  fiider,  whiche  in  Romanie 
The  ledyng  of  the  cbiualrie 
In  goueroance  hath  yndertake 
Spon  a  werre,  whiche  was  take. 
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Goflie  ont  witb  all  the  strength  he  had 
Of  men  of  armes  whicbe  be  lad. 
So  was  the  mariage  lefte, 
Aad  stode  vpon  accorde  till  efte. 

Tbe  kynge,  whicbe  beide  tell  of  tbis, 
Howe  tfaattbia  maide  or^ined  is 
To  mariąge,  tbought  a  nother. 
And  had  thilke  time  a  brotber, 
Whicbe  Marcus  Claodias  was  bote, 
Aad  was  a  naan  of  suche  riote, 
Rigfat  ai  tbe  kynge  bym  selfe  was, 
Thei  two  tc^fider  Tpoa  tbis  caas 
Ib  cottBoeyle  founden  oot  the  weye, 
That  Marcas  Claudius  shall  seye, 
Hbwe  she  by  weye  of  coaenante 
To  bis  aeraice  ąpurtenante  ' 
Was  botte,  and  to  noneotber  man. 
And  tbere  rpon  be  saith  he  can 
lo  euery  poynt  witnesse  take, 
80  that  she  shall  it  oot  fbrsake. 

Wban  that  thei  had  sbape  so 
After  tbe  lawę  whicbe  was  tho, 
While  tbat  hir  fiider  was  absente, 
Sbe  was  sooioned  and  assente 
To  oome  in  preseńce  of  tbe  kyng^ 
And  stoode  In  answere  of  tbis  tbylige* 

Hir  frendes  wisten  all  wde, 
Tbat  was  lalsbede  enery  dele, 
Aad  comen  to  the  kynge,  and  saiden 
UpOD  the  comuoe  lawę  and  praiden, 
So  as  thń  noble  worthy  knight 
Hir  ftder  lor  tbe  common  right 
In  thilke  tyme,  as  was  befall, 
Lsie  for  the  profite  of  them  all 
Upon  the  wilde  feldes  armed, 
Tbat  be  ne  shalde  not  ben  harmed 
Ne  shamed,  while  that  be  were  oute. 
Aod  tbus  tbei  preiden  all  aboute. 

For  all  tbe  clamoar  that  he  berde, 
Tbe  kinge  Tpon  his  lurte  answerde. 
And  yaae  hem  onely  daies  two 
Of  respiee:  for  be  wende  tho, 
That  in  so  shorte  a  tyme  appere 
Hir  (ader  might  in  no  manere, 

Bul  as  therof  he  was  deceiaed. 
For  Łiuius  had  all  conceioed 
Tbe  purpos  of  tbe  kynge  tofore, 
&>  tbat  to  Romę  ayene  therfore 
la  all  hastę  he  came  rideode, 
Aad  lefte  Tpon  tbe  felde  liggende 
Hit  bott,  tiU  tbat  he  came  ageyne. 

Aod  tbus  tbis  worthy  capiteyne 
Appered  redy  at  bis  daie. 
Wbere  all  that  eoer  reasone  maie 
By  lawę  in  aadience  he  dooth, 
So  that  bis  doaghter  Tpon  sootb, 
Of  tbat  Marcus  hir  had  adcused. 
Be  hatb  tofore  the  coarte  ezcused. 

The  kynge,  whicb  saw  his  purpose  foile, 
Aad  that  no  sleight  might  aoayle, 
hconbred  of  his  lastes  blynde 
Ihe  lawe  tourneth  oat  of  kyode, 
Aod  balfe  in  wrathe  as  thougb  it  were, 
Is  preience  of  hem  all  there^ 
Dsceined  of  concupisoence, 
Yaiw  for  his  broder  the  sentence: 
Aad  bad  bym,  that  be  shalde  cease 
Tbis  mayde,  and  make  bym  well  at  ease. 
te  all  within  his  owne  entent, 
He  wist  bow  that  the  cause  went^ 


Qf  that  his  brotber  hatb  the  wite, 
He  was  bym  seUe  for  to  wite. 
But  tbus  tbis  maiden  had  wronge, 
Whicbe  was  opon  the  kynge  alonge. 
But  ageyne  bym  was  nooe  apele. 
And  that  the  father  wist  wde. 
Wherof  vpon  tbe  tyrannie^ 
Tbat  for  the  luste  of  lechcrie 
His  dougbter  shuld  be  disoeiued. 
And  that  llicius  was  weiued 
Untroly  from  tbe  mariage: 
Right  as  a  łjron  in  his  ragę, 
Whicbe  of  no  drede  set  account, 
And  not  what  pitee  sbulde  amonnt, 
A  naked  swerde  he  pulled  out, 
The  whicbe  amonges  all  tbe  ront 
He  threst  througb  his  doughters  side. 
And  all  aloude  tbus  he  cride: 

Ło  take  hir  tbere  thon  wrongfull  kynge. 
For  me  is  leuer  vpon  tbis  thynge 
To  be  the  father  of  a  maide, 
Thougb  she  be  dead,  tban  if  men  saide, 
That  in  hir  life  sbe  were  shamed. 
And  I  tberof  were  euill  named. 

Tho  bad  the  kynge  men  shalde  areste 
His  body,  but  of  thilke  heste 
Like  to  the  chased  wilde  borę 
The  boundes  whan  be  feleth  sore 
To  throwe,  and  gotb  forth  his  wey : 
lu  suche  a  wise  for  to  sey 
Tbis  worthy  knight  witb  swerde  in  hondę. 
His  wey  madę,  aad  tbei  bym  wonde, 
Tbat  nonę  of  hem  his  strokes  kępte, 
Aod  tbus  ▼pon  bis  hors  he  lepte. 
And  witb  his  swerde  droppyng  all  bloode, 
Whicbe  within  his  dougbter  stoode, 
He  came  tbere  os  the  power  was 
Of  Romę,  aod  tolde  hem  all  the  cast 
And  sayd  hem:  tbat  thei  might  lera 
Upon  the  wronge  of  tbis  matere, 
Tbat  better  it  were  to  redresse 
At  jiome  tbe  greatvnrigbtwisnesse» 
Tban  for  to  warre  in  strange  place. 
And  lese  at  borne  ber  owne  grace. 

For  tbus  stant  euery  mans  life 
In  ieopardie  for  bis  wife^ 
And  for  his  dougbter,  if  thei  bee 

IPassyng  an  other  of  beautee. 
Of  this  memaile,  whicbe  thei  sie 
So  apparant  afore  ber  eie 
Of  tbat  the  kynge  hatb  bym  misbore, 
Her  otbes  thei  haue  all  swore, 
lliat  thei  will  stonde  by  the  right. 
And  tbus  of  one  accorde  vprigbt 
To  Romę  at  ones  borne  ageyne 
Thei  tome,  and  sbortly  for  to  seyne, 
This  tyrannie  oam  to  mouth. 
And  euery  man  saith,  what  he  couth, 
So  thart  the  preuie  trecherie, 
Whicbe  set  was  vpon  lecherie, 
Cam  openly  to  mannes  eare, 
And  tbat  brought  in  tbe  common  feara, 
That  euery  man  the  perill  dradde, 
Of  bym,  that  so  hem  ouerlad. 
For  thei  or  that  were  worse  folie, 
Througb  common  counseile  of  hem  all 
Tbei  haue  ber  wrongfoll  kyng  deposed. 
And  hem,  in  whom  it  was  supposed 
Tbe  counceyle  stoode  of  his  ledynge. 
By  lawe  roto  tbe  dome  tbei  brynge. 
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Where  thei  rec«iaen  the  penmce, 
Tbat  JoDgeth  to  suche  gouernaace. 

And  thus  the  ^ncbaste  was  cfaastiiedy 
Wherof  thei  migbt  ben  aduised» 
That  shalde  afterwarde  gouemey 
And  by  this  cuklence  lerne, 
Howe  it  is  good  a  kyoge  eśdiewe 
The  luste  ef  vice,  and  Tertiw  sewe. 

Hic  inter  alia  castitatis  regimen  ooiłcernentia  lo- 
qułtur,  ąuomodo  natńinoniuin,  euitu  atatut 
sacramentum  ąnasi  contanentian  eqiiiparaDi 
etiam  honeste  deleecatioiiM  ngimtne  inodenuri 
decet.  Et  nairat  in  exempluiii  qaaliter  pco  eo 
quod  illi  septem  Tiri,  qm  Saie  R^gudia  filie 
magis  propter  coocDpiscentiaiii  ąuain  propter 
matrimoninn  Yoliiptuose  onpienuity  ynoa  post 
aliom  omnes  prima  nocte  a  dcmooe  Amodeo 
'      aigiUatim  iogalati  interienmt. 

To  make  an  ende  in  this  partie, 
Whiche  toocbeth  to  the  połicie 
Of  cbastitee  in  speoiaU. 
As  for  conclaaion  finail, 
Tbat  euery  lust  is  to  eschewe. 
By  great  ensample  I  maie  argewe, 
Howe  in  Rages  a  towne  of  Mede 
There  was  a  maide;  and  as  1  redę 
Sara  she  bigbt,  and  Ragneite 
Hir  father  was:  and  so  befelle 
Of  bodie  bothe  and  of  Tisage 
Was  nonę  so  hire  of  the  lignage* 
To  seche  amonge  hem  all,  as  słiee, 
Wherof  the  riche  of  the  oitee 
Of  lustie  folke,  that  couden  loue, 
Assoted  were  vpo'n  hir  lotte. 
And  axen  hir  for  to  wedde. 
One  was,  whicbe  at  last  spedde. 
But  that  was  morę  for  likinge 
To  haue  his  lust,  thaii  for  weddynge, 
As  he  within  his  herte  caste, 
Whiche  bym  repoiteth  at  lastc. 
For  so  it  felte  the  fint  night, 
When  be  was  to  the  bedde  digbt, 
As  he,  whiche  nothinge  god  besecbeth. 
Bot  al]  onely  his  lustes  secheth. 
A  bedde  er  he  was  ftilly  warme. 
And  wolde  haue  take  fair  in  his  arme, 
Asipode,  whiche  was  a  feode  of  helle. 
And  serueth  as  the  bokes  telle 
To  tempte  a  maii  in  suche  a  wise. 
Was  redy  there,  and  thilke  emprise, 
Whiche  he  bath  set  vpon  delite, 
He  Tengeth  than  in  such  a  plite, 
Tbat  he  his  necke  hatb  writh  a  two» 
This  yonge  wife  was  sorie  tho, 
Whiche  wist  nothinge  what  it  meat. 
And  netbelesse  yet  tbns  it  went. 
Not  onely  for  this  fyrst  man. 
But  after  right  as  he  began, 
SJze  otber  of  hir  busbomies 
Asmode  hath  take  in  to  his  hondes. 
So  that  thei  all  a  bedde  deide, 
Whan  thei  hir  bandę  towarde  hir  leyde, 
Nought  for  the  lawę  of  mariage. 
But  for  that  ilke  firie  ragę, 
In  whiche  tbat  thei  the  lawę  ezcede. 
For  who  tłiat  wolde  take  hede, 
What  after  fiU  in  this  mateie, 
There  loight  be  well  the  foofch  berę. 


Whan  she  was  wedded  to  Thobie, 

And  Raphael  in  companie 

Hath  taught  bym,  howe  to  be  bonest. 

Asmode  wan  nougbt  at  thilke  festfe: 

And  yet  Thobie  his  wille  had. 

For  he  his  lust  so  goddely  ladde, 

That  both  lawę  and  kjnie  is  senied, 

Wherof  he  hath  bym  selfe  presersed, 

Tbat  he  fili  not  in  the  sentence, 

Of  whicbe  an  open  euidence 

Of  tbis  ensample  a  nian  małe  see» 

That  whan  likynge  in  the  degree 

Of  mariage  maie  forsweie, 

Well  ough^  bym  tbao  m  otber  weie 

Of  lust  to  be  the  better  aduised. 

For  god  the  lawę  hath  assised 

As  well  to  reason  as  to  kyade. 

Bot  he  the  beastes  wolde  bynde 

Onely  to  lawes  of  naturę. 

But  to  the  mannes  ereaUire 

God  gaoe  hyA>  reason  fortfa  witfaal}» 

Wherof  that  he  naturę  shaU 

UpoB  the  causes  modifie, 

That  he  ahall  do  no  lecherie. 

And  yet  he  shall  bis  lustes  haue, 

So  ben  the  lawes  both  saue, 

And  euery  thinge  put  out  of  sclandeTy 

As  wbilom  to  kynge  Alisaoder 

The  wise  philosophet  taught, 

Whan  he  his  first  lore  caught,      * 

Not  only  Tpon  cbastitee, 

But  vpoo  all  bonestee. 

Wheruf  a  kynge  bym  selfe  maie  taste, 

Honr  trewe,  how  large,  bow  iust»  how  chast 

Hym  ought  of  reason  for  to  bee, 

Porth  with  the  vertue  of  pitee, 

Through  which  he  mai  great  thonke  desenie 

Towaid  his  god,  tkat  be  preserue 

Hym,  and  his  people  in  all  weltbe, 

Of  peas,  richesse,  hononr,  and  helthe 

Uere  in  tbis  worlde,  and  elles  eke. 

My  sonne  as  we  tofore  speke 
In  shrifte,  so  as  thou  me  seidest, 
And  for  thin  ease  as  thou  me  preidest, 
Thy  loue  throwes  for  to  lisae, 
That  I  the  wolde  telle  awlwiase 
The  formę  of  Aristotdes  lore: 
I  haue  it  seide,  and  sondde  aore 
Of  other  ensamples,  to  assaie 
If  1  thy  peines  mtght  alaie 
Through  any  thynge,  whiche  I  can  saie. 

Do  waie  my  fother,  I  you  praie, 
.  Of  that  ye  haue  ▼nto  me  tolde, 
I  tbanke  you  a  thonsande  folde. 
The  tales  sounden  in  minę  ere. 
But  yet  my  herte  is  elles  where, 
I  maie  my  Sblfe  not  restreygne, 
That  I  name  eoer  in  loues  peyne. 
Suche  lore  coude  I  neuer  gete, 
Whiche  migbt  niaike  me  foryete 
O  poynte,  but  if  so  were  I  siepte, 
That  I  my  tides  aie  ne  kepte 
To  thinke  ob  loue,  and  on  his  lawe» 
That  bert  can  I  not  withdrawe. 
For  thy  my  good  fader  derę 
Leue,  and  speke  of  my  matere, 
Touchend  of  loue.  as  we  begonie^ 
If  that  there  he  ought  ouer  rosnę, 
Or  ought  foryete,  or  lefte  bebynde, 
Whiche  folleth  Tnto  loues  kynde 
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Wberof  łt  nedeth  to  be  shriue, 
Noire  asketh,  so  Łbat  while  I  liae 
I  might  amende,  that  ii  amit. 

Mf  good  derę  Monę  yis, 
Tby  shńfte  for  to  make  playne 
There  is  yet  morę  for  to  sayiie 
Of  loue,  whicbe  ia  maaised. 
Bot  for  tb0Q  sbalŁ  ben  well  adoised 
Unto  my  shrifte,  as  it  belongetb, 
A  jińyofe,  whicbe  Tpon  loae  bongeth. 
And  is  the  lagte  of  all  tbo, 
A  vyl  the  telie,  and  than  ho. 

BXPUCIT  UBKR  SEPnBCVf. 


8oae  frnet  ad  ▼icium  Tetus  baec  modo  reguła  coo- 
Nec  iłooe  econtra  qui  docet  ordo  placaL      [fert 

Cscus  amor"  d  udam  non  dum  sua  lumioa  cspit, 
Sao  Yenas  impoaitum  deuia  fallat  iter. 

Poit  qiiam  ad  iustantiam  amantis  confessi  eon- 
fetsor  Genios  super  his  que  Aristotdes  regem 
Alesandrom  edocuit,  yna  cum  aliarum  croni- 
caram  ezemplis  seriose  tiactauit,  iam  yltimo  in 
islo  octauo  Tolumine  ad  confessionem  in  amoris 
causa  regiedtens  tractare  proponit,  super  boc 
4)aod  noin  nuUi  primordia  naturę  ad  libitnm  to- 
loptuose  Gon9eqaentes»  millo  humano  rationis 
arbitrio,  seu  ecdesie  lęgnm  impositione  a  suis 
escestibus  debite  refrenaotor,  vode  ąuatenus 
amorem '  concemit  amantis  conscientiam  pro 
ibali  sue  confessionis  materia  Genius  rimari 
cooatnr. 

mcIPIT  LIBER  OCTAWS, 

Tub  migfatie  god,  wbiche  vnbegonne 
Stonte  of  hjrm  selfe,  and  batb  begonne 
Al  other  thinges  at  his  will, 
The  beoen  him  listę  to  fulfiU 
Of  all  ioye,  where  as  hee 
St  entronised  in  bis  see, 
And  hath  his  angels  bym  to  serue. 
Suche  as  him  liketb  to  preserue, 
So  tbat  thei  mowę  nougbt  forsweie. 
Bot  Łucifer  be  put  aweie, 
With  al  the  route  apostasied 
Of  hem  that  ben  to  him  alied, 
Wbiche  out  of  heauen  in  to  helle^ 
From  angels  in  to  fcndes  felle, 
Where  that  there  nis  no  ioye  of  ligbt, 
But  morę  derkę  than  aoy  nigbt, 
The  peyne  sball  ben  enddesse. 
And  yet  of  fires  netbeles 
There  is  ptentee,  but  thei  ben  blake, 
Wberof  no  sight  maie  be  take. 

Thus  whan  the  thinges  ben  befolly 
Tbat  Locifers  courte  was  fali, 
Where  deadly  pride  hem  bath  conueied, 
Anone  fortbwitb  it  was  purueied 
Througb  bym  wbiche  all  thinges  maie. 

He  madę  Adam  the  iixte  daie 
In  paradise  and  to  his  make 
Him  liketh  Eoe  also  to  make. 
And  bad  hem  crece  and  multiplie. 
For  of  tbe  nums  progenię, 
Wbiche  of  tbe^oman  sball  be  borc» 
The  Dombre  of  angels,  wbiche  was  lorę, 


Whan  thei  oute  of  the  blisse  felle, 

He  thought  to  restore  and  filie 

In  heuen  tbtlke  holy  place, 

Wbiche  stoode  tbo  voyde  ypon  bis  gracc^ 

But  as  it  is  well  wist  and  knowe, 
Adam  and  Eue  but  a  throwe, 
So  as  it  fthuld  of  hem  betide, 
In  Paradise  at  thilke  tide 
Ne  dwelten,  and  the  cause  whie 
Writte  in  the  boke  of  Genesie, 
As  wbo  saith,  ałl  men  baqe  berde, 
Howe  Rhapbael  the  fyrie  swerde 
In  hondę  toke  and  drooe  hem  out. 
To  gete  ber  liues  fwde  aboute  ^ 
Upon  this  wofull  erthe  berę. 
Metodre  saitb  to  this  matere, 
As  be  by  reuelacion 
It  had  ypon  a  risioo, 
Howe  that  Adam  and  Eue  also 
Yirgines  oomen  bothe  two 
In  to  the  worlde  and  were  asbamed, 
TiU  that  naturę  batb  hem  reclaimed 
To  loue,  and  taught  hem  thilke  lorę, 
That  flrste  thei  kiste,  and  oner  morę 
Thei  done,  that  is  to  kynde  due, 
Wberof  thei  hadden  faire  issue. 

A  sonne  was  the  firste  of  all. 
And  Caim  by  name  thei  him  cali. 
Abel  was  afber  the  seconde. 
And  in  the  gęste  as  it  is  founde. 
Naturę  so  the  cause  ladde, 
Two  doughters  eke  damę  Eue  badde, 
The  firste  cleped  Calmana 
Was,  and  tbat  other  Delbora. 
Thus  was  mankynde  to  begynne: 
For  thy  that  ty  me  it  was  no  synne 
The  suster  to  take  the  brother, 
Whan  that  there  was  of  choise  nonę  other. 
To  Caim  was  Calmana  betake. 
And  Delbora  hath  Abel  take, 
In  whom  was  gete  natheles 
Of  worldes  folke  the  first  encres. 
Men  sein  that  nede  hath  no  lawę. 
And  so  it  was  by  thilke  dawe. 
And  laste  vnto  the  seconde  age, 
Till  that  the  great  water  ragę 
Of  Noe,  whicbe  was  saide  the  ftood, 
The  worlde,  wbiche  than  in  synne  stood, 
Hath  dreinte,  out  take  lines  eight 
Tbo  was  mankynde  of  litell  weight. 

Sem,  Cam,  laphet,  of  these  thre, 
That  ben  the  sonnes  of  Noe, 
The  worlde  of  mans  oacion 
In  to  multiplicacion 
Was  restored  newe  ageyne, 
So  ferforth  as  these  lK)kPs  seynci 
That  of  hem  thre,  and  her  issue 
There  was  so  large  a  retinae 
Of  nacions  stuentie  and  two, 
In  sondrie  place  eche  one  of  tbo 
The  wide  worlde  haue  enbabited. 
But  as  naturę  hem  hath  excited 
Thei  toke  than  litell  hede 
The  brother  of  the  susterhede. 
To  wedde  wiues,  till  it  came 
In  to  the  ty  me  of  Abraham, 
Whan  the  tbirde  age  was  bygonne, 
The  nede  tho  was  oueronne. 
For  there  was  people  enougb  in  londe. 
Than  at  firste  it  came  to  bonde. 
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Tbat  sisterhode  of  mańuge 
Was  torned  in  to  cosinage: 
So  that  after  the  right  linę 
The  Gosyn  weddeth  the  cosine. 
For  Abraham  er.  tbat  be  deied 
This  charge  vpon  his  seruant  leied. 
To  hym  aad  in  ttiis  wysc  spake, 
That  he  his  sonne  Isaac 
Do  wedde  for  no  worldes  good, 
But  onely  to  his  owne  blood. 

Wherof  the  seruant  as  be  hadde, 
Whan  he  was  deade,  bis  sonne  hath  ladde 
To  Bethuel,  where  be  Rebecke  ' 
Hath  wedded  with  the  wbite  necke. 
For  sbe,  he  wist  well  and  jsigbe. 
Was  to  the  childe  cosine  nighe. 

And  thos  as  Abraham  hath  taogbt, 
Whan  Isaac  was  god  betaught. 
His  sonue  lacob  did  aUo, 
And  of  Łaban  the  doughters  two, 
Wbiche  was  his  eme,  be  toke  to  wife. 
And  gate  vpon  hem  in  bis  life, 
Ofhir  fyrst  wbiche  highte  Lie, 
Sjrr  sonnes  of  his  progenię: 
And  of  Rachel  two  sOnnes  eke, 
The  remenant  was  for  to  seke» 
That  is  to  sein  of  foure  mo, 
Wherof  he  gate  on  Bila  two. 
And  of  Zilpba  he  had  eke  twey. 
And  these'twelue,  as  1  the  sey 
Thr&ugh  pronidence  of  god  bym  selfe, 
Ben  saide  tbe  Pfttriarkes  twelfe. 
Of  whom  as  afterwarde  befel 
The  tribus  twdfe  of  Israel 
Engendred  were,  and  ben  the  same,. 
That  of  hebrewes  tho  hadden  name, 
Whiche  of  Libred  in  aliance 
For  euer  kepten  thilke  vsance 
Most  00'monly  tiU  Christe  was  bore^ 
But  afterwarde  it  was  forlore 
Amonge  ts  that  ben  baptised. 
For  of  the  lawę  caoonised 
The  pope  hath  bodę  to  the  pieo, 
That  nonę  shall  wedden  of  his  kyn, 
Ne  the  seconde,  ne  the  third. 
But  though  that  holy  churcbe  bid 
So  to  re^treyne  mariage, 
There  ben  yet  vpon  loues  ragę 
FuU  man^  of  suche  nowe  a  daie, 
That  taken  where  thei  take  maie. 
For  loue,  wbiche  is  vnbesein 
Of  all  reasun,  os  men  sein, 
Tbrough  sotie,  and  through  nicetee 
Of  bis  Yoluptuositee, 
He  spareth  no  condicion 
Of  kynne,  ne  yet  religion^ 
But  as  a  cocke  amonge  tbe  hennes, 
Or  as  a  stalon  in  the  fennes, 
Whiche  goth  amonge  all  tbe  stoode: 
Right  so  can  he  no  morę  good. 
But  taketh  what  thyng  comth  next  to  hondę. 

My  sonne  thou  shalt  vnderstonde, 
Tbat  suche  delite  is  for  to  blame. 
For  thy  if  thou  hast  ben  the  same 
To  loue  in  any  suche  manere. 
Tell  forth  tberof,  and  sbriue  the  here? 

My  fader  naie,  god  wote  tbe  soothe^ 
My  feyre  is  not  in  suche  a  boothe, 
So  wilde  a  n^an  yet  was  I  neuer, 
Tbat  of  my  kynue  or  leue  or  icuer 


Me^lust  loue  in  suche  a  wis^. 

And  eke  I  not  for  what  emprise 

I  sbulde  assote  rpon  a  nonne. 

For  though  I  had  bir  loue  wonne, 

It  might  into  no  price  amounte, 

So  therof  set  I  nonę  acounte. 

Ye  maie  well  aske  of  this  and  that, 

B  ut  sothely  for  to  tell  piat, 

In  all  this  worlde  there  is  but  OQe, 

The  whiche  my  herie  hath  oueigone. 

I  am  toward  all  other  free. 

Fuli  well  my  sonne  nowe  I  see, 
Thy  worde  stonte  euer  vpon  o  place. 
But  yet  therof  tbou  hast  a  graoe, 
That  thou  the  might  so  well  excase 
Of  loue,  suche  as  some  men  yse» 
So  as  I  spake  of  nowe  tofbre. 
For  all  suche  ty  me  of  loue  is  lore. 
And  like  vnto  the  bitter  swete. 
For  though  it  thinke  a  man  fyrst  swete, 
He  sboll  well  felen  at  laste, 
That  it  is  sower,  and  maie  not  laste. 
For  as  a  moroell  enuenomed:  ^ 
So  hath  suche  loue  his  luste  mistimed 
And  great  ensamples  many  one 
A  man  maie  fynde  Uiervpon. 

Hic  loąuitur  contra  illos^ąnos  Venu$  sui  desiderii 
feruore  inflammans,  Ita  incestuosos  effecit,  Tt 
neque  propriis  sororibus  parcunt.  Et  narrai 
ezemplum,  qualiter  pro  eo  qttod  Catus  Caligida 
tres  sorores  suas  virgines  coitu  iUicito  opressit, 
deus  tanti  sceleris  peccatum  non  ferens*  ipsom 
noB  solum  ab  imperio,  sed  a  vita  iusttcia  Tindice 
priuauit.  Narrat  eciam  aliud  exemplQm  super 
ępdem,  ąualiter  Amon  fllius  Dauid  fotui  amoris 
concupiscencia  preuentuSySOTorem  suamTliamar 
a  sue  Tirginitatis  pudicicia  inuitam  deflorauit, 
propter  ąuodet  ipse  a  firatre  suo  Absolon  postea 
interfectus,  peccatum  sue  mortis  precio  inuitot 
redemit. 

At  Romę  iyrste  if  we  begyn. 
There  shall  I  fynde  howe  of  this  syn 
An  emperbur  was  for  to  blamci 
Gaius  Caligula  by  name* 
Wbiche  of  his  owne  sislers  three 
Berefte  the  Tirginitce. 
And  whan  he  had  hem  so  forleyn, 
As  he,  whiche  was  all  vileyn, 
He  did  hem  oute  of  londe  extle. 
But  afterwarde  within  a  while 
Ood  hath  berefte  bim  in  his  ire 
His  life)  and  eke  his  lai^ge  empire* 
And  thus  for  likinge  of  a  throwe. 
Por  euer  his  lust  was  ouerthrowe. 

Of  this  soty  also  I  fynde, 
Amon  his  suster  ageyn  kynde, 
Whiche  higbt  Thamar,  be  forlaye. 
But  be  that  lust  anotherdaie 
Abought,  whan  that  Absolon 
His  owne  broder  there  ypon, 
Of  tbat  he  had  his  suster  shentc, 
Toke  of  that  synne  yengemente, 
And  slough  him  with  his  owne  hondę* 
And  thus  vnkynde,  vukynde  fonde. 

Hic  narrat  ąualiter  Łoth  dnas  filias  suas  ipsia  eon* 
sencientibus  camali  jcopula  cognouit  duosqu« 
ex  eis  filios  scilicit  Moab  et  Amos  progenuii: 
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<|iioram  poctea  fenentio  prftua  et  estaspenDi 
cootm  populam  det  in  terra  saltim  promissionis 
▼ario  grananune  ąiiam  tepius  insnltabat 


^  Aid  for  to  le  morę  of  this  tbinge, 
The  bibie  maketh  a  knowlegeloge, 
Wberof  thoa  might  take  euidence 
Upon  tbe  loŁhe  expeńence, 
Whan  Lothei  wife  was  ouergone^ 
And  sbape  Tnto  Ihe  salte  stone, 
At  it  18  spoke  ▼oto  tbit  daie. 
By  botb  bis  doughten  Łhan  be  laie. 
Witb  cbiide  be  madę  bem  botb  great, 
Till  that  naturę  hem  wolde  lette. 
And  80  tbe  caiue  about  ladde, 
Tbat  ecbe  of  bem  a  sonne  bad. 
Uoab  tbe  fyrst,  and  tbe  seconde 
AiDMi,  of  wbicbe,  as  it  is  fouade, 
Cam  aftenrarde  to  great  encres 
Two  nacions :  and  netbeles 
For  tbat  tbe  stockes  were  not  good, 
The  branches  mighten  not  ben  good, 
l^or  of  tbe  faise  Moabites, 
Foitb  witb  tbe  strengtb  of  Amonites 
Of  that  tbei  were  first  misget, 
The  peopie  of  gód  was  ofte  vpset 
Ib  Uneli  and  in  ludee. 
Al  in  tbe  bibie  a  man  maie  see. 

U>  thus  my  sonne  as  I  tbe  sale 
Thoa  migbt  thy  selfe  be  besaie 
Of  that  thou  hast  of  other  berde. 
Por  ener  y et  it  batb  so  ierde 
Of  looes  lost,  if  so  befaU» 
That  it  in  other  place  faJle, 
Than  it  is  of  tbe  lawe  sette. 
He  wbiche  bis  loue  bathe  so  besette* 
Mote  afterwarde  repent  bym  sore. 
And  euery  man  is  otbers  lorę, 
Of  tbat  befill  in  tyme  er  this, 
Tbe  prescnt  tyme,  whicbe  nowe  is, 
Maie  ben  enformed,  how  it  stoode. 
And  take  tbat  bym  thynketb  good, 
•  Aod  leoe  that,  whicbe  is  nought  so: 
Bot  for  to  loke  of  tyme  ago, 
Howe  lust  of  loue  excedeth  lawe, 
Itoogbt  for  to  be  withdrawe. 
For  enery  man  it  sbulde  drede. 
And  nameliche  in  his  sibrede, 
Wbicbe  toometh  oft  to  vengeaoce^ 
Wberof  n  tale  in  remembrance, 
Whicbe  is  a  longe  processe  to  berę, 
I  thinke  for  to  tellen  berę. 

Omnibus  est  commmis  amor,  sed  imoderatos 
Sue  focit  escessus,  non  reputatur  amans. 

Sors  tdmen  Tnde  Venos  attractat  cordn  Tidere 
Soe  rationis  erant,  non  ratione  finit. 

Hic  loqaitnr  adhuc  contra  incestaosos  amantum 
coitua.  Et  narnt  mirabile  exemplum  de  magno 
rrge  Antiocho,  qui  TKore  mortua  propriam 
iiiiam  Yioiauit,  et  ąuia  filie  matrimonium  penes 
alios  impedire  Toluit,  tale  ab  eo  exitt  edictum, 
qood  si  qoi8  eam  in  vxorem  peterit,  nisi  quod- 
dam  probleroa  qne8tionłs,  quam  ipse  rex  pro- 
posuerat,  veraciter  solueret,  capi  tai  i  sentencia 
poniretur,  super  qao  veniens  tandem  discretos 
Souenis  princeps  Tyri  Appolinus  questionem 
soloit,  Nec  tamen  filiam  haSere  poioit,  sed  rex 
iodjgnattts  ipsam  propter  hoc  \u  aiQrtis  odium 


recoHegit,  Vnde  Appolinus  a  focie  tegis  fugiens/ 
qnam  plura,  prout  inferios  intitolantur,  propter 
amorem  pericola  passus  est. 


Or  a  cronike  in  daies  gone, 

The  which  is  cleped  Panteooe, 

In  loues  cause  I  redę  tbus, 

Howe  tbat  tbe  great  Autiochus, 

Of  wbom  tbat  Antioche  toke 

His  firste  name,  as  saith  tbe  boke, 

W«A  coupled  to  a  noble  quene. 

And  bad  adoughter  hem  betwene. 

But  snch  fortunę  cam  to  hondę, 

That  deth,  which  no  kyng  maie  withstond. 

But  euery  iife  it  mote  obey, 

This  worthy  queoe  toke  awey. 

Tbe  kynge,  whicbe  madę  mochel  monę, 
Tho  stoode,  as  wbo  saith,  all  bym  one 
Without  wyfe:  but  netbeles 
His  doughter,  whicbe  was  pereles 
Of  bewtee,  dwelt  about  hym  stiUe. 
But  whan  a  man  hath  weith  at  wille 
The  flesb  is  freel,  and  fitlletb  ofte. 
And  tbat  this  maide  tendre  and  softe, 
Whicbe  in  hir  fothers  chamber  dwelte, 
Within  a  tyme  wist  and  felte: 
For  likynge  of  concupicence,  ^ 

Without  insight  of  conscience, 
The  foder  so  witb  lustes  blente, 
Tbat  be  cast  all  his  hole  entente 
His  owoe  doughter  for  to  spille. 
Tbe  kynge  hath  leiser  at  his  wille, 
Witb  sUengthe  and  whan  be  tyme  seye 
The  yonge  maiden  be  forleie. 

I  And  she  was  tender,  and  fuli  of  drede, 
She  couth  not  hir  maydeohede 
Dcfonde :  and  thus  she  hath  forlore 
The  floure,  wbicbe  she  hath  longe  borę. 
16  helpeth  not  all  though  she  wepe. 
For  tbei  tbat  sbulde  hir  bodie  kepe 
Of  women,  were  absent  as  than. 
And  thus  this  mayden  goeth  to  man. 
The  wilde  foder  thus  deuoureth 
His  owne  flesb,  wbicbe  nonę  socoureth. 
And  that  was  cause  of  mochel  care. 

But  after  this  vnkinde  fore 
Out  of  tbe  chamber  goeth  the  kinge. 
And  she  laie  still,  and  of  this  thinge 
Witb  i  n  ber  selfe  suche  sorowe  madę, 
There  was  no  wight,  that  might  hir  glode 
For  fere  of  thilke  horrible  vłce. 

Witb  that  came  in  tbe  norice, 
Whiche  fro  chtldhode  hir  bad  kepte. 
And  asketh,  if  she  bad  slepte. 
And  why  hir  chere  was  Tnglad. 

But  she,  whiche  hath  ben  ouerlad, 
Of  that  she  migbt  not  be  wreke. 
For  shame  couth  ynnetbes  speke. 
And  netbelesse  mercy  tbe  praied   - 
With  wepynge  cie,  and  thus  she  saied. 

Alas  my  suster  wele  awaie 
That  euer  I  sigh  this  ilke  daie. 
Thinge  whiche  my  bodie  firste  begate 
In  to  this  worlde,  onelich  that 
My  woildes  worship  hath  bcrefte. 
With  thkt  she  swouneth  nowe  and  efte. 
And  euer  wiaheth  after  deth, 
So  that  wełnie  hir  lacketh  breth. 

Tbat  other,  whiche  hir  wordes  berdct 
In  comfortynge  of  hir  aqswefdei 
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To  lete  hir  faden  firnie  desyre 
Sfae  wist  no  reconeńre, 
Whan  thihge  ii  do,  there  w  no  bote, 
So  snffren  thei  Łhat  suffiren  moie: 
Tbere  was  ndne  other,  wbiche  it  wist. 
Tbufl  hath  this  kynge  all  that  bym  listę 
Of  bis  likinge  and  his  plesance, 
And  last  in  sucbe  a  continuance, 
And  sucbe  delite  be  toke  tberin, 
Him  tbougbt  tbat  it  was  no  sin. 
And  sbe  durst  bim  no  thinge  witbseye; 

But  fame^  whicbe  goeth  enery  weye 
To  sondry  reignes  all  aboute, 
The  greait  beaatee  telleth  oute 
Of  suche  a  mayde  of  hie  parage. 
So  that  for  loue  of  mariage 
The  worthie  piinces  come  and  sende^ 
As  they,  wbiche  all  hononr  wende. 
And  knewe  no  thinge,  howe  that  it  stoode. 

The  fader  whan  be  maderstoody 
That  thei  his  dougfater  tbus  besonght, 
With  all  his  wit  ^  cast  and  sooght, 
Howe  that  hcmighte  fynde  a  lette. 
And  suche  a  statute  then  be  sette. 
And  in  this  wise  bis  lawę  taseth, 
That  what  man  bis  doughter  axeth, 
But  if  be  coutb  bis  ąuestion 
Assoyle  vpon  suggestion 
Of  certeyn  thinges,  that  befeU, 
The  wbiche  be  wolde  ynto  bim  tell, 
He  shulde  in  certesrn  lese  his  hede. 

And  thns  tbere  were  many  dede, 
Her  beades  stondinge  on  the  gate, 
Till  at  last  longe  and  late, 
For  lacke  of  answere  in  this  wise 
The  remenante,  that  weren  wyse, 
Eschewden  to  make  assaie. 


De  aduentu   Appc^ini  in  Antiochiam,   vbi   ipse 
filiam  regis  Antiochi  in  Tsorem  postuIauiC 

TiŁ  it  befil  ypon  a  daie 
Appolinus  the  prince  of  Tyre, 
Whiche  hath  to  loue  a  great  desire. 
As  be  wbiche  in  his  high  moode, 
Was  likinge  of  his  hote  bloode 
A  yonge,  a  fresbe,  a  Instie  knygbt, 
As  be  laie  mnsynge  on  a  nyght 
Of  the  tidinges,  whicbe  he  l^rde, 
He  tbougbt  assaie  howe  that  it  ferde. 
He  was  with  worthie  companie 
Araied,  and  with  good  nauie 
To  ship  he  goeth,  the  windę  bim  driuetb. 
And  saileth,  tiH  tbat  be  ariueth 
Saufe  in  the  porte  of  Antioebe. 
He  londeth,  and  goeth  to  approche 
The  kynges  courte,  and  his  presence. 

Of  euery  natoralLscience, 
Whiche  any  derkę  bim  couth  tecbe, 
Him  couthe  enougb :  and  in  his  speche 
Of  wordes  be  was  eloąuente. 
And  whan  he  sigh  the  kynge  present, 
He  praieth,  he  mote  his  doughter  baue. 

The  king&  againe  began  to  craue. 
And  tolde  hym  the  condicion, 
Howe  fyrst  vnto  his  ąuestion 
He  mote  answere,  and  faile  nongbt, 
Or  with  his  heed  it  shali  be  bought. 


And  he  him  asketh,  what  H  wms. 

Snestio  regis  Antiochi:  scelere  ▼ehor»  raatena 
came  vescor,  ąnero  patrem  meam  matńs  fliet 
yirum,  Txoris  mee  fiUum. 

The  kinge  dedaretb  htm  the  caaa 
With  sterne  worde  and  stordie  cheie, 
To  him  and  saide  ia  this  manere. 

With  felonie  I  am  vp  borę, 
I  ete,  and  baue  it  not  forlore 
My  moders  flesshe  wbose  busbonde 
My  fader  for  to  secbe  I  fonde, 
Whiche  is  the  sonne  eke  of  my  wife 
Herof  I  am  inąuisitife. 
And  wbo  that  can  my  tale  sanę, 
All  qułte  he  shall  my  doughter  hane. 
Of  his  answere  and  if  be  faile, 
He  shall  be  dead  withonten  faile. 
For  thy  my  sonne,  qnod  the  kinge. 
Be  well  aduised  of  this  thynge, 
Whicbe  hath  thy  life  in  ieopardie. 

AppoHinus  for  his  partie, 
Whan  he  that  ąuestion  faad  herde, 
Unto  the  kinge  he  hath  answerde. 
And  hath  reherced  one  and  one 
The  pojrntes,  and  saide  therypon. 

The  qnestion,  whiche  thou  hast  spoke, 
If  thou  wilte,  tbat  it  be  ynloke, 
It  toucbeth  aU  the  priuitee 
Betwene  thyn  owne  chHde  and  tbee^ 
And  stonte  all  bolle  Tpon  you  two. 

The  kinge  was  wondrfe  sorie  tho. 
And  thought,  if  tbat  he  said  it  oute, 
Then  were  he  shamed  all  abonte. 
With  slie  wordes  and  with  felle, 
He  sayth:  My  sonne  I  shall  tbe  telle, 
Though  that  thou  be  of  liteil  witte, 
It  is  no  great  meruaile  as  yit, 
Thin  age  maie  it  not  sofiise. 
But  loke  wdl  thou  nonght  despise 
Thyn  owne  life:  for  of  my  grace 
Of  thirtie  daiea  fuli  a  space 
I  graunte  tbe  to  ben  aduised. 
And  tbus  with  leae  and  tyme  assise^ 
^Tbis  yonge  prince  fortb  he  wentę. 
And  ynderstode  well  what  it  meote. 
Włtbin  his  bertę  as  be  was  lered, 
That  for  to  make  hym  afered, 
Tbe  kinge  bis  time  hath  so  delaied,  . 
Wberof  he  drad  and  was  nmaied 
Of  treson,  tbat  he  deie  shulde. 
For  be  the  kynge  his  southe  UMe, 
And  sodeinly  the  nigbtes  tide, 
That  morę  wolde  be  oought  abide, 
All  priuely  bis  baige  he  hente, 
And  home  ageyne  to  Tyre  be  wentę. 
And  in  his  owne  witte  he  saied. 
For  drede  if  he  tbe  kynge  bewrayed, 
He  knewe  so  well  the  kinges  bertę, 
Tbat  deth  ne  shulde  be  nought  asterte, 
The  kynge  him  wolde  so  pursewe. 
But  he  that  wolde  bń  deth  escbewe. 
And  knewe  all  this  tofore  the  hondc, 
Porsake  he  thought  his  owne  londe, 
Tbat  tbere  wolde  be  not  abide. 
FV>r  well  be  knewe  that  on  some  side 
This  tyranne  of  his  felonie. 
By  some  manere  of-treeherie,^ 
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To  greue  his  bodie  will  not  kue. 

Be  foga  AppoUini  per  marę  a  ngno  nio. 

For  tby  withooten  takinfe  lene 

As  pńuilictie  as  thei  might^ 

He  goeth  him  to  the  sea  by  night, 

Her  shippes  that  ben  with  whete  ladcDf 

Her  takill  redie  tho  thei  maden. 

And  faaleth  fayle,  and  Ibrth  thei  farę. 

But  for  to  tellen  of  the  caro» 
That  thei  of  Tyre  began  tho, 
Whan  that  thei  wist  be  was  ago, 
It  is  a  pitee  for  to  berę. 
Tbei  loftten  lust,  thei  losten  ehere» 
Thei  toke  Tpon  hem  sochę  penanca, 
There  was  no  soage,  there  was  no  dannce. 
Bat  enery  myrthe  aad  melodie 
To  hem  was  theo  a  makn^e. 
For  Tolust  of  that  anontare 
There  was  no  man  wbiehe  toke  tosture* 
In  deadly  clothes  thei  hem  clothe, 
Tbe  bathes  aod  the  stewes  bothe 
Tbet  shit  io  by  euery  wey : 
There  was  no  life  whiche  lust  pley, 
Ne  take  of  any  ioye  kepe. 
But  for  hir  liege  lorde  to  wepe, 
Aod  eoery  wight  saith  as  he  coath, 
Alas  the  Instie  fionre  of  yooth, 
Oar  prince,  oar  bead,  o«r  gooemour, 
Throngh  whom  we  stonden  in  hoaour» 
Withoot  the  commune  assenti 
That  sodeioly  is  fro  vs  went. 

Suche  was  the  damour  of  hem  alL 

doaliter  Thaliartos  miles,  ^t  Appoliaom  Teneno 
intozicaret,  ab  Antiocho  hi  Tyrum  mistus,  ipso 
ibidem  non  iouento  Antiochiam  leditt. 

Bcrr  see  we  nowe  what  is  be&Ue 
Upon  tbe  fyrst  tale  playne. 
And  tonme  we  therto  agasme. 

Antiocbus  the  great  syre, 
Wluche  lali  of  rancour  aad  of  jre 
His  berle'  bereth  so  as  ye  herde, 
Of  that  this  prynce  of  Tyre  answerde. 

He  had  a  felowe  bacheler, 
Wbiehe  was  his  preoie  ecnroceyier, 
Aod  Thaliait  by  name  he  btght, 
Tbe  kynge  a  strooge  poyson  bym  digbt 
Witbin  a  boxe,  aod  golde  therto» 
In  all  hastę  soid  bad  bym  go 
Strcight  Toto  Tyre,  and  for  no  coete 
Meą»ie,tiUhehadlo8Ł 
The  prynce,  wbiehe  he  wolde  sptHe. 
And  whan  the  kyńge  hath  said  bis  wili, 
This  Taliart  in  a  galeye 
With  all  tbe  basie  he  toke  his  wey. 
Tlie  wynde  is  good,  thei  seilen  bliue, 
Tjll  be  toke  londe  ▼poh  the  riue 
Of  Tym,  aad  fiartb  with  all  anone 
loto  tbe  boroogh  he  gan  to  gone, 
And  toke  his  inne,  aod  bodę  a  thiowe. 
Bat  for  be  woM  noaght  be  knowe, 
Disgnised  than  he  goth  bym  oot. 
He  sigh  the  wepynge  all  about. 
And  axetb,  what  tbe  cause  was. 

And  thei  bym  tolde  all  the  cas, 
Howe  sodeynly  tbe  prynce  \9  go. 
And  whan  be  sigh,  that  it  waś  so. 


And  tbat  his  labour  was  in  Yayne, 
Anone  he  toumeth  borne  agayae. 
And  to  tbe  kjnage  whan  he  cam  nigh, 
He  tolde  of  that  he  herde  and  sigh, 
Howe  that  the  prynce  of  Tyre  is  fled* 
So  was  he  come  ageyne  vnsped. 

The  k3nage  was  sorie  for  a  while. 
But  whan  he  sighe,  that  with  no  wiJe 
He  might  acheue  his  crueltee, 
He  stynt  bis  wrath,  and  let  bym  bee* 

Sualiter  Appolinas  in  porta  Tbarsis  applicnit,  vbi 
in  hospicio  cuiusdam  magni  viri  nomine  Strin- 
gulionis  hospitatus  est. 

Bot  ouer  this  nowe  for  to  telle 

Of  adueńtures  that  befelle 

Unto  this  prince,  of  whiche  I  tolde. 

He  hath  his  ri^t  cours  forth  holde 
By  stone  and  nedełl,  tiU  he  cam 
To  Tharse,  and  Iher  his  londe  he  nam> 

A  bourgeis  riche  of  golde  aad'!^^    ""'' 
Was  thilke  tyme  in  that  citee, 
Wbiehe  depied  was  Stranguilio, 
His  wyfe  was  Dionyse  also. 

This  yonge  prince,  as  saith  the  boke, 
With  him  his  herbergage  toke. 

And  it  befill  that  citeeso  V 
Before  tyme,  and  than  also, 
Through  stronge  iamyn,  which  hem  lad. 
Was  nonę,  tbat  any  wheate  *^fi,  j 

Appolinus,  whan  that  be  herde 
The  mischefe  howe  the  citee  ferde, 
All  freiłche  of  his  owne  gifte 
His  wheate  amonge  hem  for  to  shifte, 
Tbe  whiche  by  sbip  he  had  brought, 
He  jraue,  and  toke  of  hem  right  noogbt. 
But  sithen  fyrst  this  worlde  began. 
Was  neuer  yet  to  suche  a  man 
Morę  ioye  madę,  than  thei  bym  madę. 
For  thei  were  all  of  bym  so  glade, 
That  thei  for  euer  in  remembrance 
Madę  a  figurę  in  resemblance 
Of  bym,  and  in  a  commen  place^ 
Thei  set  it  rp:  so  tbat  his  foce 
Might  euery  maner  man  bebolde, 
So  as  the  citee  was  beholde, 
It  was  of  laton  ouergylte. 
Thus  hath  he  nougbt  his  yefte  spilte. 

Sualiter  Hellicanus  ciuis  Tyri  Tharsim  yeni- 
ens  AppoKnum  de  insidiis  Anthiochi  prenun- 
cianit. 


UpoM  a  tyme  with  a  route, 
This  lorde  to  pley  goeth  bym  outc : 
And  in  his  waie  of  Tyre  he  mette 
A  man,  whiche  on  his  knees  him  grette. 
And  Hellican  by  name  he  hight, 
Whiche  praide  his  lorde  to  haue  insight 
Upon  bym  selfe:  And  saide  hym  thus, 
Howe  that  the  great  Antiocbus 
Awaitctb,  if  tliat  he  might  hym  spille 
That  other  thought,  and  helde  hym  stille. 
And  thaoked  hym  of  his  waruyuge, 
And  bad  hym  telle  no  tidyiige, 
Whan  he  to  Tyre  cam  home  ageyne, 
That  he  in  Tharse  hytó  had  seyne. 

Qualiter  Appolinus  portum  Tbarsis   reliMfaeir 
cum  ipse  per  marę  naoigio  eeeuriorem  qaesiu[ 
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Bupemeniente  tempestate  Dauis  cum  omnibus 
preter  ipsum  solum  in  eadem  conteatis  iuzta 
Pentapolim  periclitabator. 


Fortune  hath  euer  b«  muable. 
And  maie  no  while  stonde  stable. 
For  nowe  it  hieth,  nowc  it  loweth, 
Nowe  stant  vpright,  nowe  ouertbroweth. 
Nowe  fuli  of  blłsse,  and  nowe  of  bale, 
As  in  tbe  tellynge  of  my  tale 
Herę  afterwarde  a  man  maie  lere 
Wiche  U  great  routb  for  to  berę. 

This  lorde,  wbicbe  wold  done  bis  best, 
Within  bym  selfe  hatb  litell  rest. 
And  tbopgbtbe  woJde  his  place  chaunge, 
And  seke  a  countrei  morę  straunge. 
Of  Tbarsiens  his  lene  anone 
He  toke,  and  is  to  shippe  ygoue. 
His  cours  be  name  with  saile  vp  drawe, 
Wberc  as  fortunę  doth  thę  lawę 
And  shcweth,  as  I  sball  reberse, 
Howe  sbe  was  to  this  lorde  diuerse, 
Tbe  wbicbe  vpon  tbe  sea  sbe  ferketb, 
Tbe  wynde  arose,  tbe  wetber  dcrketfa, 
It  blewe,  and  madę  sache  tempeste. 
Nonę  anker  maie  tbe  sbip  arest, 
Wbicbe  hatb  to  broken  all  his  gere. 
Tbe  shipmen  stoode  fn  suche  a  fere, 
Was  nonę  that  might  bim  selfe  bestere» 
But  euer  awaite  vpon  the  lere, 
Wban  tbat  tbei  sbulden  drenche  at  one8» 
There  was  enough  within  the  wones, 
Of  wepynge,  and  of  sorowe  tho. 
The  yonge  kynge  maketh  mocbel  wo, 
So  for  to  see  the  sbip  trauaile. 
But  all  tbat  might  bim  noughtanaile. 
The  mast  to  brake,  the  sayle  to  roofc, 
The  sbip  vpon  tbe  wawes  droofe, 
Ttll  that  tbei  see  the  londes  coste. 
Tho  madę  a  vowe  the  leste  and  moste. 
Be  so  tbei  mighten  come  a  londe. 
But  be  wbicbe  hatb  the  sea  on  bonde, 
Neptunus  wolde  nougbt  accorde. 
But  all  to  brake  cable  and  corde 
£r  tbei  to  londe  might  approche, 
The  sbip  to  claue  ypon  a  roche. 
And  all  gotb  downe  in  to  tbe  depe. 
But  he  tbat  all  tbinge  maie  kepe. 
Unto  this  lorde  was  mereiable. 
And  brought  bim  saue  ypon  a  table, 
Wbicbe  to  the  lande  bim  hatb  vpbore» 
Tbe  remenant  was  all  forlore. 
Tberof  he  madę  mocbel  monę. 


Whan  bim  tbought  atl  grace  aweie. 

There  came  a  fisber  in  tbe  weye, 

And  sigh  a  man  there  naked  stonde. 

And  wban  tbat  he  hatb  vnderstonde 

Tbe  cause,  he  hatb  of  bym  great  roott*     ^ 

And  onely  of  bis  poure  trouth, 

Of  suche  clotbes  as  be  hadde, 

Witb  great  pitee  this  lorde  be  cladde. 

And  he  bym  thonketh  as  be  sbolde. 

And  saith  bym,  that  it  sball  be  yolde, 

If  euer  he  gete  his  state  ageyne. 

And  pmith,  that  be  wolde  bym  seyne^ 

If  nigh  were  any  towne  for  bym. 

He  sayde  ye,  Pentapolim, 
Where  both  kyńge  and  qnene  dwellen, 
Whan  he  this  tale  herde  telłen» 
He  gladdetb  bym,  and  gan  besecbe, 
That  he  the  wey  bym  woMe  teche. 
And  be  bym  tanght:  and  forth  be  went. 
And  praid  god  with  good  entent. 
To  sende  bym  ioye  afterbis  serowe, 
It  was  nougbt  paased  yetmidmorowe. 

Sualiter  Appolino  Pentapolim  adueniente,  Indoi^ 
gimnasii  per  vrbem  publice  proclamatus  est. 


Qnaliter  Appolinus  nudus  super  litns  iacŁabatur, 
vbi  quidam  piscator  ipsum  suo  coUobio  restiens. 
ad  Trbem  Pentapolim  direxit. 

Thu9  was  this  yonjge  lorde  alone 
All  naked  in  a  poure  plite. 
His  colour,  which  was  whilom  wbite 
Was  than  of  water  fode  and  pale. 
And  eke  he  was  so  sore  a  cale, 
Tbat  he  wist  of  him  selfe  no  bote, 
It  helpe  him  no  tbynge  for  to  mote. 
To  gete  ageyn  that  he  hath  lorę. 
But  sbe  which  hath  his  deth  forlore 
Fortune,  tbougfa  sbe  will  not  yelpe, 
AJl  aodeynly  hath  sente  him  belpe. 


Than  afterwaide  his  wey  be  nam, 
•  Jj^here  soone  vpon  tbe  noone  he  cam. 

He  ete  sncbe  as  be  might  gete, 

And  forth  anone  whan  be  bad  ete, 

He  gotb  to  see  the  towne  aboute. 

And  cam  there  as  he  fonde  a  route 

Of  yonge  lustie  men  witball. 

And  as  it  sbulde  tbo  befolle, 

That  daie  was  set  of  sncbe  asise 

That  tbei  sbulde  in  the  londe  gyse^ 

As  was  herde  of  the  people  seie, 

Her  commune  gamę  than  pleye. 

And  cridd  was,  tbat  tbei  sbulde  come 

Unto  the  gamę  all  and  some 

Of  hem  that  ben  deliuer  and  wigfat» 

To  do  suche  maistrie  as  tbei  might. 

Tbei  madę  hem  naked  as  tbei  tholde. 

For  so  tbat  ilke  gamę  wolde, 

And  it  was  the  custome,  and  yae^ 
^monge  hem  was  no  refuse. 

The  aoyre  of  all  the  towne  was  there» 

And  of  the  courte  abo  there  were, 

And  that  was  in  a  large  place, 
>|^ight  euen  before  tbe  kynges  foce, 

Whiche  Artbescates  than  bight. 

Tbe  pley  was  pleyed  right  in  his  sigh«» 

And  who  moste  worthfe  was  of  dede, 

Receiua  be  sbulde  a  certaioc  mede. 

And  in  the  citee  beare  a  price. 
Appolinus,  whiche  ware  and  wiae 

Of  euery  gamę  couth  an  ende, 

He  tłiought  assaie,  howe  so  it  wende: 

Oualitęr  Appolinus  Indum  'ginnasii  Tincen*, 
aula  regis  ad  cenam  honorefice  ceptos  ett« 

And  flll  amonge  hem  into  gamę. 
And  there  he  wannę  bym  suche  a  name, 
So  as  the  kynge  bym  selfe  accouatetb, 
Tbat  he  all  other  men  aurmounteth, 
And  btfre  tbe  price  aboue  hem  all. 
Tbe  kynge  bad,  that  in  to  his  halle 
At  souper  tyme  he  shuld  be  brought. 
And  he  cam  than,  aad  lefte  it  noogb^ 
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WithouŁcompanie  alone. 

Was  oone  so  sęmely  of  personę^ 

Of  risige,  and  of  limmes  bothe, 

H  tbat  be  had  what  to  clothe. 

At  souper  tyme  netbeles 

The  kyiige  amiddes  alł  the  pres 

Let  clrpe  bym  Tp  amoDge  bem  all. 

And  bad  bis  marshatl  of  his  hall. 

To  aetteo  hym  in  suche  degree 

Tbat  be  vpoii  bym  migbt  see. 

Tbe  kyoge  was  soone  sette  and  senied. 

And  be  whicbe  had  his  prise  deseroed 

After  the  kynges  owne  worde. 

Was  madę  be^rn  a  middel  borde, 

Tbat  both  kynge  and  quene  hym  sie. 

^e  sette,  and  cast  abouŁ  his  eie. 

And  sawe  the  lordes  in  estate, 

And  vitb  hym  selfe  were  in  debatę, 

Tbynkende  what  he  had  lorę, 

And  suche  a  serowe  he  toke  tberfore,* 

Tbat  he  sat  ener  stille,  and  thonght, 

At  he  vhiche  of  no  meate  rought, 

Onaliter  Appolinus  in  cena  Tecnmbens,  nihil  co- 
medit,  sed  doloroso  Tultu,  snbmisso,  capite, 
niaxime'  ingemescebat,  qai  tandem  a  filia  regjs 
confortatus  Citberam  plectens  cunctis  audienti- 
bos,  citherando  v1tra  modum  complacuit. 

The  kynge  behelde  his  heuinesse, 

Aod  of  his  great  gentilnesse 

His  donghter,  which  was  fajrre  and  good. 

And  at  the  boide  before  him  stoode, 

As  it  was  thilke  tyme  vsage, 

He  bad  to  go  on  his  message. 

And  fonde  for  to  make  him  glade. 

And  she  did  as  hir  fader  bade. 

Aod  goth  to  b  im  the  softe  paas. 

And  asketh  whens,  and  what  he  was, 

And  praitbe  he  shnlde  his  thoughtt  leue. 

He  saith,  madame  by  your  leue, 
My  name  ia  hote  Appolinns, 
And  of  my  riches  it  is  thns» 
Upon  tbe  sea  I  haue  it  lorę, 
Tbe  contrei,  where  as  I  was  borę, 
Wbere  tbat  my  londe  is,  and  my  fente 
1  lefte«t  Tyre,  whan  tbat  I  wentę, 
Tbe  worship  there,  of  whiche  I  ought, 
fJoto  the  god  I  there  betought. 
And  thus  togider  as  thei  two  speke, 
Tbe  tearis  ranne  downe  by  his  cheke. 
The  king,  whiche  therof  toke  good  kepe, 
Had  great  pitee  to  see  him  wepe. 
And  for  his  doughter  sende  ogeyn. 
And  praid  hir  fayre,  and  gan  to  sayn, 
Tbat  she  no  lenger  wolde  dretche. 
But  tbat  she  wolde  anone  forth  fetcbe 
Hir  harpe,  and  done  al  that  she  can 
To  glad  witb  that  soiy  man. 
And  she  to  doone  hir  faders  hest, 
fiir  barpe  fet,  and  in  thefeate 
UpoD  a  chaire,  whiche  thei  fette, 
Hir  leUe  iiext  to  this  man  she  sette. 
Witb  barpe  both  and  eke  witb  mouth 
Tohhn  she  did,  all  that  she  couth. 
Tu  make  him  cbere,  and  euer  be  sigheth. 
And  she  him  affketb,  howe  him  liketh. 

Madame  certes  wel,  he  saied. 
Bot  if  ye  the  measure  plaied, 
Wbiebe,  if  you  list,  I  shall  yoa  lere, 
It  were  a  gladde  thinge  for  to  here. 


A  leue  syr,  tho  quod  she, 

Nowe  take  the  barpe,  and  lete  me  see, 

Of  what  measure.  that  ye  mene. 

Tho  praith  the  kinge,  tho  praith  the  qaejie, 

Forth  witii  tbe  lordes  all  arewe, 

That  he  somme  myrthe  wolde  shewe. 

He  takth  tbe  harpe,  and  in  his  wise 
He  tempretb,  and  of  suche  assise 
Synginge  he  harpeth  forth  witb  all, 
That  as  a  yoyce  oelestiall 
Hem  thought  it  aowiied  in  ber  ere, 
As  thoagh  that  it  an  angell  were, 
They  gladen  of  his  melodie  • 

But  moste  of  all  the  oompanie, 
The  kygnes  doughter,  whiche  it  herda 
And  thought  eke  of  that  he  answerde. 
Whan  that  it  was  of  hir  apposed, 
Within  hir  herte  hath  well  supposed^ 
That  he  is  of  great  gentilnesse. 
His  dedes  ben  therof  witnesse, 
Fórthwith  the  wisdome  of  bia  iore, 
It  nedeth  not  to  seche  morę. 
He  might  not  haue  suche  manere, 
Of  gentill  blood  but  if  he  were, 

Whan  he  hath  harped  all  his  filie, 
The  kinges  hest  to  fulfille, 
A  weie  goth  dishe,  a  waie  goth  cup, 
Doun  goth  the  borde,  the  cloth  was  yp, 
Thei  risen,  and  gone  oute  of  the  halle. 

Ctnaliter  Appolinus  cum  rcge  pro  filia  sua  cnidi- 
enda  retentus  est. 

The  kynge  bis  chamberieyn  let  calle. 
And  bad,  tbat  be  by  all  weye 
A  chamber  for  this  man  purueie, 
Whiche  nighe  his  owne  chambre  bce. 
It  shall  be  do  me  lorde  quod  hee. 
Appolinus,  of  whom  I  mene, 
Tho  toke  his  leue  of  kynge  «md  quette. 
And  of  the  worthie  maide  also, 
Whiche  praied  vnto  hir  fader  tho, 
That  she  might  of  the  yonge  man 
Of  tho  Sciences,  whiche  be  can, 
His  lorę  haue.    And  in  this  wise 
The  kynge  hir  graunteth  hir  apprise 
So  that  bym  selfe  tberto  assent. 
Thus  was  accorded  er  thei  wentę, 
That  he  with  all  that  euer  he  maie 
This  yonge  fayre  firesbe  maie 
Of  that  he  couth  shulde  enforme. 
And  fuU  assented  in  this  formę, 
Thei  token  leue  as  for  that  night, 

Oualiter  filia  regis  Appolinum  omato  apparatu 
Yestiri  iecit.  Et  tpse  ad  puelle  doctrinam  m  qaam 
pluribus  fomiliariter  intendebat,  rnde  placata 
puella  in  amorem  AppolUni  exardescen0,  in- 
firmabatur. 

And  whan  it  was  on  morowe  right 
Unio  this  yonge  man  of  Tyre, 
Of  clothes,  and  of  good  attyre, 
With  golde  and  siluer  to  dispende 
This  worthie  yonge  ladie  sende. 
And  thus  she  raade  hym  well  at  ease. 
And  he  with  all  that  he  can  plcase 
Hir  serueth  well  and  foire  ageine. 
He  taught  hir,  till  she  was  certeyno 


•250 


OOWGR'S  POEMS. 


Of  harpe,  citote,  and  of  riote, 

"With  many  a  tewnę,  and  maoy  a  notę* 

Upon  musike,  ypoo  ineas«re. 

And  of  hir  harpe  tb«  temprure 

He  taught  hir  eke,  aa  be  weU  coutb. 

But  as  meo  aeyne,  that  frele  i»  yontby 
With  leiser  and  coBtinuancę 
Thłs  mayde  fili  ypon  a  cbance, 
That  loae  hath  madę  bym  a  ąuarele 
Ageyoe  hir  yooth  freshe  and  frele. 
That  maugre  where  sba  woMe  or  nougbt^ 
She  mote  with  all  bir  hertet  ihoug^t. 
To  lou^and  to  bis  lawę  obey. 
And  that  phe  shall  fali  sora  obeie. 
For  she  wote  neoer  wbat  it  is. 
But  euer  amonge  she  feletb  this 
Touchinge  Tpon  tbis  man  of  Tyre, 
Hir  herte  is  hote  as  any  fyre. 
Aod  otberwhile  it  is  a  oale. 
Nowe  is  she  redde,  nowe  is  she  pale, 
Right  after  tbe  condicion 
Of  bir  imagioacion. 
But  euer  amonge  bir  tboughtes  all 
She  thought,  wban  so  maie  befidl, 
Or  that  she  laugh  or  that  she  wepe, 
She  wolde  hir  good  name  kepe 
For  fere  of  womannyshe  sbame. 

But  what  in  ernest  wbat  in  gamę 
She  stant  fór  loae  in  incbe  a  plite, 
That  she  hath  lost  all  appetite 
Of  metę  and  drynke,  of  nighten  rest, 
As  she  that  notę  wbat  is  the  best* 
But  for  to  thynke  all  hir  filie 
She  belde  hir  ofte  tymes  stille 
Within  hir  chamber,  and  goth  not  out. 

Tbe  kynge  was  of  hir  lyfe  in  doute, 
Whiche  wist  notbynge  wbat  it  ment. 

Qualiter  tres  filii  principum  filiam  regis  sigtl- 
latim  in  vxorem  suis  supplicationibus  postu- 
larent. 

Bot  fili  a  tjrroe,  as  be  out^wente 
To  walkę,  of  princes  sonnes  three 
There  came,  and  fili  to  bis  knee, 
And  eche  of  hem  in  sondrie  wyse 
Besought,  and  profereth  bis  sernice, 
So  that  he  might  his  doughter  baue. 
The  kynge,  which  wold  hir  honour  saue, 
Sąietłi,  she  is  sicke,  and  of  that  specbe 
Tho  was  no  time  to  beseche, 
But  eche  of  hem  to  make  a  bille 
He  bad,  and  write  his  owne  wille, 
His  name,  his  fader,  and  his  good. 

And  wban  she  wist  howe  that  it  stood. 
And  had  ber  bilłes  onerseyne, 
Tbei  sbulden  baue  answere  agejme. 
Of  this  counseyle  tbei  weren  glad, 
And  written,  as  the  kynge  hem  bad, 
And  euery  man  bis  owne  boke 
Into  the  kynges  hondę  betoke. 
And  be  it  to  his  doughter  sende, 
And  praide  hir  for  to  make  an  ende 
And  write  ageyne  hir  owne  hondę, 
Right  as  she  in  bir  bert  fonde. 

Qoalłter  filia  regis  omnibus  aliis  relictis  Appoli- 
num  in  maritum  preelegit. 

Tde  billes  weren  well  receiued, 
But  she  batb  all  her  loues  weiued : 


And  thought  tbo  was  tyms  and  spaoe 

To  put  hir  in  hir  <aders  graoe, 

And  wrote  ageyne,  and  tbus  she  layde; 

The  sbame,  which  is  in  a  mayde, 
With  specbe  dare  not  be  ndoke. 
But  in  writynge  it  maie  be  spoke. 
So  write  I  to  yod  fader  tbas. 
But  if  I  baue  Appolinns 
Of  all  tbis  worlde  wbat  so  betide, 
I  wil  nonę  oŁber  man  abide. 
And  certes  if  I  of  bim  fkile, 
I  wot  right  weHe  witboatc  ^ile, 
Ye  shall  for  me  be  doaghterles. 
This  letter  came,  and  there  was  prete 
Tofore  the  kinge,  there'  as  be  stode. 
And  wban  that  he  it  vnderstode, 
He  3raue  hem  answeie  by  and  by. 
But  that  was  doone  so  prinely, 
That  nonę  of  otbers  oouneeile  wiste. 
Tbei  toke  her  leue,  and  wbere  hem  list 
Tbei  wentę  fbrth  ypon  their  wtey. 

Onaliter  rex  et  regina  in  maritagium  filie  sne 
Appolino  ooDsencienmt. 

Thk  kynge  ne  wold  nougbt  bewrey 
Tbe  connceil  for  no  maner  bie. 
But  sufireth  tiłl  he  time  sie 

And  whan  that  he  to  chambre  is  come,] 
He  hath  ynto  counceill  nome 
This  man  of  Tyre,  and  lete  bym  sea 
The  letter,  and  all  tbe  priuitee, 
The  whiche  his  dougbier  to  bim  sente. 

And  he  his  knee  to  gronnde  bente, 
And  thongetb  bim  and  hir  alto. 
And  er  tbei  wentę  then  a  two, 
With  good  herte,  and  with  good  corage^ 
Of  fuli  loue  and  fiill  mariage 
The  kiDge  and  be  be  bole  accorded. 
And  after,  wban  it  was  reoonied 
Unto  tbe  doughter,  howe  it  stoode, 
The  yefte  of  all  this  worides  good 
Ne  shnld  baue  madę  bir  halfe  so  blitbe. 
And  forth  with  all  tbe  kinge  ais  switb, 
For  he  woli  baue  hir  good  assenty 
Hath  for  tbe  qoene  bir  moder  sente. 

The  qaene  is  come :  and  wban  sbe  beide 
Of  this  mater,  howe  that  it  ferde, 
She  sigh  debatę,  sbe  sigbe  disease. 
But  if  she  wolde  hir  doughter  pleaie. 
And  is  therto  assented  fuli, 
Whiche  is  a  dede  wonderfoll. 
For  no  man  knewe  the  soth  cas. 
But  he  bym  selfe,  what  man  he  was. 
And  nethelesse  so  as  hem  thought. 
His  dedes  to  the  soth  wroagbt, 
That  be  was  come  of  gentill  blood, 
Uim  lacketb  nought  but  worMcB  good. 
And  as  therof  is  no  dispeire. 
For  she  shall  he  bir  feders  beyre. 
And  be  was  able  to  gooeme. 
Tbus  wyli  tbei  not  the  loae  weme 
Of  bim  and  hir  in  no  wtse, 
But  all -accorded  tbei  deuise 
The  datę  and  time  of  mariage, 
Where  loue  is  lorde  of  the  coraga 
Hhn  thinketh  longe,  er  that  he  ipede, 
But  at  laste  ynto  the  dede. 


Oualiter  Appolinns  filie  regis  nopsit,  et  primm 
nocte  cum  ea  ooncobieu  ipcam  impręgnaait. 
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Tbe  time  is  come,  and  in  hir  wise, 
With  gpeat  offryng^e  and  sacrifice 
Hiei  wedde,  and  make  a  great  feste. 
And  euer^  Uiynge  was  rijrht  honeste 
Witfaio  hoas,  and  eke  withonte 
Ii  was  so  doone,  tbat  all  aboute, 
Of  great  worsbip,  and  great  noblesse^ 
There  cried  many  a  man  largesse 
yoto  the  lordes  high  and  loude. 
The  knigbtes,  that  be  yonge  and  proude, 
Thei  iuste  firste,  and  after  daunce: 
Tbe  daie  is  go,  the  nightes  chaance 
Hath  derked  all  the  bright  sonne, 
This  lorde,  wbiche  hath  bis  loue  womie^ 
Is  goto  bed  with  his  wife, 
Where  as  thei  jede  a  lustie  Wie, 
Aod  that  was  after  somdele  sene^ 
For  as  thei  pleiden  hem  betwene, 
Thei  gele  a  jcbilde  betwene  hem  two. 
To  whom  fiu  after  mochell  wo. 

Onaliter  ambassiatores  a  Tyro  in  ąoadam  naui 
Pfentapolim  Tenientes,  mortem  regis  Antiochi 
Appolino  nunciaaemnt. 

Kow  kaoe  I  tolde  of  the  sponsailes^ 
Bat  for  to  speake  of  the  meraailes, 
Whichc  afterwarde  to  hem  befelle,  • 

It  is  a  wonder  for  to  telle. 

It  feH  a  daie  tbei  riden  onte, 
Tbe  kinge,  and  quene,  and  all  the  route» 
To  pleien  hem  Tpon  the  stronde, 
Where  as  tbei  seen  towarde  the  tond* 
A  ibtp  saityng  of  great  arraie. 
To  knowe  what  it  mene  maie 
Till  it  be  come  thei  abide, 
Tłtto  see  tbei  stoifde  on  euery  sid^e 
Eodhmge  the  shfppes  borde  to  shewe", 
Of  peooanceals  a  ryche  rewę. 

Tbei  asken,  whens  tbe  ship  is  come. 
fn  Tyre  anone  answerde  some. 

And  ouer  this  thei  saiden  morę 
Tbe  cuise  wfay  tbei  coitien  fore 
Was  for  to  aeche,  and  for  to  f^nde 
Apfmilinos,  wbiche  is  of  kynde 
Her  li^e  lorde :  and  he  apperetfr, 
Aad  of  tbe  tale  wbiche  he  hereth, 
He  was  light  glad :  for  tbey  bym  tolde,' 
Thtt  for  Tengeance,  as  god  it  wokle^ 
Ailiochas  as  men  maie  witte, 
Whh  tfaonder  and  llghtnyng  is  forsmitte. 
His  doogtiter  hath  the  same  chance : 
&>  bea  thei  both  in  o  balance. 

Por  thy  ocir  liege  lorde  we  i;eie, 
lo  Damę  of  all  tbe  londe,  and  preió, 
Tbat  łefte  aJl  other  thynge  to  doone, 
U  lilu  you  to  come  soone, 
Aad  see  your  owne  liege  men, 
With  other  that  ben  of  your  ken,  , 

Tbatliuenin  longynge  and  desyre, 
TSI  ye  be  come  ageyne  to  Tyre. 

This  tale  after  the  ky  nge  it  had 
'ttitapolin  all  onersprad. 
Tbere  was  no  ioye  for  to  seche. 
For  eoery  man  it  had  in  speche, 
Aod  sai«len  all  of  one  accorde : 
A  worthy  kynge  shall  ben  onr  lorde.' 
"I^t  tbooght  TS  first  an  heuines, 
liAape  ?s  nowe  to  great  gladnes. 

▼OLU. 


Qualiter  Appolino  est  vxore  sua  impregnata  m 
Pentapoli  yersus  Tynim  naaigantibus  contigit 
Txorem  mortis  articulo  angustiatam,  in  naui 
filiam,  qae  postea  Thaisis  Tocabatary  pareie. 

BcT  nede  he  mote,  that  nede  shall, 
Appolinus  his  leue  toke. 
To  god  and  all  the  londe  betoke, 
With  all  the  people  longe  and  brode^  ' 
That  he  no  lenger  there  abode. 

The  kynge  and  qaene  sorowe  madę, . 
But  yet  somdele  thei  were  glade 
Of  suche  thynge,  as  thei  herde  tbo. 
And  thus  betwene  the  ^ele  and  wo 
To  ship  he  goth,  his  wife  with  cbilde, 
llie  wbiche  was  euer  meke  and  milde. 
And  wolde  not  departe  bym  fro. 
Suche  loue  was  betwene  hem  two. 

lichorida  for  hir  offlce 
Was  take,  whicbe  was  a  noriee^ 
To  wende  with  this  yonge  wife, 
To  whom  was  shape  a  wofull  lifis. 
Within  a  tyme,  as  it  betid, 

Whan  thei  were  in  the  sea  amid^  •    ] 

Out  of  tbe  north  thei  see  a  cloude, 
The  storme  arose,  the  wyndes  loude 
Shel  blewen  many  a  dredefiill  blasie, 
The  weiken  was  all  ouercaste:     . 
The  derkę  nigbt  the  sonne  hath  ynder, 
There  was  a  great  tempest  of  thnnder. 
The  moone,  and  eke  the  sterres  l>othe 
In  blacke  cloudes  thei  hem  dothe, 
Wherof  their  bright  loke  thei  bidę, 

This  yonge  ladie  wepte  and  cride,'  ^ 

To  whom  no  comiórte  might  auaile^ 
Of  childe  she  began  trauaile 
Where  she  laie  in.a  caban  close, 
Hir  wofiill  lorde  fro  hir  arose, 
Aad  that  was  longe  or  any  morowe^ 
So  that  in  angufssbe  and  in  sorowe 
She  was  delinered  all  by  night 
And  deide  in  euery  mannes  sight. 

But  nethelesse  for  all  tbis  wo 
A  maide  chylde  was  borę  tho. 

Sualiter  Appolinos  mortem  yzoris  rae  plansit. 

Appołinos  when  be  this  knewe. 
For  sorowe  a  swoune  he  ouerthrewe, 
That  no  man  wist  in  hym  no  lifie. 
And  whan  he  woke,  he  said }  a  wife. 
My  ioye,  my  lust,  and  my  desyre. 
My  welth,  and  my  recouerire, 
Why  shall  I  liue,  and  thou  sbalt  die? 
Ha  thou  fortunę  I  the  defie, 
Now  hast  thou  do  to  me  thy  wersL 
A  bertę,  why  ne  wilt  thou  berst, 
That  forth  with  hir  I  nright  passe  ? 
My  peynes  were  well  the  lasse. 
In  suche  wepynge,  and  suche  crie 
His  dead  wife,  whiche  laie  hym  bie, 
A  thousande  sithes  he  hir  kiste. 
Was  neuer  man  that  sawe  ne  wiste 
A  sorowe,  to  his  sorowe  liche, 
Was  euer  amonge  ypon  the  liche, 
He  fili  swounynge,  as  he  that  thought 
His  owne  deth,  whiche  he  sougbt 
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Unto  the  goddes  ąll  aboue^ 

With  many  a  pitous  worde  of  loue : 

^t  sacbe  wordes  as  tho  were 

Herde  neter  no  manned  eare 

But  ooe^y  thilfce,  wbiche  he  saide. 

llie  niaister  8hTpinan'catne  and  praida 

With  other  suche,  as  ben  therin. 

And  saine,  that  he  maie  notbinge  wia 

Ageyne  the  detb,  but  thei  hym  redę 

He  be  well  w;ire,  and  take  hede : 

The  sea  by  weie  of  his  naturę 

Receine  maie  no  cre&ture, 

Witbin  hym  selft  as  for  to  hoMe> 

The  whicbe  is  dead.    For  tby  thel  wolde^ 

As  thei  counceilen  ałl  about 

The  dead  bodie  casten  out. 

For  better  tt  is,  thei  saideu  all, 

That  it  of  hir  so  befhlle, 

Than  if  thei  shulden  aU  spille. 

Ooaliter  soadentibus  naatis  corpua  Txoris  sue  mor- 
toe  in  quadam  cista  plumbo  et  ferro  obtusa,  qne 
circumligata  Appoliuus  cum  magno  thesauro  yna 
cum  quadam  Kttera  sub  eius  capite  soripta  re- 
cludi^  in  mar)  projicere  fecit 

The  kynge,  wbich  ynderstode  hef  will. 
And  knewe  ber  counsaile  that  was  trewe, 
Began  ageyn  his  sorowe  newe; 
With  pitous  herte,  and  tbus  to  setę, 
It  is  all  reason  that  yie  preye. 

I  am  (quod  be)  but  one  ak>ne. 
Bo  wolde  I  not  for  my  personę, 
Tbere  fell  suche  aduersitee, 
But  whan  it  maie  no  better  bee, 
Doth  than  tbus  vpón  my  worde, 
Łet  make  a  coffre  stron  geof  borde, 
That  ii  be  firmę  with  lead  and  pitcbfe 
A  nonę  was  madę  a  coffer  sichte 
Ali  redie  brought  rnto  his  hondę. 
And  whan  be  sawe,  and  redie  fonda 
This  coffre  madę,  and  well  englued, 
The  dead  bodie  wai  besewed 
In  cloth  of  golde,  and  leide  therin. 
And  for  he  wolde  vnto  bir  win 
Upon  some  custe  a  sepulture 
Under  bir  head  in  aduenture 
Of  golde  he  leyde  sommes  great. 
And  of  iewels  itronge  beyete, 
Forth  with  a  letter,  and  sayd  thuc 

Copia  Itttere  capiti  yxori8  sue  supposite. 

t  KT1IQB  of  Tyra  Appolinus 

Doth  al]  men  for  to  witte, 

That  here  and  see  this  letter  writte, 

That  helpdes  without  redę 

Here  lieth  a  kynges  doughter  dede* 

And  who  tbathappeth  hir  to  finde. 

Por  charftee  take  in  his  mynde. 

And  do  so,  that  she  be  begraue: 

With  this  treasour,  whiche  he  shall  haae.~ 

Tbus  whan  the  letter  was  fuli  spoke^ 
Thei  baue  anone  the  coffre  stoke, 
And  bounden  itwith  yroo  fiiste, 
That  it  maie  with  the  wawes  last^ 
And  stoppen  it  by  suche  a  weie 
That  itr  shaU  be  within  dreie^ 


So  that  no  water  might  it  greoe. 
And  Ihus  in  hope,  and  good  beleoa 
Of  that  the  corps  shall  well  ariue^ 
Thei  caat  it  ouer  borde  as  bliue. 

fllualiter  Appolinus,  TXoris  sue  corpoie  in  nisia 
proiecto,  Tyrum  reIinqueDS,  córsum  laum  rtr- 
sus  Tbarsim  nauigio  dolens  arripnit. 


Thb  ship  forthe  on  the  wawes  went 
The  prince  hath  changed  his  entent^ 
And  saiih,  he  will  not  come  at  Tyra 
As  than,  but  all  his  desire. 
Is  firste  to  satlen  vnto  Tharse. 
The  wyndie  storme  began  to  scartef 
The  sonne  arist,  the  weder  clereth, 
The  shipman,  wbich  bebinde  stereth, 
Whan  that  he  saw  the  wyndes  saught, 
Towards  Tharse  his  cours  he  straught. 

ttualiter  corpus  predicte  defuncte  super  \\tvt 
apud  Ephesum  quidam  medicus  oomine  Ceri- 
mone,  cum  aliquibu8  suis  discipulis  inuenit,  quod 
in  hospicium  portans,  et  eztrą  cistam  poneai 
spiraculo  Yite  in  ea  adhuc  inuento,  ipsam  pleoe 
sanitati  restituit. 

Birr  nowe  to  my  roatere  ageyn. 
To  telle  as  olde  bokes  seyne, 
This  dead  corps,  of  whiche  ye  knowe, 
With  wynde  and  was  fórth  throwe. 
Nowe  here,  nowe  tbere,  till  at  last 
At  Ephesus  the  sea  vpcast 
The  coffre,  and  all  that  was  therin. 
Of  great  meroaile  nowe  b^yn 
Maie  here,  who  that  sitteth  still. 
That  god  will  saue  maie  not  spili. 
Right  as  the  corps  was  throwe  a  londe, 
Tbere  cam  walkyngę  Tpon  the  strondę^ 
A  worthie  clerke,  and  surgien,  , 
And  eke  a  great  physicien, 
Of  all  the  londe  the  wisest  one, 
Whiche  hight  maister  Ceriroone. 
Tbere  were  of  bis  disciples  some. 
This  maister  is  to  the  coffer  come, 
He  peyseth  tbere  was  somwhat  in,' 
And  bad  hem  beare  it  to  his  inne. 
And  goeth  him  selfe  forthe  with  alie. 
All  tbat  shall  falłe,fklle  shall. 

Thei  comen  home,  and  tarie  nought. 
This  coffer  in  to  his  chamber  b  brough^ 
Whiche  that  thei  finde  iaste  stoke. 
But  thei  with  crafte  it  baue  vnloke. 
Thei  łoken  in,  wbere  as  thei  founde 
A  body  deade,  whiche  was  wouode 
In  cloth  of  golde,  as  I  saide  ere. 
The  tresour  eke  thei  founden  tbere, 
Forth  with  the  letter  whiche  thei  redc. 
And  tho  thei  token  better  hede. 
Unsowed  was  the  body  soone, 
As  he  that  knewe,  what  was  to  doont^ 
This  noble  clerke  with  all  hastę 
Began  the  Yeynes  for  to  taste. 
And  sawe  hir  age  was  of  youUie* 
And  with  the  craftes,  whiche  he  cout\ 
He  sought  and  founde  a  signe  of  life* 
With  that  this  worthie  kinges  wifa 
Honestlie  thei  token  oute. 
And  mayden  fyrea  aj]  aboute. 
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Tbei  Ided  hir  on  a  eoncbe  softe, 
And  with  a  sfaete  warmed  ofte 
Hir  colde  brette  b^^n  to  beate, 
Hir  herte  aiso  to  flacke  and  beate* 
This  maister  hatb  bir  euery  ioynte 
Witb  ciirtein  oyle  and' balsam  anoynte, 
Aod  put  a  licour  in  bir  montbe, 
Wbiche  is  to  fewe  clerkea  ooutbe. 
So  that  sbe  cooeretb  at  laste. 
Aud  first  bir  eieu  vp  ahe  caste, 
Aod  wban  sbe  raore  of  strengtb  cangbt, 
Hir  armes  botb  fortb  sbe  straught, 
Helde  Tp  bir  bonde,  and  pitouslie 
fte  spake,  and  said,  wbere  am  I? 
Where  is  my  lorde,  wbat  worlde  is  tbis  ? 
Al  she  tbat  wote  not  bowe  it  is. 

Bot  Cerimone  ibe  wortbie  licbe 
Aoswerde  anone  rpon  bis  speche, 
Aod  saide :  madame  ye  ben  bere» 
Wbere  ye  be  saue,  as  ye  shall  here 
flere  alterwarde,  for  tby  as  nowe 
My  couoceil  is  comfortetb  you. 
Fortristetb  wel  withoute  faile, 
Tbere  is  no  thinge,  wbicb  sball  yon  faile^ 
Thst  oogbt  of  reason  to  be  do. 
Tbm  passen  tbe»  adaieor  two« 

4łas1iter  tkot  Appolini  sa&ata,  domum  religionis 
petiit,  ybi  sacro  relamine  munita^  castam  omni 
tempore  Touit. 

Tbei  speke  of  nougbt  as  for  an  ende^ 
Til  she  began  aomdiele  amende, 
And  wist  hir  selfe,  wbat  sbe  menie. 
Tho  for  to  knowe  bir  bole  entente. 
Thii  maister  asketb  al)  the  caas, 
Howe  sbe  cam  tbere,  and  wbat  she  was^ 

Howe  I  came  berę,  wote  I  nongbt, 
Onod  sbe,  bat  well  I  am  betbougbt 
Of  otber  tbinges  all  about, 
Fro  poynte  to  poynte  and  tolde  bim  onte^ 
As  ferfortbiy  as  sbe  it  wist.     ^ 

And  be  hir  tolde  bowe  in  a  chiste 
The  sea  birthrewe  vpon  the  fonde. 
And  wbat  tresonr  witb  bir  be  fonde, 
Whicbe  was  all  redy  at  htr  wille, 
Al  be  that  sbope  bim  to  folfille 
With  a!  his  migfat,  wbat  tbinge  be  sholde. 

Sbe  thooketh  bim,  that  be  so  wolde, 
Aad  all  bir  herte  sbe  disclosetb. 
And  siutb  bim  wel,  tbat  sbe  supposetbi 
Hir  lofde  be  dieint,  bir  cbilde  also. 
So  sawe  sbe  nougbt  bnt  all  wo« 
Wberof  as  to  the  worlde  no  morę 
Ke  wil  sbe  tonae,  and  praieth  therfore^ 
T^t  in  some  tempie  of  the  citee. 
To  kepe  and  bolde  hir  cbastitee, 
Sbe  might  amonge  tbe  women  dwell. 
Wbso  be  this  tale  berde  tell, 
Hewss  rigbt  glad,  and  madę  hir  knoweu, 
Tbat  he  a  dongbter  of  his  owen 
fistby  wbiche  be  wil  vnto  bir  yeue 
To  lerue,  wbile  tbei  botb  liue, 
In  itode  of  tbat,  wbiche  sbe  hatb  loste. 
Al  onely  at  hia  owne  coste, 
Sbe  shaU  be  rendred  fortb  with  hir. 

Sbesaitb,  graante  mercy  leue  sir, 
God  qttifee  it  jon,  tbere  I  ne  maie. 
M  tba»  tM  dritte  fortb  tb«  data 


Till  time  cam,  tbat  she  was  holej 
A  lid  tho  tbei  toke  bercounseyle  hole 
To  shape  vpon  good  gouemance, 
Aod  madę  a  worthie  purueiance  . 
Ageyne  daie,  whan  tbei  be  yeiled. 
And  thus  when  that  tbei  were  counseiledi 
In  blacke  dotbes  tbei  them  clotb, 
Tbe  dougbter  and  tbe  lady  botb. 
And  yolde  hem  to  religion. 
The  feste,  and  the  profes:3ion, 
Aftor  the  nile  of  that  degree. 
Was  madę  with  great  solemnitee 
'  Wbere  as  Dianę  is  sanctified. 
Thus  stant  this  lady  iustified. 
In  ordre,  wbere  sbe  tbynkćtb  to  dwelie. 

Oaaliter  Appolinus  Tharsim  nauigans,  filiamsualn 
Thaisim  Straogulioni  et  Dionysie  Tsori  sue  edn- 
candum  commendauit,  et  deinde  Ty  rum  adiit,' 
▼bi  cum  inestimabili  gaudio  a  suis  receptus  eslk' 

But  nowe  ageinwnide  for  to  telle 
In  wbat  plite  that  hir  lorde  stode  io. 

He  sailetb,  tyli  tbat  he  maie  wynnt 
The  hauen  of  Tharse,  as  I  saide  ere. 
And  whan  he  was  arriued  tbere, 
Tho  was  It  tbrough  tbe  citee  knowe. 
Men  might  iiee  within  a  throwe, 
As  who  saitb  all  the  towne  at  ones 
Tbei  come  ageyne  bym  for  the  nones 
To  yeuen  bym  the  reuerence, 
So  glad  tbei  were  of  his  presence. 

And  thougb  he  were  in  his  corage 
Diseased,  yet  witb  glad  yisagc 
He  madę  hem  chere,  and  to  his  inne, 
Wbere  be  wbylom  soiourned  in, 
He  goth  hym  straught,  and  was  receined^' 
And  whan  the  prees  of  people  is  weiued, 
He  taketh  his  boste  vnto  hym  tho 
And  saith :  My  frende  Strangulio, 
Ło  thus,  and  thus  it  is  befalle: 
And  thou  tby  sdfe  arte  one  of  all, 
Forthwith  tby  wife,  wbiche  1  most  trisfc; 
For  tby  if  it  yon  botb  list. 
My  dougbter  Thaise  by  youi  teoe 
I  thynke  shall  witb  you  bileoe 
As  for  a  ty  me:  and  tbiis  I  praie, 
Tbat  sbe  be  kepte  by  all  waie. 
And  whan  she  hatb  of  age  morę,  ' 

Tbat  sbe  be  set  to  bokes  lorę. 
And  tbis  auowe  to  god  I  make, 
That  I  shall  oeuer  for  hir  sake 
My  berde  for  no  likynge  sbauę, 
Till  it  befalle,  that  I  haue 
In  coaenabie  t3rme  of  age 
Besette  hir  vnto  mariage. 

Thus  tbei  accorde,  and  all  ii  welle : 
Anfl  for  to  resten  hym  somdele, 
As  for  a  wbile  be  ther  soioumeth. 
And  than  he  taketh  bis  leue,  and  tonmetli 
To  shtp,  and  goth  bym  home  to  Tyre, 
Where  euery  man  with  greal  desyre 
Awaitetb  vpon  his  comynge, 

But  whan  the  sbip  cam  in  saitjmge. 
And  pereeiiien  that  it  is  be, 
Was  neoer  yet  in  no  citee 
Suche  ioye  madę,  as  tbei  tho  madę. 
His  herte  also  began  to  glade 
Of  tbat  be  seeth  bis  people  gladde.  ' 

I^  thus  fortuna  bis  happe  hatb  ladd«f 
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In  sondry  irise  he  was  tnoatled, 
But  how  10  eoer  he  be  anailed. 
His  later  ende  shall  be  good.' 
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fiualiter  'thatsis  Ttaa  cum  Pbilotenna  Srangulionit 
et  Dłonysie  filia,  omnit  ścieńcie  et  honestatis 
doctńna  imbuta  esŁ,  sed  et  Thaisis  Philotennam 
precellens  in  odium  morCUe  per  inutdiam  a 
Diooysia  recollecta  est 

And  for  to  speke  howe  that  it  stoode 
Of  Tbaise  his  dougbter,  wbere  she  dwelletb, 
In  Tharse  as  the  cronike  telleth 
She  was  well  kepte,  she  was  well  loked, 
She  was  well  taught,  she  was  well  boked: 
So  well  she  spęd  hir  in  hir  youth, 
That  she  of  euery  wysedome  coutfa^ 
That  for  to  seche  in  euery  londe 
So  wise  an  other  no  mau  fonde, 
Ne  so  well  taught  at  roannc-s  eie. 
Bnt  wo  wortb  euer  faise  enutc. 
For  it  be5il  that  ty  me  so, 
A  dougbter  hath  Srangulio, 
MThiche  was  cleped  Philotenne, 
But  fome,  whiche  will  euer  renne 
Came  all  daie  to  hir  motbers  eare, 
And  saith,  where  euer  hir  dougbter  were 
With  Tbaise  set  in  any  place, 
The  common  voyoe,  the  comon  grace 
Was  all  ypon  that  other  mayde, 
And  of  hir  daughter  no  man  sayde. 
Who  was  wroth  but  Dionyse  than  ? 

Hir  thought  a  thousande  yere  till  wban 

She  might  be  of  Thaise  wreke, 

Of  that  she  herde  folke  so  speke. 

And  fili  that  ilke  same  tide, 

That  dead  was  trewe  Uchoride, 

Whiche  had  be  seniant  to  Thaise, 

So  that  she  was  the  wors  at  ease. 

For  she  hath  than  no  seruise, 

But  onely  tlirough  this  Dionyse, 

Whiche  was  ber  deadly  ennemie: 

Through  pure  treason  and  enuic^ 

She  that  of  all  sorowe  can, 

Tho  spake  vnto  hir  bondeman, 

Whiche  cleped  was  7*heophilu8, 

And  madę  bym  swere  in  counceiU  thas, 

That  he  suche  tyme  as  she  bym  set, 

Shall  come  Thaise  for  to  fette, 

And  lede  hir  out  of  all  sight, 

Wbere  that  no  man  hir  helpe  might, 

Upon  the  stronde  nigbe  the  sea. 

And  there  he  shall  this  maiden  slea. 
This  chorles  bertę  is  in  a  trance, 

As  he  whiche  drad  bym  of  vengeance, 

Whan  tyme  cometh  an  other  daie: 

Bnt  yet  durst  he  not  saie  naie, 

But  swore,  and  said  he  shulde  fulfiU  * 

Hir  bettes  at  bir  owne  will. 


ftnaliter  Dionyi ia  Tbaisim  vt  occideret,  Theophilo 
semo  suo  tredidit,  ąm  cum  noctanter  longius  ab 
vrbe  tpsam  prope  litus  roaris  interficere  propo- 
tuerat,  pirate  ibidem  latitantes  Tbaisim  de  maiiu 
camificis  eripuenint,  ipsam  qtte  ysąue  ciuitatem 
Mitelenam  dnoentes,  cuidem  Leonino  scortorum 
ibidem  magistro  Tendiderunti 

Tbb  treason  and  eke  tyme  is  shape, 
So  felltbat  thii  churlisshe  knape 


Hath  lad  this  maiden  where  be  woldtf 
Upon  the  stronde,  and  what  she  sbolde 
She  was  adrad,  and  be  out  brayde 
A  rusty  swerde,  and  to  bir  saide» 
Thou  shalt  be^dead:  alas  qaod  śbe, 
Why  shall  I  so?  I^o  thus  qi|9d  he 
My  ladie  Dionyse  hath  bede, 
Thou  shalt  be  muidred  in^tbis  stede. 
This  maiden  tho  for  feare  shright. 
And  for  the  loue  of  god  all  might 
She  preith  that  for  a  Utell  stounde, 
She  might  knele  vpon  the  grounde 
Towarde  (he  beuen  for  to  craue 
Hir  wofull  soule  that  she  maie  saue. 

And  with  this  noyse,  and  with  this  cńa» 
Out  of  a  barge  faste  by, 
Whiche  bid  was  there  on  scomer  fisre. 
Men  sterten  out  and  weren  ware 
Of  this  felon.  and  be  to  go. 
And  she  began  to  crie  tho, 
A  inercy  helpe  for  goddes  sake. 
In  to  the  barge  thei  hir  take, 
As  theues  shnlde,  and  forth  thei  wentę. 
Upon  the  sea  the  wyiide  hem  bent. 
And  mau  Igrę  where  thei  wolde  or  non©, 
Tofore  the  weder  forth  thei  gone. 
There  helpe  no  saile,  there  helpe  nonę  ore, 
Forstorroed,  and  forblowen  sore 
In  great  perill  so  forth  thei  driue, 
Till  at  laste  thei  arriue 
At  Mitelene  the  citee. 
In  bauen  ęaufe  and  whan  thei  bee, 
rhe  maister  sbipman  madę  him  boune^ 
And  goth  bym  out  in  to  the  towne. 
And  profereth  Thaise  for  to  selle. 

One  Leonin  it  herde  telle, 
Whiche  maister  of  the  bordel  was» 
And  bad  bym  go  a  redie  pas 
To  fetchen  hir:  and  forth  he  went, 
And  Thaise  out  of  his  barge  he  bent. 
And  to  the  bordeler  bir  solde. 
And  that  he  by  hir  body  wolde 
Take  auautage,  let  do  crie, 
That  what  man  wofde  his  lecherie 
Attempte  ypon  hir  maidenhede, 
Łaie  downe  the  golde,  and  be  shulde  spede. 

And  thus  whan  he  hath  cried  it  out, 
I  sight  of  all  the  people  about. 


Sualiter  Leoninus  Tbaisim  ad  ]u[wnar  destioanit, 
vbi  dei  gracia  preuenta,  ipsius  ▼irgioitatem  nul* 
lus  violare  potuit. 

Hb  ladde  bir  to  the  bordell  tho. 
No  wonder  thoogh  she  were  wo, 
Close  in  a  chambre  by.  hir  selfe, 
.  Eche  after  other  ten  or  twelfe 
Of  yonge  men  in  to  hir  went 
But  suche  a  grace  god  hir  sent, 
That  for  the  sorowe,  whiche  she  madę. 
Was  nonę  of  hem,  wbich  power  hade 
To  done  bir  any  silanie. 

This  Leonin  let  euer  aspie. 
And  wayteth  after  great  beyete. 
Bnt  all  for  nought  she  was  forlete, 
That  no  man  wolde  there  come. 

Whan  he  therof  hath  hede  nome, 
And  knewe,  that  she  was  yet  a  mayde, 
Unto  bit  owne  man  h«  sayde, 


CONFESSIO  AMANTIS.     BOOK  VIII. 


*26i 


Thftt  he  with  Btrength  ageyne  hir  leue, 
Tho  shalde  hir  maydeuhode  bereae. 
Tbis  man  g:oth  in,  but  so  it  ferde, 
Wbaa  be  hir  wofulł  pleintes  berde, 
Aad  he  therof  hatk  take  kepe, 
Ujm  list  better  for  to  wepe, 
Than  do  ol^^t  el^  to  the  gamę. 
And  thas  she  kepte>bi'r  selfe  fro  shame. 
And  kneted  downe  to  ther^e'  and  prayde 
Uoto  this  man,  and  thus  she  sayde : 
,  If  so  be,  that  thy  maister  wołde, 
Tbat  I  bis  good  encrees  sbolde, 
It  maie  not  falłe  by  this  weie, 
Bot  soffre  me  to  go  my  weye 
Oat  of  this  hons,  where  I  am  in, 
Aad  I  shall  make  hym  for  to  wyn 
In  some  płace  els  of  the  towne. 
Be  so  it  be  of  religiowne, 
Where  tbat  honest  women  dwelle. 
And  tfans  thoa  might  thy  maister  telle, 
That  whan  I  haoe  a  chambre  there, 
Let  hym  do  crie  aie  wide  where, 
What  lorde,  that  hath  bis  doughter  derc. 
And  is  in  wiU  that  she  shall  lere 
Of  suche  a  schole  that  is  trewe, 
I  shall  hir  teche  of  thjmges  newe, 
Wbiche  that  nonę  other  woman  can 
In  all  this  londe.    And  tho  this  man 
Hńr  tale  hath  herde,  he  gotb  ageyn^ 
And  tolde  rnto  his  maister  pleyn, 
That  she  Kath  seyde  :  and  tberTpon, 
Whan  tbat  be  sawe  beyete  nonę 
At  the  bordell  becausć  of  hir, 
He  bad  his  man  go  and  spir 
A  place,  where  she  might  abide, 
Tbat  he  maie  wynne  ypoii  some  side 
By  tbat  she  can  :  but  at  lest  * 

Thos  was  she  saufe  of  tbis  tempest. 

Soaliter  Tbaisis  a  lopanari  Tirgo  liberata,  inter 
sacras  mulieres  hospicjum  babens, .  scientias, 
quibusi  edocta  fult,  nobiles  regui  puellas  ibidem 
edoeebat. 

He  hath  hir  fro  the  bordell  take, 
But  that  was  not  for  goddes  sake, 
Bat  for  the  lucre,  as  she  bym  tolde, 
Kove  comen  tbo,  that  coihen  wolde 
Of  women  in  ber  lustie  yooth 
To  berę  and  see,  what  tbinge  she  cootb* 
She  can  the  wisedome  of  a'clerke, 
She  can  of  any  lustie  werke, 
Wbiche  to  a  gentill  woman  longeth, 
And  some  of  hem  she  vnderfongeth 
To  the  citole,  and  to  the  harpe, 
Aodwhome  it  liketh  for  to  carpe 
Prooerbes  and  demaandes  slie, 
An  other  suche  thei  neuer  sie, 
Whiche  tbat  science  so  well  taoght, 
Wherof  sbe  great  giftes  caaght, 
Tbat  sbe  to  Leonin  hath  wonne. 
And  thos  hir  name  is  so  begonne 
Of  sondrie  thynges,  tbat  she  tecbeth, 
That  all  tbe  londe  to  hir  secheth 
Of  yonge  women,  for  to  lere. 

iKialiŁer  Theopbtlus  ad  Dionysiam  maoe  rediens 
affirmauit  se  Tbaisim  occidisse,  super  ąuo  Dio- 
pysia  Tna  cum  Strangulione  maifito  suo  dolorem 
ia  pablico  confingentes,  exequia8  et  sepuUuram 


•j 


honorifice,  quantom  ad  eictra  subdola  cooiecta" 
tione  fieri  constitueruut. 

Nowe  lette  we  this  mayden  bere« 

And  speke  of  Dionyse  agayne» 

And  of  Theophile  the  vtlayne, 

Of  whtche  I  spake  of  nowe  tofore, 

Whan  Thaise  shulde  haue  be  forlore. 

This  false  chorle  Lo  his  ladie 

Whan  he  cam  home  all  priuely, 

He  saith :  Madame  slayne  I  haue 

This  mayde  Thaise,  and  is  begraue 

In  priuy  place,  as  ye  me  bede. 

For  thy  madame  taketb  hede. 

And  kepe  counceyle,  howe  so  it  stonde. 

This  fende,  whiche  łńth  this  vnderstond. 

Was  glad,  and  weneth  it  be  sooth. 

Now  se  bereafter  how  she  dooth, 

She  wepeth,  she  crięth,  she  compleyneth,  . 
And  of  sickenes,  whiche  she  feyneth 
She  saith,  tbat  Thaise  sodeynly 
By  night  is  dead,  as  sbe  and  I 
To  getheir  lien  nigh  my  lorde. 
She  was  a  woman  of  recorde. 
And  all  is  leued,  that  she  seyth : 
And  for  to  yeue  a  morę  (eith 
Hir  husbonde,  and  eke  she  both 
In  blacke  clothes  thei  hem  cloth. 
And  make  a  great  enterement. 
And  for  tbe  people  shall  be  blent, 
Of  Thaise  as  for  the  remembrance, 
After  the  riall  ojde  vsance, 
A  tombe  of  laton  noble  and  riche, 
With  an  ymage  vnto  hir  liche 
Liggynge,  aboue  tbervpon, 
The  madę,  aud  set  it  vp  anon. 

Hir  epitaphe  of  good  assise 
Was  wńtteabout:  and  in  this  wise 
It  spake,  O  ye  that  this  beholde, 
Lo  berę  lieth  she,  tbe  whiche  was  holda 
The  fairest,  and  the  flqure  6f  all, 
Whose  name  Thaisis  men  calL 

The  kynge  of  Tyre  Appolinns 
Hir  father  was,  nowe  lieth  she  thus, 
Pourtene  yere  she  was  of  age, 
Whan  deth  hir  toke  to  his  yiage. 


Qoaliier  Appolinns  in  regno  suo  apud  Tyram  ^x- 
istens,  parliamenCum  fieri  constituit. 

Thus  was  this  feise  treason  bid, 
Whiche  afterward  was  wyde  kid, 
As  by  the  tale  a  man  shall  here. 
But  to  declare  my  matere 
To  Tyre  I  thynke  tourne  ageyne. 
And  telle,  as  the  cronikes  seyne. 

Whan  that  the  kynge  was  comen  home. 
And  hath  lefte  in  the  salte  fome 
His  wife,  whiche  he  maie  not  foryete. 
Por  he  some  comforte  wolde  gete, 
He  lette  sommone  a  parlement. 
To  whiche  the  lordes  wereii  assent. 
And  of  the  tyme  he  hath  ben  out, 
He  seeth  the  tb)mges  all  about, 
And  tolde  hem  eke  howe  be  hathiare 
While  he  was  out  of  londe  farę, 
And  praide  hem  all  to  abide: 
For  he  wolde  at  some  tide 
Do  shape  for  his  wioes  mynde, 
As  he  tbat  wolde  not  b«  Tokind^. 
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•  Solempne  wbs  tfaat  ilke  oAce, 
And  riche  was  the  sacrifice, 
The  feast  rially  was  holde, 
And  thcrto  was  be  well  beholde. 
For  suche  a  wife  as  be  bad  one, 
In  tbilke  daies  was  there  nonę. 


fiualiter  Appolinus  post  pariiaroentum  Tharsim 
pro  Thaise  filia  sua  ąuerenda  adiit,  qua  ibidem 
non  inuenta  abinde  nauigio  recessit. 

Whaw  this  was  donc,  then  be  him  tbougbt 
tJpon  bis  doughter,  and  besought 
Suche  of  bis  ]ordes,  as  be  wolde, 
That  tbei  witb  him  to  Tharse  sholde 
To  fate  bis  doughter  Thaise  tbere. 
And  tbei  ataone  all  redie  were. 
To  sbip  tbei  gone,  and  fortb  tbei  went, 
TiU  thei  thę  bauen  of  Tharse  henie. 
Tbei  londe,  and  faile  of  that  thei  seche 
By  couerture  and  sleigbt  of  speche. 
This  false  man  Strangulio^ 
And  Dipnyse  bis  wife  also, 
That  be  the  better  trowe  might, 
Thei  ladde  bym  to  baue  a  sight, 
Where  that  hir  tombe  was  aiTaied^^ 
The  lasse  yet  be  was  mispayde. 

And  netbcles  so  as  be  durst, 
He  curseth,  and  sayth  all  the  wurst 
Unto  fortunę,  as  to  the  blinde, 
Whicbe  can  no  siker  wey  finde. 
For  bym  she  neweth  euer  amonge. 
And  medletb  sorowe  with  bis  songe. 
But  sithe  it  maie  no  better  be, 
He  tbonketh  god,  and  fortb  gotb  be 
Sailynge  towarde  Tyre  ageyne. 
But  sodeyuly  the  wynde  and  reyne 
Segan  vpon  the  sea  debatę,  . 
So  that  be  suifre  mote  algate. 

ftualiter  nauis  Appolini  yentis  agitata  portom 
▼rbis  Mitelene  iu  die  quo  festa  Neptiini  cele- 
brari  consuęuerunt,  applicuit,  scd  ipse  pre  do- 
lore  Thaisis  filie  sue,  qaam  mortuam  reputabat, 
in  fundo  naujs  obscuro  iacens  lumen  videre 
noloit. 

The  lawę,  wbicb  Neptune  ordeineth, 
Wherof  fuli  ofte  tyme  be  pleyneth. 
And  beld  him  wel  the  morę  esmaied 
pf  that  be  hatb  tofoce  assaied. 
So  that  for  pure  sorowe  and  care, 
Of  that  be  seetb  this  worlde  so  farc, 
The  rest  he  leuetb  of  bis  caban» 
That  for  the  counseil  of  no  man, 
Ageyne  therin  be  noide  come, 
But  hatb  beneth  his  place  nome, 
Where  be  wepjmge  alone  laie, 
There  as  be  sawe  no  light  of  daie. 

And  tbus  tofore  the  wynde  thei  dńuę, 
Till  longe  and  late  tbei  arrioe 
Witb  great  distresse,  as  it  was  sene 
Upon  this  towne  of  Mitelene, 
Wbiche  was  a  noble  citee  tho. 
And  bappeneth  tbilke  tyme  so, 
The  lordes  botb,  and  the  commune 
The  bigh  festes  of  Neptune 
Vpon  the  stronde  at  rioage, 
Ąm  it  was  custome  and^sagt 
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Solempnelicbe  tbei  be  sigb. 
Wban  tbei  this  ftrange  Tessell  aigk 
Com  in,  and  hatb  his  saile  aualed, 
The  towne  therof  hatb  spoke  and  taled. 

Sualłter  A  tenagoras  vrbis  Mitelene  princeps  naaioi 
Appolini  inoestigans,  ipsom  sic  contristatnn 
nihil  que  respondentem  consolarl  satagebat 

TfliB  lorde,  wbiche  of  that  citee  was, 
Whose  name  is  Atenagoras, 
Was  there,  and  saidci  be  wolde  see, 
Wbat  sbip  it  is,  and  wbo  tbey  bee, 
That  ben  therin :  and  after  soone, 
Wban  that  he  sigb  it  was  to  doone. 
His  barge  was  for  him  araied. 
And  be  goeth  foortb,  and  hatb  assaiei^ 
He  fonde  the  sbip  of  great  araie: 
But  wbat  thynge  it  amounte  maie, 
He  sigb  tbei  maden  beuy  cbere. 
But  well  him  tbinketh  by  tbe  manere, 
That  thei  ben  worthie  men  of  blood, 
And  asketb  of  hem  howe  it  stoode: 
And  tbei  him  tellen  all  the  caas, 
Howe  that  ber  lorde  fordriue  was, 
And  wbiche  a  sorowe  tbat  he  ma^e, 
Of  wbiche  there  maie  no  man  him  gUde. 
He  praieth  tbat  he  ber  lorde  maie  see. 
Bot  thei  him  tolde  it  maie  not  bee. 
For  he  lietb  in  so  derkę  a  place, 
Tbat  there  maie  no  wight  see  bis  face. 
But  for  all  tbat  tbougb  hem  be  lothe, 
He  fonde  the  ladder,  and  downe  be  goeth, 
And  to  him  spake  but  nonę  answere 
Ageine  of  him  ne  might  be  here, 
For  ought  tbat  he  can  do  or  seyne. 
And  tbus  he  goeth  him  vp  ageyn. 

Qua1iter  precepto  principis,  Tt  Appolinum  eonso- 
laretur,  Thaisis  cum  citbera  sua  ad  ipsum  is 
obscuro  nauis,  vbi  iaoebat,  producta  est. 

Tho  was  there  spoke  in  many  wise 
Amonges  bem,  tbat  weren  wise. 
Nowe  this,  nowe  that,  but  at  last 
Tbe  wisdume  of  the  towne  tbus  cast, 
Tbatyonge  Thaise  was  asseoŁ. 
For  i  f  there  be  amendement 
To  glad  witb  this  wofall  kynge, 
She  can  so  mnche  of  euery  tbynge, 
Tbat  she  shall  glad  him  anone. 

A  messager  for  bir  is  gone, 
And  she  came  witb  hir  barpe  in  bonde. 
And  saide  hem,  that  she  wolde  fonde 
By  all  the  weies,  that  she  can. 
To  glad  with  this  sory  man. 
But  wbat  be  was,  she  wist  nought 
But  all  tbe  sbip  hir  hatb  besought, 
Tkat  she  bir  wttte  on  him  dispende, 
In  aunter  if  he  might  amende. 
And  sayn :  it  shall  be  well  aqułŁ. 

Wban  she  hatb  Tnderstonden  it, 
She  goeth  hirdoune,  there  as  be  laie, 
Wbpre  that  she  barpetb  many  a  laie. 
And  like  an  angell  songe  with  alle. 
But  he  no  morę  than  the  walie 
Toke  hede  of  any  thynge  be  berde. 

And  wban  she  sawe  that  be  so  fętóą, 
She  falleth  witb  bym  vnto  woides. 
And  telleth  him  of  sondrie  t>ordes. 
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Ind  asketh  bim  demandes  strange, 
Wbereof  sbe  madę  bis  bertę  change, 
Aod  to  hir  specbe  his  eare  be  leyde 
And  bath  meniaile,  of  thoŁ  sbe  sayde. 
For  io  proaerbe,  and  in  probleme 
Sbe  spake,  and  bad  be  sbulde  deme, 
Id  manj  a  subtile  ąuestion. 
Bat  be  for  no  suggestion 
Whiche  towarde  bym  sbe  coude  stere, 
He  wokie  not  one  worde  answere. 
But  ts  a  mad  man  at  laste. 
His  head  wepynge  awey  be  caste, 
And  halfe  in  wratb  be  bad  hir  go. 
But  yet  sbe  wolde  not  do  so, 
Aod  in  the  derkę  fortb  she  gotbe, 
TiD  sbe  bym  touchetb,  aud  be  wrotb, 
,  And  after  bir  with  his  bonde 
He  smote:  and  tbus  wban  she  bim  fonda 
Diteased,  conrteisly  she  sayde, 
Aooy  my  lorde,  I  am  a  mayde, 
And  if  ye  aryst,  wbat  I  am, 
And  out  of  wbat  linage  I  cam, 
Ye  wolde  not  be  ao  aaluage. 
Witb  that  be  sobretb  bis  courage, 

loaliter  sicat  deus  deatinauit  patri  filiam  inuen* 
tam  recognouit. 

And  pot  awey  bis  benie  cbere. 

BQt  ofbem  two  a  man  maie  lere, 

Wbat  is  to  be  80  sibbe  of  bloode, 

Nooe  wist  of  other  bowe  it  stoode, 

Aod  yet  tbe  (atber  at  laste 

His  herte  rpon  thia  mayde  caste. 

Tbat  be  bir  loueth  kyndely. 

And  yet  be  wist  neaer  why, 

Bat  all  was  knowe  er  tbat  thei  went 

For  god  wote  ber  bde  entent, 

Her  hertes  botb  anone  disclosetb* 

"ntii  kynge,  ^nto  this  maide  opposetfa, 

And  asketh  first,  what  is  hir  nanie, 

^od  where  sbe  lerned  all  tbis  gamę, 

And  of  wbat  kjm  she  was  come< 

And  sbe  that  bąth  hia  wordes  oome, 

AQ>veretb,  and  saith :  my  name  is  Tbaise, 
I  1^  was  aometyme  welt  at  aise. 
I  Io  Tbarse  I  waa  fortbdrawe  and  fedde> 
i  Tbere  I  lerned,  tiU  I  waa  spedde 
I  ^that  I  can:  my  father  eke 

I  oot  wbere  tbat  1  ahnlde  bym  seke, 

Re  was  a  kynge  men  tolde  me. 

My  mother  dreint  in  the  see. 

^  poyotto  poynt  atl  sbe  bym  tolde, 

^  ihe  bath  longe  in  bertę  bolde, 

^  oeoer  dnrat  make  bir  monę, 

ootonely  to  tbis  lorde  allone. 

To  whooi  bir  bertę  can  not  hele, 

Tooine  itto  wo,  tourne  it  to  wele, 

Toorne  it  to  good,  tourne  it  to  barme. 
I     '^  be  tbo  toke  bir  in  his  arme, 

Mt  iocbe  a  ioye  as  be  tho  made^ 

^^ne^ersene,  thns  ben  thei  glade, 

Tbat  sory  hadden  be  tofome, 

rro  tbis  daie  fortunę  bath  swome 

Tj  *t  hym  Tpwarde  on  tbe  wbele. 

*>  pth  tbe  worlde,  now  wo,  now  wele. 

^iter  Athenagoras  Appolinum  de  naui  in  ho6>- 
PMńom  bODorifioe  recollagit,  et  ThaisiiD,  patie 
^^Meaaeicste,  in  rjonm  duxitk 


This  kynge  bath  foonde  newe  graq<^, 

So  that  out  of  his  derkę  place, 

Hegotb  bym  vp  in  to  the  light, 

And  with  bym  cam  that  swete  wigbt 

His  doughter  Tbaise,  and  fortb  anoua 

Thei  botbe  into  the  caban  gone, 

Whiche  was  ordeined  for  the  kynge, 

Aud  there  be  did  of  all  his  thynge. 

And  was  araied  rially, 

And  out  be  cam  all  openly, 

Wbere  Athenagoras  he  fonde, 

Whiche  was  lorde  of  all  tbe  londe. 

He  praietb  the  kynge  to  come  and  sea 

His  castell  botbe,  and  his  citee. 

And  thus  thei  gone  forth  all  in  fere 

This  kyng,  tbis  lorde,  tbis  maiden  derę. 
Tbis  lorde  tho  madę  hem  richc  feste, 

With  enery  thynge,  whiche  was  hooeste 
To  plese  with  this  worthy  kynge  : 
Ther  lacketh  hem  no  maner  thynge. 
But  yet  for  all  his  noble  araie 
Wiueles  be  was  Tuto  that  dAie. 
As  be  that  yet  was  of  yonge  age. 

So  ftll  ther  in  to  his  corage 
Tbe  lustie  wo,  tbe  glad  payne 
Of  loue,  wbicbe  no  man  restrayne 
Yet  neuer  might  as  now  tofore. 
Tbis  lorde  thynketh  all  this  worfd  lorę. 
But  if  the  kynge  will  doone  hym  grace, 
He  waiteth  tyme,  he  waiteth  place, 
Hym  thought  his  herte  wold  to  breke, 
Ti II  be  mait^  to  tbis  inaide  speke. 
And  to  hir  foder  eke  aiso. 
For  niariage,  and  it  fyll  so, 
That  all  was  doone,  right  as  he  thought. 
His  purpos  to  an  ende  he  brougbt, 
She  wedded  hym  as  for  hir  lorde, 
Tbus  ben  thei  all  of  one  accorde. 

Sualiter  Appolinns,  vna  cum  filia  et  eius  marito 
nauim  ingredientes,  a  MitUena  ▼sąue  Tharaim 
cursum  proposuernnt,  sed  Appolinns  in  aomnia 
adraonitus  Tersus  Epbesum,  vt  ibidem  in  teii»-> 
plo  Dianę  sactiflcaret,  rela  per  marę  dioeitit. 

Whan  all  waa  done  right  as  thei  wolde, 
The  kynge  vnto  bis  sonne  tolde 
Of  Tbarse  thilke  traiterie. 
And  said,  bowe  in  his  companie 
His  doughter  and  bim  seluen  eke, 
Sball  go  Tengeance  for  to  seke. 

Tbe  shippes  were  redie  soone. 
And  wban  thei  sawe  it  was  to  doona, 
Without  let  of  auy  went, 
With  saile  yp  draa'e  forth  thei  wentę 
Towarde  Tbarse  Tpon  the  tide : 
But  he  tbat  wote  wbat  sball  betide, 
The  bie  god,  whiche  wohie  hym  kepe, 
Wban  tbat  tbis  kynge  was  fast  a  8te|Mi 
By  nightes  tyme  he  bath  hyoi  bede 
To  sayle  Tuto  anotber  stedo. 
To  Epbesum  be  bad  bym  draw«. 
And  as  it  waa  that  tyme  lawa 
He  sball  do  there  bis  sacrifice* 
And  eke  he  bad  in  all  wise, 
Tbat  in  the  tempie  amongest  all 
His  fortunę,  as  rt  is  befolle, 
Touchyng  hia  doughter,  and  hia  %it$j 
He  shaU  be  knone  ypou  hit  lij^. 
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The  kioge  of  Łhis  auisioa 
Hath  great  iroagioacioo, 
What  thinge  it  signifie  maie. 
And  netbelesse  wban  it  wat  daie^ 
He  bad^cast  anker,  and  al)ode.       , 
Aad  while  tbat  he  on  anker  rode,   ' 
The  wvnde,  tbat  va8  tofore  strange, 
UpoD  nie  poyntebegan  to  change, 
And  torneth  thider,  as  it  sbolde. 
Tbo  knewe  be  well,  tbat  god  it  wolde, 
And  bad  tbe  maister  make  bym  yare, 
Yofore  tbe  wynde  for  he  wolde  fiaire 
To  Epbesum,  and  so  be  dede. 
And  whan  be  came  into  tbe  stede, 
Where  as  be  shulde  londe,  be  londetb, 
With  all  the  hastę  be  maie  and  fondeth 
To  sbapen  him  in  suche  a  wise, 
Tbat  he  maie  by  tbe  morowe  arise, 
And  doone  after  tbe  maademetit 
Of  bym,  wbicbe  hath  hym  thider  sent 
And  in  the  wise  tbat  he  tbougbt, 
Upon  tbe  morowe  so  be  wrought. 
His  doughter,  and  his  sonne  he  nome» 
And  forth  to  tbe  tempie  be  come, 
Włtb.a  great  roate  in  companie, 
His  yeftes  for  to  sacrifie. 

Tbe  citezens  tbo  berden  saie 
Of  suche  a  kynge  tbat  came  to  praie 
Unio  Dianę  tbe  goddesse, 
And  lefte  all  pther  besinę^se, 
Thei  comen  thider  for  to  see 
The  kinge  and  the  solempnitee. 

Gualiter  ^PP^^i^^'  fiphesum  in  templo  Dianę 
sacrificans,  yxorem  suam  ibidem  yelatam  in 
uenit,  qua  secum  ąssompta  nauim  renus  Ify- 
rum  regressus  est, 

WiTH  wortbie  knightes  enuironed 
The  kynge  bym  selfe  hath  abaudoned 
To  the  tempie  in  good  entente. 
The  dore  is  rp,  and  in  he  wentę, 
Where  as  with  great  deuocion, 
Of  holy  oontemplacioD» 
Within  his  bertę  be  madę  bis  sbrifte : 
And  after  (bat  9,  riobe  yifte 
He  offreth  with  great  reuercnce, 
And  there  in  open  audience, 
Of  hem  tbat  stoden  all  aboute, 
He  tolde  hem,  and  declareth  out 
His  happe,  such  as  him  is  befalle» 
There  was  no  tbyoge  foryete  of  alle. 
His  wyfe,  as  \t  was  goddes  grace, 
Whićbe  was  professed  in  tbe  place, 
As  sbe  tbat  was  a)>besse  there, 
tJnto  his  tale  hath  leied  hir  ere. 
Sbe  knewe  tbe  Toyce,  and  tbe  visage : 
For  pure  ioye  as  in  a  ragę 
She  straugb^  to  bym  all  at  ones, 
Ąnd  Łi\  a  swoune  vpon  the  stonesi 
Wherof  tbe  tempie  florę  was  paued. 
Sbe  was  anone  with  water  laued 
Till  sbe  came  to  hir  selfe  ageyne, 
And  than  she  began  to  seyne : 

A  blessed  be  tbe  high  sondę 
Tbat  I  may  se  my  busbondey 
Whiche  wbilom  he,  and  I  were  one. 

The  kjrnge  with  tbat  knewe  bir  anone. 
And  toke  bir  in  his  arme,  and  kist, 
A>id  all  the  town^  £bis  soone  it  wist. 


Tho  was  there  ioye  many  folde. 
For  euery  mao  this  tale  hath  tolde, 
As  for  mi  racie,  and  weren  glade. 
Bot  nener  man  suche  ioye  madę, 
As  doth  the  kyng^  which  bath  bis  wife. 
And  whan  men  henie  how  tbat  hir  life- 
Was  saued,  and  by  whom  it  was, 
Thei  wondred  all  of  suche  a  cas. 
Through  all  the  londe  arose  the  speche 
Of  maister  Cerimon  the  lecbe. 
And  of  the  cure  whiche  he  dede. 
The  kynge  hym  śelfe  tbo  hath  bede, 
And  eke  the  quene  forth  with  hym, 
Tbat  he  the  towne  of  £phe8ym 
Will  Icue,  and  go  where  as  thei  bee. 
For  neuer  man  of  bis  degree 
Hath  do  to  hem  so  mycbell  go<)d. 
And  he  his  profite  Tnderstoode, 
And  granteth  with  hem  for  to  wende. 
And  thus  thei  maden  there  an  ende. 
And  token  leue,  and  gone  to  ship 
With  all  the  hole  felauship. 


Sualiter  Appolinus  Tna  cum  Tsore  et  filia  sus 
Tyrum  applicuit. 

THil^ng,  wbicbe  now  hath  his  desire, 
Saith,  be  woli  holde  his  'cours  to  Tyre. 
Thei  hadden  wynde^at  will  tho, 
With  topsayle  coole,  and  forth  thei  go. 
And  stryken  neuer  till  thei  come 
To  T3rpe,  where  as  thei  haue  nqme 
And  londen  hem  with  mochell  blissę, 
There  was  many  a  mouth  to  kisse, 
Ecbe  one  welcometh  other  borne. 
But  whan  tbe  quene  to  londe  come. 
And  Thaise  hir  doughter  by  hir  side, 
The  wbicbe  ioye  was  thilke  tide 
There  maie  po  mans  tunge  telle. 
Thei  sayden  all,  here  com^th  the  well^ 
Of  all  womannisshe  grace. 
Tbe  kynge  hath  Uke  his  roiall  phice, 
The  quene  is  in  to  chambre  go. 
There  wąs  great  fest  araied  tho. 
Whan  tyme  was  thei  gone  to  mele, 
Ali  olde  8orq}ves  ben  foryete. 
And  gladem  hem  with  ioyęs  newe, 
Tbe  discoloured  pale  hetve 
Is  nowe  become  ą  ruddy  cheke, 
There  was  no  mirth  for  to  seke, 

• 

Sualiter  Appolinus    Athenagoram   cum  Tbaise 
▼xore  spper  Tyrum  ooronari  fecit. 

But  euery  man  hath  what  be  wolde, 
The  kynge  as  be  well  coude  and  sbolde 
Makth  to  his  people  right  good  chere. 
And  after  soone,  as  thou  sbalt  here, 
A  parlement  he  bad  sommoned, 
Where  he  his  doughter  hath  coroned, 
Forth  with  tbe  lordc  of  Mitdene, 
Tbat  on  his  kjmge,  that  other  quene. 

And  thus  the  ^thers  ordinance, 
This  londe  hath  set  in  gouernance. 
And  sajrde  tbat  he  wolde  wende 
To  Tbarse,  'for  to  make  an  ende 
Of  that  his  doughter  was  hetraiedy 
Mrherof  were  all  men  well  pajed. 
And  said,  bowe  it  was  for  to  done. 
Tbe  shippcs  weitn  redy  soone. 
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Jloaliter  Appolimis  a  Tyro  per  marę  Yersus  Thar- 
•im  iter  arripiens,  vindictam  contra  Strangii- 
liooem  Dionysiam  Tsorem  snain  pro  iniuria, 
qoain  ipsi  Taisi  filie  sue  intulerunt  iodicialiter 
ajsecutus  esU 

A  8TRONGE  power  wiŁb  him  he  toke, 
UpoD  Lbe  slue  he  ca<t  his  loke. 
And  sigh  tbe  wynde  was  conenable, 
Tbei  hale  rp  ancre  with  the  cable, 
Tbei  aaile  on  bie,  the  stcre  on  bonde, 
Thei  sailen,  till  tbei  come  a  londe 
At  Tharse  oygh  to  tbe  citee. 

And  wban  thei  wiiten  it  -was  hee, 
Tbe  towne  bath  donc  bym  reuerence. 

He  telletb  hem  tbe  Tiolence, 
Wbicbe  the  traitour  Straagułio 
And  Dionyse  bym  bad  do 
Toacbynge  bis  doogbter,  as  ye  berde. 
And  whan  thei  wist,  bow  it  ferde, 
As  he  whłche  pees  and  loue  sought, 
Unto  the  towjie  tbis  he  besought. 
To  done  bim  right  in  ingement. 

Anone  tbei  weren  both  assente, 
TVith  strengthe  of  men  and  coroen  soone. 

And  as  hem  thooght  it  was  to  doone, 

Atteynt  thei  weren  by  the  lawę, 

Aod  demed  so  ho^iged  and  drawe. 

And  brent,  and  with  wynde  to  blowp, 

That  all  the  worlde  it  might  koowe, 

Aod  vpon  thts  condicion, 

The  dome  in  £xecQcioQ 

Was  put  anone  witboute  faile. 

And  ^aery  man  hath  great  mer\iai1e, 

Wbicbe  herde  tellen  of  thts  cbance. 

And  tbonked  goddes  purueance, 

Whicbe  doth  mercy  forth  with  iustice. 

Slain  16  tbe  mordrer,  and  the  mordrice 

Tbrough  very  trouth  of  rightwisncsse, 

And  througb  raercy  sanę  is  simplesse 

Of  hir,  whom  roercy  pręsemeth. 

Thos  bath  he  wel,  that  wel  desenieth. 

tnaliter  .Artcstrate  Pentapali  rege  mortuo,  ipsi  de 
regno  epistolas  snper  hoc  Appolino  dłrexerunt, 
Ynde  AppoUnus  vna  cum  vxore  sua  in  idem  ad- 
nenientes,  ad  decus  imperii  cum  magno  gaudio 
coroaati  snnt. 

WuAii  al  this  tbinge  is  doone  and  ended, 

This  kinge,  which  loued  was  and  frended 

A  letter  bath,  which  came  to  bym 

By  ship  fro  Pentapolim, 

In  wbicbe  the  londe  hath  to  bim  wriŁŁ#, 

That  he  wolde  vnderstonde  and  witte, 

Howe  in  good  mynde  and  in  good  pees 

Bead  is  the  kinge  Artestrates, 

Wbeiof  thei  all  of  one  accorde 

Him  Diaidoi,  as  her  liege  lorde, 

That  Be  the4etter  woI  recejroe. 

And  oome,  his  t«igne  to  receiue : 

Whicbe  gcŃi  hath  yeae  him,  and  fortunę,      < 

And  thus  besought  the  commune, 

Foithwitb  the  great  lordes  al). 
Tht(  kinge  sighe  howe  it  is  beialle. 

fro  Tharse  and  in  prosperitee 

Re  toke  his  leue  of  that  citee. 

And  goeth  him  in  to  ship  ayene. 

The  wynde  was  gpod,  the  sea  was  pięyiie. 

Hem  nedeth  not"^  riffe  to  slake. 

Tli  thei  PentapoUm  haue  take. 


The  londe  whicbe  benie  of  that  tyding* 
Was  wonder  glad  of  his  cominge^ 
Ue  resteth  him  a  daie  or  two. 
And  toke  bis  counceil  to  him  tho, 
And  set  a  ty  me  of  parlement, 
Where  al  the  londe  of  one  assente, 
Forthwith  bis  wife  haue  him  croned, 
Where  alł  good  bim  was  forsoned. 

Lo  what  it  is  to  be  well  grounded* 
For  he  hath  first  his  loue  founded 
Honestly  as  for  to  wedde, 
Honestly  his  loue  he  spedde, 
And  had  chyldren  with  his  wife. 
And  as  him  listę  he  led  bis  life. 
And  in  ensample  bis  life  was  writt«, 
That  all  louers  mighten  witte 
Howe  at  laste  it  shal  be  sene 
Of  loue  what  thei  wolden  mene. 

For  see  nowe  on  that  other  side^ 
Antiochus  with  all  his  pride, 
Whicbe  sette  bis  loue  ynkyndely, 
His  ende  had  sodeynly. 
Set  ageyn  kynde  vpon  vengeance. 
And  for  bis  lust  bath  his  penance. 
Lo  thns  my  sonne  might  thou  lere, 

What  is  to  loue  in  guod  manere, 

A  ud  what  to  loue  in  other  wise, 
The  mede  ariseth  of  the  seruice, 

Fortune  though  she  be  not  stable, 

Yetat^omtime  is  iauourable 

To  hem,  that  ben  of  loue  trewe. 

But  certes  it  is  for  to  rewę, 

To  see  loue  agein  kynde  falle. 

For  that  makth  sore  a  man  to  fiedle, 

A^  thou  might  of  tofore  redę. 

Fv)r  thy  my  sonne  I  wolde  tbe  redę 

To  let  all  other  loue  aweie, 

fiut  if  it  be  through  suche  aweie, 

As  loue  and  reason  wold  accorde. 

For  elles  if  that  thou  discorde. 

And  take  luste  as  doeth  a  beste, 

Thy  loue  maie  nought  ben  honeste. 

Fur  by.  no  skil  that  I  finde 

Suche  luste  is  nought  of  loues  kynde 

Confessio  aniantis,  Tnde  pro  finali  conclusiona 
coDsilium  coufessoris  impetrat. 

M  Y  fader  howe  so  that  it  stonde, 
Yourtale  is  herde,  and  vndcrstonde, 
As  thinge,  whicbe  worthie  is  to  here 
Of  great  ensample  and  great  matere, 
Wherof  my  fader  god  you  quite. 
But  i n  this  poynte  my  sclfe  acąuite 
'  I  maie  right  wel,  that  euer  yit 
I  was  assoted  in  my  wit. 
But  onely  in  that  worthy  place, 
Where  all  lust  and  all  grace 
Is  set,  if  that  Danger  ne  were : 
But  that  is  all  my  moste  fere. 
(  not  what  ye  fortunę  acoumpte. 
But  what  thinge  Danger  nąaie  amotrate 
I  wot  wel :  for  I  haue  assaied. 
For  whan  myn  bert  is  bcWe  araied, 
And  I  haue  all  my  wit  through  sought 
Of  loue  to  beseche  hir  ought. 
For  all  that  eucr  T  sike  maie, 
1  om  concluded  with  a  naie. 
That  o  syllable  hath  ouer  throwe 
A  thousand  wordes  on  a  tow« 
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Of  sucb  as  I  best  ipeke  c»d, 
Thus  am  I  but  a  leude  maD. 

But  fader,  for  ye  ben  a  clerke 
Of  loue,  and  tbis  matere  U  derkę. 
And  I  can  euer  lenger  tbe  lasse, 
(But  yet  I  maie  uot  lete  it  passe) 
Your  hole  counseil  I.  besecbe, 
That  ye  me  by  some  weye  teche, 
Wbat  i$  my  best*  as  for  an  ende. 

My  sonne  vnto  the  trouth  wende 
Nowe  woli  I  for  tbe  loue  of  thee, 
And  lete  al  other  tryfles  be. 

Hic  super  amorią  causa  finita  eonfessiooe,  Confes-> 
sor  Genius  ea,  que  stbi  salubrius  expediunt  sano 
consilio  finaliter  iniungtt. 

The  morę  that  tbe  nede  is  hie, 

Tbe  morę  it  nedeth  to  be  slie 

To  him  wbiche  hatb  tbe  nede  on  hondę, 

I  baue  well  beide  and  ynderstonde. 

My  sonne,  all  that  thou  hast  me  saied  : 

And  eke  of  that  thou  hast  me  praied 

Nowe  at  this  ty  me,  that  I  shall, 

As  for  conclusion  finał, 

Coanseyl  rpon  thy  nede  set, 

So  thinke  I  finally  to  knette 

Thy  cause,  there  it  is  to  broke, 

And  make  an  ende  of  that  is  spake^ 

For  I  behight  the  that  gifte 

First  whan  thou  come  Tnder  my  shrifte, 

That  tbough  I  towarde  Venus  were, 

Yet  spake  I^  suche  wordes  there, 

That  for  tbe  presthode,  whiche  I  baue, 

Myn  order,  and  my  state  to  saue, 

I  sayde,  I  wolde  of  myn  office 

Tb  vertue  noore  than  to  Tice 

Endine,  and  teche  the  my  lorę. 

For  thy  to  speken  ouermore 

Of  loue,  whiche  the  maie  auaile. 

Take  loue,  where  it  maie  auaile. 
For  as  of  this,  whiche  thou  arte  io 
By  that  thou  seest  it  is  a  sinne. 
And  sinne  maie  no  price  desenie, 
Withoute  price  and  who  sball  serue, 
I  notę  what  proffit  migbt  auaile. 
This  foloweth  it,  if  thou  trauaile 
Where  thou  no  proffit  hast  ne  price, 
Thon  arte  towarde  thy  selfe  vnwi$e : 
And  sith  thou  mightest  lust  atteine. 
Of  eiiery  lust  the  ende  is  peine. 
Of  euery  peyne  is  good  to  flee, 
So  is  it  wonder  thinge  to  see, 
Why  suche  a  thynge  sball  be  desyred, 
The  ffiore  tbat  a  stocke  is  fired 
The  rather  in  to  asbe  it  tometh. 
The  foote,  which  in  the  weye  spometb. 
Foli  ofte  bis  heade  hatb  ouerthrowe. 
Thus  loue  is  blynde,  and  can  not  knowe, 
Where  that  be  goeth,  till  be  be  fedde. 
For  thy  but  if  it  so  befalle 
Witb  good  counceyle  that  be  be  ladde, 
Hym  ougbt  for  to  ben  a  dradde. 
For  counoeyl  passeth  all  thinge 
To  him,  whiche  thinketh.to  ben  a  kioge. 
And  euery  man  for  bis  partie 
A  kyngdome  hatb  to  iustifie, 
That  is  to  sein  bis  owne  dome. 
If  be  misrule  tbat  kyngdome, 
He  leseth  him  selfe,  that  is  monp» 
thuk  if  be  loste  ship  »iid  oxe» 


And  all  tbe  woildetfood  wHb  alk. 
For  wbat  man  tbat  in  «peciall 
Hatb  not  him  selfe,  be  hatb  not  da. 
No  morę  the  perles  tban  tbe  sbcls» 
All  is  to  him  of  o  ralue, 
Though  be  bad  all  his  retinewe 
The  wide  worjde  rigbt  as  he  wolde, 
Whan  he  his  herte  hatb  not  witb  holda 
Towarde  hym  selfe,  all  i»  in  Taine. 
And  thus  my  sonne  I  wolde  sajnM^ 
As  I  said  er,  tbat  thou  arise 
Er  tbat  thou  fali  in  suche  a  wite, 
Tbat  thou  ne  młght  thy  aelfe  reooaer. 
For  loue  whiche  that  blynde  was  ener^ 
Makth  all  his  semantes  blynde  also. 

My  sonue  and  if  thou  baoe  ben  80» 
Yet  is  it  tyme  to  withdrawe. 
And  set  thyn  herte  ruder  tbat  ]awe» 
Tbe  whiche  of  leason  is  gouemed. 
And  not  of  wille :  and  to  be  lemed 
Bnsample  thou  hast  many  ona  j 

Of  nowe  and  eke  of  tyme  a  gone,  f 

Tbat  euery  lust  is  but  a  wbile,  j 

And  who  that  will  htm  selfe  bógyle        I 
He  maie  the  rather  be  disoeined. 

My  sonne  nowe  thou  hast  conceioad 
Somwhat  of  tbat  I  wolde  mene, 
Herę  afterwarde  it  sball  be  seoe^ 
If  that  thon  leue  vpon  my  lore. 
For  I  can  do  to  the  no  morę, 
But  teche  the,  the  rigbt  weie. 
Nowe  chescy  if  thou  wilt  liue  or  deie. 

Hic  loquiturde  controtiersia,  que  inter  eonfc 

rem  et  amantem  i  a  fine  confessionis  versabatur. 

My  fader  so  as  I  baue  berde 

Your  tale,  but  it  were  answerde, 

I  were  mochell  for  to  blame. 

My  wo  to  you  is  but  a  gamę, 

That  feleth  not  of  that  I  fele. 

The  feiynge  of  a  mans  hele 

Maie  not  be  likened  to  the  herte, 

I  nought  though  I  wolde  a  stertę. 

And  ye  be  fre  irom  all  tbe  peyne 

Of  loue,  wherof  1  me  pleyne, 

It  is  rigbt  easy  to  commaunde 

The  herte,  whiche  fre  goeth  on  tbe  lamid^^ 

Not  of  an  ore  what  him  eileth, 

It  falleth  ofte  a  man  merueiletb, 

Of  that  he  seeth  anotfaer  fiire. 

But  if  he  knewe  him  selfe  the  farę. 

And  feite  it,  as  it  is  in  soth, 

He  shulde  oo  rigfat  as  he  dotb, 

Or  elles  wors  in  his  degree. 

For  well  I  wote,  and  so  do  yee, 
Thas  loue  hatb  cuer  yet  beA  Tsed, 

So  mote  I  nede  ben  ezcused. 
But  fader  if  ye  wolde  thus 
Unto  Cupide  and  to  Yenus 
Be  frendly  toward  my  quarelet 
So  that  my  herte  were  i  a  hele 
Of  loue,  whiche  is  in  my  brette, 
r  wote  well  than  a  better  preste 
Was  neuer  madę  to  my  beboue. 
But  all  the  while  that  I  boue 
In  nonę  certeyn  betwene  the  two, 
I  not  where  I  to  wele  or  wo  ' 
Sball  tome :  that  is  all  my  dredt, 
So  that  I  not  what  is  to  reda. 
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Bot  for  ftnall  oonclstioii, 

I  thynke  a  supplicacioo, 

With  płatne  wordes  and  txpTentf 

Writte  Tnto  Yenus  tbe  goddesse, 

Tbe  wbicbe  I  praic  you  to  berę. 

And  brynge  ageyne  a  good  answere. 

Tho  waa  befwene  my  preste  and 
Debatę,  and  great  perplezitee« 
My  reason  vndentoode  bym  wele. 
And  knewe  it  was  soth  euery  dele, 
Tbat  he  hath  aaid,  but  aot  for  tby 
My  will  bath  notbyag  set  tber  by« 
For  towcbinge  of  so  wise  a  porte 
U  ia  ynto  loae  no  disporte. 
Yet  might  neuer  man  beholde 
Seasoo,  wbere  lone  wat  witbolde. 
Tbei  be  not  of  o  gouemanoe. 

And  thus  we  fellen  in  di»tanoe 
My  preste  and  1.  but  I  spake  fayre. 
And  through  my  wordes  debonayre, 
Tban  at  last  we  acoorden, 
So  tbat  be  saitb^  he  will  accorden 
To  ipeke^  and  stonde  on  my  side 
To  Ycnus  both  and  to  Capkle, 
And  bad  me  write,  tbat  I  wolde. 
And  said  me  truły  tbat  he  sholde 
My  letter  berę  vnto  tbe  qaeae. 
And  I  sat  downe  ypon  tbe  grene, 
Fulfylled  of  loaes  fentasie. 
And  with  the  teres  of  mme  eie, 
In  stede  of  ynke,  I  gan  to  write 
The  wordes,  wbicbe  I  woli  endite. 
Unto  Cupide  and  to  Yenas, 
And  tn  my  letter  I  sayde  thus. 


Hic  tractat  ibfmam  coiosdam  8app)icationis,quam 
ex  parte  amantis  per  manus  Genii  sacerdotis 
rai,  Yenus  sibi  porrectani  acceptabat 

The  wofiill  pesrne  of  loues  maladie, 
Ageine  tbe  whicbe  maie  no  pbisike  auailey 
My  herte  bath  so  be  wapped  with  sotie, 
That  wbere  so  tbat  I  reste  or  traoaile, 
I  fyode  it  eaer  redy  to  assaiłe 
My  reason,  whichc  can  not  bym  defende, 
Tbu  secbe  i  help,  wherof  I  might  amende. 

Fynt  to  natare  if  that  1  me  complayne, 
Tbere  fiode  I  bowe  tbat  euery  creature 
Sootime  a  yere  hath  loue  in  his  demayne, 
80  tbat  tbe  liteil  wrenne  in  his  measure 
Bstb  of  kynde  loue  Tiider  his  cure, 
And  I  bat  one  desyre,  whicbe  I  mis, 
So  bot  I,  hath  euery  kynde  his  blis. 

The  reason  of  my  witte  it  onerpasseth, 
Of  that  naturę  techeth  me  tbe  weie 
To  kme,  and  yet  no  certeyn  she  compasseth, 
How  shal  I  spede  and  thus  betwene  the  tweie 
1  itonde,  and  not  if  I  shalł  liue  or  deie. 
?or  thongh  reason  ageyn  my  will  debatę, 
I  nsy  not  flee,  that  I  ne  loue  algate. 

Upon  my  selfe  this  ilke  tale  come, 

Howe  whilom  Pan,  wbiche  is  the  god  of  kinde, 

With  lone  wrestled,  and  is  ooercome. 

For  eoer  I  wiastle,  and  euer  I  am  bebynde, 

"IW  1  no  strengtbe  in  all  my  herte  finde, 

Wherof  that  I  maie  stonden  any  tbrowe, 

to  fcr  my  wit  with  loue  is  ouerthrowe. 


Whom  nedeth  help,  he  mot  his  bdpe  cratie, 
Or  helples  he  shałl  his  nede  spille, 
Plainly  througboutmy  wittes  aU  I  haue. 
But  nonę  of  hem  ean  helpe  after  my  will» 
And  also  well  I  might  sit  stille, 
As  praie  rnto  my  lady  of  any  helpe: 
Thus  wote  I  not  wherof  my  selfe  to  yelpe. 

Unto  the  great  loue  and  if  1  bjd 
To  do  me  grace  of  thilke  swete  tonne, 
Whicbe  foder  keie,  in  his  cellereamidds 
Lieth  couched,  that  fortunę  is  ouercome: 
But  of  the  bitter  cuppe  I  haue  bągonne, 
I  not  howe  ofte,  and  thus  I  flnide  00  gam^ 
For  euer  I  aske  and  euer  it  is  the  same. 

I  see  the  worlde  stonde  euer  rpon  chaunge, 
Now  windes  lowdC)  now  the  weider  8o{te, 
I  maie  see  eke  the  great  moone  change. 
And  thing  wbicbe  now  is  Iow  is  efbe  alofte, 
The  dredfuU  werres  in  to  pes  fuli  ofte 
Thei  tome,  and  euer  is  Daunger  In  o  place, 
Whicbe  niil  chaunge  his  will  to  do  me  grace^ 

But  vpon  this  the  great  derkę  Ouide 
Of  loue  whan  he  makth  his  remembraonce, 
He  sayth:  there  is  the  blynde  god  Cupide, 
The  which  hath  loue  vnder  his  gouernauce, 
And  in  hondę  with  many  a  firie  launce 
He  woundeth  ofte,  wbere  he  woli  not  hele. 
And  that  somdele  is  cause  of  my  quarele. 

Ouide  eke  sayth,  that  looe  to  performo 
Stant  in  the  hond  of  Yenus  the  goddesse^ 
But  whan  she  takth  connseBi  with  Satorae, 
Ther  is  no  grace,  and  in  that  tyme  1  geosa 
Began  my  loue,  of  which  myn  heuinesse 
Is  now  and  euer  shall,  bot  if  I  spede, 
So  wot  I  not  my  selfe  what  is  to  redę. 

For  tby  to  you  Cupide  and  Yenus  both, 
With  all  my  hertes  obeisance  I  praie^ 
If  ye  were  at  fyrst  tyme  oi^rotbe, 
Whan  I  began  to  loue,  1  you  saye 
Nowe  Sty n te,  and  do  this  fortunę  away«, 
So  that  Daunger,  which  stont  of  retinewo 
With  my  lady,  his  place  may  remewe. 

O  thou  Cupide  god  of  loues  lawę, 
Tbat  with  tby  darte  brennyng  hast  set  a  fira 
My  herte,  do  tbat  wounde  be  withdraw, 
Or  yeue  me  salue,  suche  as  I  desyre. 
For  sernice  in  tby  courte  withouten  hyre 
To  me,  wbicbe  euer  hath  kept  thin  heste 
Maie  neuer  be  to  loues  lawę  boneste. 

O  tbon  gentell  Yenus  loues  quene, 
Without  gilte  thou  dost  on  me  tby  wrech, 
Thou  wotest  my  pein  is  euer  alich  grene. 
Por  loue,  and  yet  I  maie  it  not  areche : 
Thus  wolde  1  for  my  last  worde  beseche, 
That  thou  my  lone  acąuite,  as  I  deserue : 
Or  elles  do  me  playnly  for  tq  sterue. 

Hic  loquitur,  qiialłterYeiiuracceptąamftiitlt«ap» 
plicatione,  iodiUte  ad  siugnia  respondit.       ^ 

Wbam  i  this  supplicacioo^     • 
With  good  deliberacios, 
In  suche  a  wise  as  ye  nowe  witte, 
Had  after  myn  eatciitc  writta 
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Unto  Cupide  and  to  Vena8, 
Thia  preest,  whiche  hight  Genidt, 
It  toke  on  hondę  to  presente. 
On  my  mcssage  and  forth  he  wentę 
To  Yenus,  for  to  wit  hir  wiłle: 
And  1  bodę  i  o  the  place  stille. 
And  wastbere  but  alitell  while, 
Kot  fuli  the  mountnance  of  a  mile^ 
Wban  I  behelde,  and  sodeinly 
I  sigh  where  Yenus  stoode  me  by. 
So  as  1  might  rnder  a  tree 
To  gronnde  T  felle  vpon-my  knee. 
And  preied  bir  for  to  do  me  grace, 
She  caat  hir  cbere  vpon  my  foce. 
And -as  it  were  faaluynge  a  gamę, 
She  asketh  me,  what  was  my  name. 
Madame  I  saide,  Johan  Gower. 

Now  lohan,  quod  she,  In  my  power 
Thou  must  as  of  thy  loue  stonde. 
For  1  thy  bille  haue  ynderstonde, 
In  whiche  to  Cupide  and  to  mee 
Somdele  thou  hast  complayned  thee. 
And  somedele  to  naturę  aiso. 
But  that  shall  stonde  amonge  you  two. 
IfOT  tberof  haue  1  not  to  doone, 
7or  naturę  is  rnder  the  moone 
Maistresse  of  €Uery  liues  kynde. 
But  if  so  be,  that  she  maie  fynde 
Some  holy  man,  that  wyl  withdrawe 
|iir  kyndeiy  lust  ageine  hir  lawę. 
But  selde  whan  it  falleth  so. 
For  fewe  men  there  ben^  of  tbo. 

But  of  these  other  enough  there  bee, 
Whiche  of  her  owne  nicitee, 
Agein  naturę  and  hir  office, 
Deliten  hem  in  sondrie  rice: 
Wherof  that  she  M\  ofte  hath  pleined, 
And  eke  my  courte  it  hath  disdeigned. 
And  euer  shall :  for  it  receyueth 
Nonę  suche,  that  kynde  so  disceiueth. 

For  all  oneliehe  of  gentill  loue 
My  courte  stont,  all  courtes  aboue. 
And  taketh  nonę  intoretinewe. 
But  thynge,  whiche  is  to  kynde  dewe« 
For  els  it  shall  be  reffased: 
Wherof  I  holde  the  escuscd. 
For  it  is  many  daies  gone, 
That  thou  ąoiongc  hem  were  one, 
Whiche  of  my  courte  hast  be  witholdcj 
Sotbat  the  morę  1  am  beholde 
Of  thy  diseaseto  commune, 
And  to  remewe  that  fortunę, 
Whiche  many  daies  hath  the  greued. 
But  if  my  counsaile  maie  be  leued^ 
Thou  shalt  be  eased  er  thou  go 
Of  thłlke  Tosely  toly  wo, 
Wherof  thou  saist  thyn  hert  is  fired, 
Bnt  as  of  that  thou  hast  desyred, 
After  the  sentence  of  thy  bille, 
Thou  must  therof  doone  at  my  will. 
And  I  therof  me  woli  aduise : 
For  be  thou  hole,  it  s!iall  suffice. 
My  medicine  is  not  to  seke, 
The  whiche  is  holsome  to  the  seke. 
Not  all  perchance  as  ye  it  wolde. 
But  so  as  ye  by  reason  sholde^ 
Accoitlant  tnto  loues  kynde. 
For  in  the  plite»  whiche  I  the  fynde, 
So  as  my  courte  it  hath  awarded, 
Thou  shalt  be  duely  rewarded. 


And  if  thou  woldett  morę  eraoe, 
It  is  uo  right  that  thou  it  haue. 

Sui  copit  id,  quod  habere  neąuit,  toa  tenpem 
perdit 

Est  Tbi  non  posse  Telle,  sałatę  caret 
Non  oBstatis  opos  gelidis  hirsuta  capillos 

Cum  calor  abscessit  eąoiparabit  hyems. 
Sicut  habet  Maius  non  dat  natura  deoembri, 

Nec  poterit  compar  flońbus  esae  latom. 
Sic  neque  decrepita  senum  ionenile  roluptas 

Floret  in  ob5iequium,  qaod  Yenus  ipsa  petit. 
Conueniens  igttur  fbret,  Tt  qaod  cana  senectot 

Attłgit,  ylterius  corpora  casta  colant. 

Hic  contra  qaoscunque  riros  inueteratos  amoiis 
concupiscentiam  affectantes  loquitar  Yeoas» 
huiusque  amantis  confessi  supplicatiotiem  qDasi 
dcrideus,  ipsum  pro  eo  quod  senescit,  dd>IUa 
est,  moitis  exhortationłbus  insofficicntett  ie» 
darguit. 

Ybnus  which  stant  without  lawę, 
In  nonę  certeine,  but  as  men  drawe 
Of  Ragman  vpon  the  chance, 
She  leith  no  peise  in  the  balanoe. 
But  as  hir  liketh  for  to  weie, 
The  trewe  man  fiiU  olle  aweie 
She  pat,  whiche  hath  hir  grace  bede. 
And  sette  an  vntruę  in  his  stede. 

Lo  thus  blindly  the  world  she  demetk 
In  loues  cause,  as  to  me  semeth, 
I  not  what  other  men  wolde  seya. 
But  I  algate  am  so  beseyne. 
And  stonde  as  one  amongest  all, 
Whiche  am  oute  of  hir  grace  foli : 
It  nedeth  take  no  witnesse. 
For  she,  whiche  saide  is  the  goddesse^ 
To  whether  parte  of  loue  it  wende, 
Hath  sette  me  for  a  finall  ende 
The  poynt  wherto  that  1  shall  holde. 
For  whan  she  hath  me  well  behoIde» 
Haluynge  of  scorne  she  auyd  thus :  « 

Thou  wost  well  that  1  am  Venus, 
Whiche  all  onely  my  lustes  secbe. 
And  well  I  wote  though  thou  beseche 
My  loue,  lustes  ben  there  nonę, 
Whiche  I  maie  take  in  thy  personę. 
Por  loues  luste  and  lockes  borę 
In  chamber  accorden  neuermoipe. 
And  though  thou  feigne  a  yonge  coragei 
Itsheweth  well  by  thy  visage, 
That  olde  grisell  is  no  fole, 
There  ben  fuli  many  yeres  stole  , 
With  the,  and  suche  other  mo, 
That  outwnrde  feignen  yootb  8C|» 
And  ben  wtthin  of  poore  assaie. 
My  herte  wolde,  and  I  ne  mue, 
Is  nought  beloued  nowe  a  daies. 
Er  thou  make  any  suche  assaies 
To  loue,  and  foile  Tpon  thy  fetę, 
Better  Is  to 'make  beaw  retreate 
For  though  thou  mightest  loue  atteyne^ 
Yet  were  It  but  an  idei  I  peine, 
Whan  thou  arte  not  suffisant. 
To  holde  loue  his  coaenante. 

For  thy  take  borne,  thy  bertę  againe, 
That  thou  trauaile  not  in  rayne^ 
Wherof  my  courte  maie  be  disceiued. 
1  wotCy  and  baue  it  wel  conceiacdj 
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How  thatthy  wille  it  góod  enough. 
Bot  znore  beboueth  to  the  plougb, 
Wherof  tke  lacketb  as  I  Łruwe. 
So  sit  it  wel,  tbat  thou  beknowe 
Tby  feble  estate  er  tbou  beginne 
Tbing,  wher  tbou  might  nonę  ende  winnej 
"Wimt  bargein  sbalde  a  man  assaie, 
Wban  that  bim  lacketh  ibr  to  paie  ? 

My  tonne  if  tbat  tbou  well  betboogfat, 
Tbis  toncbeth  tbe,  foryete  it  nought, 
Tbe  tbinge  is  torned  in  to  was, 
Tbe  wbkbe  was  wbiiooDe  grene  gras, 
Is  withered  beie,  as  time  nowe : 
For  tby  my  couaseii  is  that  thoa 
Hcmembce  well,  bowe  tbon  arte  olde. 

Soiliter  super  derisoriam  VeDeris  esbortacionem 
coatngtatua  amans,  quasi  tnortuus  in  terram 
conruit,  Tbi  vt  sibi  ridebatur,  Cupidinem  cum 
lonomem  JDultitudine  nuper  amantom  Tariis 
tormii  asnstenciam  conspioebat. 

Whak  Veniu  hath  bir  tale  tolde, 
Tban  I  betbought  was  all  aboute^ 
And  wist  wel  withouten  doabte, 
Tbat  tbere  was  no  racouerire. 
And  as  a  man  tbe  blase  of  fyre    ' 
Witb  water  ąneocbetb,  so  ferde  I, 
A  eolde  me  caugbt  sodeynly, 
For  sorowe  that  my  bertę  madę. 
My  deddy  &oe  pale  and  fade 
Becam,  and  swonne  I  fi]  to  groonde. 
And  aa.,1  laic  tbe  same  stouode, 
Ne  fiilly  quicke,  ne  fully  deade. 
Me  tboaght  I  sawe  tofore  myn  bead 
Cupide  with  his  bowe  bente. 
And  like  TOto  a  parlament, 
Wbicbe  were  ordeined  for  tbe  nones, 
Witb  bim  cam  all  tbe  worlde  attones 
Of  gentill  folke,  that  wbilome  were 
Łooers,  I  sawe  hem  all  tbere. 
Fortb  with  Cupide  in  sondry  rowtes. 
Mjm  eie  I  caste  all  aboutes. 
To  knowe  amonge  hem  who  waa  wbo : 
1  sigh  wbere  lustte  yongth  tho, 
Ai  be  wbicbe  was  a  capitayne, 
Before  all  ótber  vpon  the  playne 
Stode  witb  bis  root  well  begon. 
Her  heades  kempt,  and  tlien'pon 
Oarlondes,  not  of  one  colour 
Some  of  tbe  lefe,  some  of  tbe  floure, 
And  some  of  great  perles  were. 
Tbe  newe  guise  of  Beme  was  tbere, 
Witb  sondry  tbynges  well  deuised 
I  see,  wherof  thei  be  ąoeiotised : 
It  was  all  Intt,  tbat  thei  witb  ferde. 
There  was  no  songe  that  I  ne  berde, 
Wbiche  TOto  loue  was  touchynge. 
Of  Pan,  and  all  tbat  was  likynge, 
As  iu  pipynge  of  melodie 
Was  benie  in  tbilke  companie. 
So  londe  tbat  on  euery  side 
It  tbought  that  all  the  heuen  eride 
la  lacbe  accorde,  and  suche  a  sow^a 
Of  bumbsude,  and  of  clariowne, 
Witb  comerouse,  and  sbalmele, 
Ibat  it  was  halfe  a  mannes  bele 
Sodad  a  noyse  for  to  berę 
And  u  me  tbought  in  tbis  manere 
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AU  fresshe  I  sigh  hem  sprynge  and  daunce« 

And  do  to  loue  ber  ęntendaunce. 

After  the  lust  of  youthes  heste, 

Tbere  was  enough  of  ioy  and  fest. 

For  eueramooge  thei  laugb  and  picy. 

And  put  Care  out  of  the  weie, 

That  he  with  hem  ne  sat  ne  stode. 

And  ouer  tbis  I  ynderstode, 

So  as  myneare  might  areche, 

The  most  matere  of  her  speche 

De  nominibnS  illomm  nuper  amantom,  qui  tont 
amanti  spasmato  alląui  iuuenes,  aliąui  senes 
apparuerunt  Senes  aotćm  precipiie  tam  erga 
deum  quam  deam  amoris  pro  saaitate  amantis 
recuparanda  multiplicatis  precibus  misericordi- 
ter  instabant. 

It  was  of  knighthode  and  of  armesi 

And  what  it  is  to  ligge  ia  armes 

With  k>tte,  wban  it  is  acbeued. 

Ther  was  Tristram,  which  was  b^oued 

With  bele  Isolde:  and  Lancelot 

Stode  with  Gonnor:  and  Gałahot 

With  his  lady :  and  as  me  tbought, 

I  sawe  wbere  lasyn  with  bym  brougbC 

His  loue  whiehe  Creusa  bight. 

And  Hercules,  wbicbe  mochell  migbt, 

Was  there,  bóu-yng  bis  great  mace. 

And  most  of  all  in  tbilke  plaoe 

He  peyneth  bym  to  make  chere 

With  Iolen>  which  was  bym  derę. 

Tbeseus  thoogh  be  were  vatrewc 

To  loue,  as  all  wcgnen  knewe, 

Yet  was  he  there  netheles 

With  Phedra,  whicbe  to  loue  be  cbes.  * 

Of  Grece  eke  tbere  was  Tbelamon, 

Wbicbe  fro  the  kynge  Laomedon 
At  Troie  bis  dougbter  refte  away 

Eseonen  as  for  his  praie, 

Wbicbe  take  was,  wban  lason  cara 

Fro  Colchos,  and  the  citee  nam, 
In  vcogeance  of  the  fyrste  hate, 
That  madę  hem  after  to  debat^ 
Whan  Priamus  the  newe  towne 
Hath  madę.    And  in  avisiowne 
Me  tbought  tbat  I  sigh' al  so 
Hector,  ibrth  with  his  bretheme  two^ 
Hym  selfe  stoode  with  Pentbasilee, 
And  nexte  to  hym  I  might  see, 
Wbere  Paris  stode  with  foyre  Helaine, 
Whicbe  was  his  ioye  soueraine. 
And  Troilus  stode  with  Creseide  : 
But  euer  amonge  thougb  he  pleide 
By  semblant,  he  was  heoy  chered. 
For  Diomede,  as  hym  was  lered, 
Clairoeth  to  be  his  partinere. 
And  thus  fiill  many  a  bachelere, 
A  thousande  mo  than  I  can  seyne, 
With  yougth  I  sigh  there  well  beseyne, 
Fortb  with  her  loues  glad  and  blith. 
And  some  I  sigh,  wbicbe  ofte  sithe 
Compleynen  hem  in  otberwise. 
Amonge  the  wbiche  I  sawe  Narcise, 
And  Piramus,  thatsory  were. 
The  worthy  grekę  also  was  there 
Achilles,  whicbe  for  loue  deied. 
Agamemnon  eke  as  men  seied. 
And  Menetaie  the  kynge  also 
I  sigh,  witb  many  an  otber  me> 
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Wbiche  luiddeii  be  fbrtuned  sore 
In  loues  cause:  And  oaermore, 
Of  women  m  the  same  caas 
With  hem  I  sigh  where  Dido^wan 
Foraake,  whicbe  was  with  Aenee. 
And  Phillis  eke  I  migbt  see, 
Whom  Demophon  desceiued  had. 
And  Ariadnę  bir  sorowe  lad. 
For  Theseus  bir  sister  toke. 
And  hir  Yokindly  forsoke. 

I  sigh  there  eke  amonge  the  pree* 
Complaynyng  ypon  Hercules, 
His  fyrst  loue  Deianire, 
Wbiche  set  htm  afterwarde  a  fyre. 

Medea  was  there  eke,  and  pleyneth 
Upon  lason,  for  that  be  ieigneth, 
Without  cause  and  toke  a  newe, 
8be  saide,  fie  on  all  vntrewe. 

I  sigh  there  Deidamie, 
Whicbe  had  loste  the  companie 
Of  Achilles,  whan  Diomede 
To  Troie  him  fet  Tpon  the  nede. 
Amonge  these  other  vpon  ^e  greno 
I  sigh  aiso  the  wofnil  ąuene 
CleopatiBs,  whicbe  in  a  graue 
With  serpentes  bath  bór  se]fe  begraue 
AU  ąuicke,  and  so  she  waa  totore» 
For  sorowe  of  that  she  had  lorę 
Antonie,  wbiche  hir  loue  hath  be* 

And  forth  with  bir  I  sigh  Tbisbe, 
Wbiche  on  the  sharpe  swerdes  i>o]rnte. 
For  loue  deied  in  sory  poynte. 
And  as  myn  eare  it  migbt  knowę, 
She  sayde,  wo  worth  all  slowe. 

The  plaint  of  Proigne  and  Pbiloroene 
There  herde  I  what  it  wolde  mene, 
How  Thereus  of  bis  vntrouthe 
U odid  hem  hotb,  and  that  was  routhe. 

And  next  to  hem  I  sawe  Canace, 
Whicbe  for  Machayr  hir  faders  grace 
Hath  lost,  and  deied  in  wofuU  plite. 

And  as  I  sigh  in  my  spirite. 
Me  thought  amonge  other  thus 
The  dou^ter  of  kynge  Priamus 
Ppiixena,  whom  Pyrrus  slough 
Was  there,  and  madę  sorowe  enougb: 
A>  she  whicbe  deied  giltles 
For  loue,  and  yet  was  louelei. 

And  for  to  take  the  disporte 
I  sawe  there  some  of  other  porte^ 
And  that  was  Circes,  and  Calypse, 
That  coutben  do  the  moone  clypse^ 
Of  men  and  chaunge  the  liknease, 
Of  artmagike  sorceresse,  . 

Thei  helde  in  hondę  many  one 
To  loae,  whether  thei  wolde  or  nonę. 

But  aboue  all  that  there  wers 
Of  women  I  sawe  foure  tbeie, 
Whose  nitme  1  herde  most  commended. 
By  hem  the  courte  stode  all  amended. 
For  where  thei  comen  in  presence, 
Men  deden  hem  the  reuerence, 
A9  thougb  thei  had  ben  goddesset 
Of  all  tbe  worlde,  or  empresses. 
And  as  me  thought,  au  ere  I  leide. 
And  berde,  how  that  tbese  other  seid : 

Lo  these  ben  the  foure  wiues, 
Wbote  feith  was  proued  in  her  littet 
For  in  ensaumple  of  all  good^ 
With  mariage  fo  thei  stoode. 
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That  famę,  whicbe  no  gtent  thing  hideth^ 
Yet  if  cronicke  of  hem  abideth. 
Penolope  that  one  was  hote, 
Wbome  many  a  knfght  hath  loued  hote!, 
While  that  hir  lorde  Ylysses  laie 
Fuli  many  a  yere  and  many  a  daie 
Upon  the  great  siege  of  Troie  i 
But  she,  wbiche  bath  no  worldes  ioye. 
But  onely  of  bir  busbonde, 
While  that  hir  lorde  was  out  of  londe^ 
So  >rell  she  kcpt  bir  womanhede, 
That  all  the  Worlde  tberof  toke  bede^ 
And  namlicbe  of  hem  in  Grece. 

That  other  wotnan  was  Lucreoe, 
Wife  to  the  Romayn  Collatine. 
And  she  constreigned  of  Tarąuine 
To  thinge,  whicb  was  ayenst  bir  wiU, 
She  wolde  not  hir  seluen  still. 
But  deied  onely  for  drede  of  shame, 
In  kepyng  of  hir  good  nanie, 
As  she  whicbe  was  one  of  tbe  beste. 
The  thirde  wife  was  bote  Alcesta 
Wbiche  whan  Admetus  shulde  die 
Upon  his  great  maladie, 
She  praied  ynto  tbe  goddes  so, 
That  she  resceiuetb  all  tbe  wo. 
And  deied  hir  selfe,  to  gyue  htm  life: 
Se  where  this  were  a  noble  wife. 

Tbe  fourth  wife,  wbiche  I  there  sigl^ 
I  herde  of  hem  that  were  nighe, 
Howe  she  was  cleped  Alceone, 
Whicbe  Ceix  hir  lorde  allone^ 
And  to  no  mo  hir  bodie  kepte: 
And  whan  she  sigh  him  drenche,  she  lepta 
Into  tbe  wawes,  where  be  swam. 
And  there  a  sea  foule  she  becam: 
And  with  bir  winges  she  him  besprad 
Por  loue  that  she  to  him  had. 

Lo  tbese  fuure  weren  tho, 
Wbiche  I  sigh  as  me  betbought  tb« 
Amonge  the  great  companie, 
Wbiche  loue  had  for  to  gie. 
Bat  yougthe,  whicbe  in  speciall 
Of  loues  courte  was  marshall, 
So  beeie  was  Tpon  his  laie, 
That  be  noue  bede,  where  he  laie 
Hath  take.  And  than  as  f  behelde. 
Me  thought  I  sigh  rpon  the  felde, 
Where  Elde  came  a  softe  paas 
Towarde  Yenus,  there  as  she  was 
With  him  great  companie  he  laddtf. 
But  not  so  fele  as  youth  had. 
The  moste  parCe  were  of  great  age^ 
And  that  was  sene  in  ber  risage. 
And  not  for  thy  so  as  they  migbt, 
Thei  madę  hem  yongely  to  tbe  sig hŁ 
But  yet  I  herde  no  pipes  there 
'  To  make  mirth  in  mannes  ere. 
But  tbe  musike  I  migbt  knowe : 
For  olde  men,  whicb  sowned  lowe 
With  harpe,  and  lute,  and  with  citolt, 
Tbe  houe  daunce,  and  the  carole, 
In  suche  a  wise  as  loue  hath  bede, 
A  softe  paas  thei  daimce  and  trede^ 
And  with  the  women  otherwhile 
With  sobre  chere  awonge  thei  smi1e« 
For  laughter  was  there  nonę  on  bie. 
And  netheles  fuli  well  I  sie, 
That  thei  the  morę  queinte  it  madę 
Por  lotte  in  whom  tb«i  weren  glad«« 
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And  there  me  thougbt  t  migtit  see 
*nie  kiDge  Dauid  with  Bersabee, 
And  SalomoD  iras  not  witboute 
I^ssiagc  an  hondretb  io  a  route 
Of  wjrues  and  of  concabiDes, 
lewcs  eke  and  sarazines 
7o  bim  I  sigbe  all  iotendant, 
I  not  wbere  be  were  suffisante. 
Bot  Mtbeles  for  all  bis  witte 
He  wa<  attacbed  witb  tbat  writte, 
Wbicbe  looe  with  his  hondę  enseleth» 
From  whom  nonę  ertbiy  man  appeleth* 
And  ooer  this,  as  for  no  wooder 
Witb  his  liun,  whiche  be  put  vnder, 
"With  Dal  ida  Sampson  I  knewe, 
Whos  lone  his  strength  all  onerthrewe. 
i  sawe  there  AństoUe  also, 
Whome  tbat  the  quene  of  Grece  also 
Hatb  brideled,  tbat  in  tbilke  tyme 
She  madę  bim  suche  a  silogesime, 
Tbat  he  foryate  all  his  logikę, 
There  was  nonę  arte  of  his  practike, 
Tbiongb  wbicbe  it  might  ben  excludedy 
Tbat  he  ne  was  fiilly  concluded 
To  loue,  and  did  his  obeisance. 

And  eke  Virgile  of  acąueintance 
I  sigh,  wbere  be  the  maiden  praid, 
Wbicbe  was  the  dougfater,  as  men  sayd, 
Of  themperoor  wbilome  of  Romę. 
Sorbes  and  Plato  with  him  come, 
So  did  Ouide  tbe  poetę* 
I  thoagbt  than  bowe  louc  is  swete, 
Wbicbe  hatb  so  wise  men  reclamed. 
And  was  my  selfe  the  lasse  asbamcd, 
Or  for  to  lese  or  for  to  wynne 
In  tbe  miscblef  tbat  I  was  in. 
And  thtis  I  laie  in  hope  of  grace : 
And  wfaan  thei  comen  to  tbe  place, 
Where  Yeous  stode,  and  I  was  falle^ 
This  olde  men  witb  one  Toyce  alle 
To  Venus  prsiden  for  my  sake. 
And^e  tbat  migbte  not  forsake 
So  great  a'cIamour,  as  was  there, 
Lete  pitee  come  in  to  bir  ere: 
And  fortb  witb  all  vnto  Copide 
Sbej>raietb,  tbat  he  vpon  bis  side 
Me  woide  thtoogb  his  gmce  sende 
Some  comforte,  that  I  m!ght  amende 
Upon  the  caas,  whicb  is  befoll. 
And  tbas  for  me  thei  prafden  al) 
Of  hem  that  weren  olde  aboute, 
And  eke  some  of  the  yooge  roate. 
And  of  gentilnes  and  pure  trouth 
I  berde  hem  tet,  it  was  great  rontbe 
Tbat  I  withouten  helpe  so  ferde. 
And  tbus  me  thought  I  laie  and  berde. 

Hic  tFBCtat,  qualiter  Cupido  amantis  senectate 
confracti  viscera  perscrutans,  ignitą  sue  concu- 
pisoentie  tela  ab  eo  penitus  extraxit,  quem  Ve- 
nus  postea  absque  calore  percipiens,  vacuum 
reliąait,  £t  sic  tandem  prouisa  senectns  ra- 
donem inuocans,  bominom  interiorem  perprius 
amore  infotoatom  mentis  sanitati  plenins  re- 
staurauit. 

CuPlDBy  wbicbe  maie  bnrteand  hele 
In  loues  cause,  as  for  my  bele, 
Upon  tbe  poynte  wbich  bym  was  preyd  ^ 
Cjiffl  with  Venus>  where  1  was  leyde 


Swouneod  vpon  the  grene  gras. 

And  as  me  thought  anone  there  was  ' 

On  euery  side  so  great  prees> 

That  euery  life  begao  to  prees, 

I  wote  not  wel  bowe  many  score, 

Sacbe  as  I  spake  of  nowe  tofore 

Loners,  that  comen  to  befaolde 

But  most  of  hem  tbat  were  olde, 

Thei  stoden  there  at  thilke  tide  * 

To  see  what  ende  shall  betide 

Upon  the  cure  of  my  sotie. 

Tho  might  I  here  great  partie 

Spekende,  and  eke  bis  owne  aduif 

Hatb  tolde,  óne  that,  anotber  this. 

But  amonge  all  this  I  berde, 

Thei  weren  wo,  tbat  I  so  ferdę. 

And  saiden  tbat  for  no  riote, 

An  olde  man  sbulde  not  assote. 

For  as  thei  tolden  redily, 

There  is  in  him  no  cause  why. 

But  if  be  wolde  him  selfe  be  uica, 

So  were  he  well  tbe  morę  nice. 

And  tbus  desputen  some  of  tho: 

And  some  saiden  no  tbinge  so. 

Bot  that  the  wilde  loues  ragę 

In  mannes  life  forbereth  nonę  aga^ 

W  bile  there  is  oyle  for  to  fire 

The  lampę  is  lightly  set  a  fire, 

And  is  fuU  berde  er  it  be  ąueintfl^ 

But  onely  if  be  be  some  seinte, 

Wbicbe  god  preserueth  of  his  grace. 

And  tbus  me  thought  in  sondrie  place, 

Of  hem  that  walken  vp  and  doune, 

There  was  diuers  opioion. 

And  sp  for  a  while  it  last, 

Til  that  Cupide  to  the  laste, 

Forthwith  his  moder  ful  aduised^ 

Hath  determined  and  deuised, 

Uuto  what  pointę  be  wóIl  descend^ 

And  all  this  tyme  I  was  liggende, 

Upon  the  grounde  tofore  his  eien* 

And  thei  that  my  disease  sień, 

Supposen  nonght  I  shulde  liue : 

But  he,  whiche  wolde  than  yeue 

His  grace,  so  as  it  maie  bee, 

This  blynde  god,  whiche  maie  not  see, 

Hath  groped,  til  that  he  me  fonde : 

And  as  he  put  fortb  bis  hondę 

Upon  my  body,  wbere  1  laie. 

Me  thought  a  firie  launcegaie, 

Whicb  whilom  through  my  bert  he  catt, 

He  puUeth  oute,  and  also  fost 

Aś  this  was  do,  Cupide  nam 

His  wey,  I  not  wbere  be  becam : 

Aud  so  did  all  the  remenant, 

Whiche  vnto  him  was  enteodant, 

Of  hem  tbat  in  a  visioa 

I  bad  a  reoelacion, 

So  as  I  tolde  nowe  tofore. 

But  Yenus  went  nought  therfoirai, 

Ne  Genius,  wbicie  tbilke  tyme 

Aboden  both  fost  byme. 

And  she  whiche  maie  tbe  heftes  binde 

In  loues  cause,  and  eke  rnbynde. 

Er  I  out  of  my  traunce  arosct 

Yenus  whiche  helde  a  boxe  close. 

And  wolde  not  I  s^olde  deie, 

Toke  out,  morę  colde  then  ony  keye^ 

An  ointement:  and  in  suche  pointę 

She  hath  tty  wonnded  herte  aaointe. 
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My  temples,  and  my  reynes  alio: 
And  fortb  with  al  she  toke  me  tho 
A  wonder  myrrour  for  to  holde, 
In  wliiche  sbe  bad  me  to  bebolde. 
And  take  bede,  of  that  I  seie. 
Wberin  anone  my  bertes  eie 
I  cast,  and  sawe  my  coiour  fadc, 
Myn  cień  dim,  and  all  vngladc, 
I^y  chekes  thinne,  and  all  my  face 
"With  elde  1  might  see  deface. 
So  riueled,  and  so  wo  besein, 
That  thcre  was  no  thinge  fuli  ne  pleyn. 

I  sawe  also  myn  heares  horę, 
My  will  was  tho  to  see  no  morę 
On  wbicbe  for  there  was  no  pJeasance. 
And  theń  into  my  remembrance 
I  drewe  myn  olde  daies  passed. 
And  as  reason  it  bath  compassed* 
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ratur. 

I  MADĘ  a  Ukenes  of  my  selue 
Unto  the  aondry  moDthes  twelue^ 
Wherof  the  yere  in  his  estate 
Is  madę,  and  stant  vpon  debatę, 
Tbat  like  to  other  nonę  accordeth. 
For  who  the  tymes  wel  recordetb. 
And  tban  at  Marcbe  if  he  begin, 
Whan  that  the  Instie  yere  comth  in, 
Till  Augustę  be  pastę  and  Septembre 
The  mighty  yongth  he  maie  remembre^ 
In  whiche  the  yere  hath  his  deduite 
Of  grasse,  of  łefe,  of  floure,  of  fruite, 
Of  corne,  and  eke  the  winy  grapę. 
And  afterwaode  the  tyme  is  shape 
To  frost,  to  snowe,  to  wynde  to  rayne, 
Till  efte  that  Marche  be  come  agayne. 
The  winter  woli  no  sommer  knowe, 
The  grena lefe  is  ouerthrowe, 
The  clothed  erth  is  than  bare, 
Dispoiled  is  the  sommer  farę, 
That  erst  was  hete,  is  than  chele. 
And  thus  thinkende  thoughtes  fele, 
I  was  out  of  my  sit^owne  afiialde, 
Wherof  I  sigh  my  wittes  straide, 
And  gan  to  clepcf  hem  borne  ageyne. 
And  whan  reason  it  lierde  skyneg 
Tbat  loues  ragę  was  av^eye, 
He  cam  to  me  the  right  weye: 
And  hath  reroeued  the  sotie 
Of  thilfe  vnwise  fantasie, 
Wherof  that  I  was  woot  to  plain, 
So  that  of  thilke  firy  paine 
I  was  madę  sobre,  and  hole  tfnough. 
Venu8  belielde  me  than,  and  lougb. 
And  asketh,  as  it  were  in  gamę, 
Whatloue  was?  and  I  for  shame. 
Ke  wist,  what  I  shulde  answere : 
And  netheles  I  gan  to  swere, 
That  by  my  troutb,  I  knewe  bim  nougbf^ 
So  ferre  it  was  out  of  my  tboughŁ, 
Right  as  it  had  neuer  be. 

My  god  sonne,  tho  quod  she. 
Nowe  at  this  tyme  I  lene  it  wele, 
So  goth  the  fortunę  of  my  wbele. 
For  thy  my  counceile  fs  thou  leue» 

Madame,  I  said,  by  your  leue^ 
Ve  weten  well,  and  so  wote  I, 
Tbat  I  am  ynbehouely 
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Yoar  courte,  fro  this  day,  for  to  8er«#/ 
And  for  I  maie  no  thonke  deserue. 
And  also  for  I  am  refused, 
I  praie  you  to  ben  excus6d. 
And  netheles  as  for  to  laste, 
While  that  my  wittes  with  me  łąste, 
Touchende  my  confession, 
I  I  axe  an  absolusion 
Of  Genius,  er  tbat  f  go. 

The  preekt  anone  was  redy  tho. 
And  sayde:  Soanń  as  of  thy  sbrifte,     ' 
Thou  hast  fuTl  pardon,  and  foryiftc,' 
.Foryete  it  thou,  and  so  will  I. 

My  holyfather  graunt  mdrcy 
Suod  I  to  bym,  and  to  tbe  (^uent 
I  fil]  on  knees  vpon  the  grene. 
And  toke  my  leue  for  to  wende.' 
But  she  that  wolde  make  an  ende, 
As  therto,  wbtche  I  was  most  able, 
equipe-  I  ^  P'^''^  of  bedes  blacke  as  sable 

[  She  toke,  and  hynge  my  necke  abouU. 
Upon  the  gaudees  all  without 
Was  writte  of  golde>pur  reposer. 
Lo  thus  sbe  sayd,  lohan  Gower^ 
Kowe  thou  art  at  last  caste, 
Thus  baue  I  for  thin  ease  caste, 
That  thou  of  loue  no  morę  secbe.    - 
Butmy  will  is,  that  thou  beseche. 
And  pray  hereafter  for  the  pees. 
And  that  thou  make  a  pleyne  relees 
To  loue,  whiche  Uketh  litell  hede 
Of  olde  men  vpon  the  nede, 
Whan  that  the  lustes  ben  awey. 
For  thy  to  the  nis  but  o  wey, 
In  whiche  let  reason  be  thy  guyde. 
For  be  maie  soone  bym  selfe  misgyde* 
That  seeth  not  the  perill  tofore.         ' 

My  sonne  be  weU  ware  therfore. 
And  kepe  tbe  sentence  of  my  lore. 
And  tarie  thoa  in  my  courte  no  morę : 
But  go  there  vertue  morall  dwelleth : 
There  ben  thy  bokes,  as  men  telletb, 
Whiche  of  longe  tsrme  thou  hastę  writte. 

For  tbis  I  do  the  weUe  to  witte, 
If  thou  tbyn  hele  wilt  pnrchace, 
Thou  might  not  make  sute  and  chacer 
Where  tłiat  tbe  gamę  is  not  prouable^ 

It  were  a  tbynge  ynreasonable, 
A  man  to  be  so  ouersaie. 
For  thy  Uke  hede  of  that  I  saie. 
For  in  the  ławę  of  my  commune 
We  be  nought  shape  to  commune 
Thy  selfe  and  I  neuer  after  this. 
Nowe  baue  I  seyde  all  that  there  it 
Of  loue,  as  for  thy  finall  ende, 
Adeu,  for  1  mote  fro  the  wende. 
And  grete  well  Chaucer,  whan  ye  metę, 
As  my  disciple  and  my  poetę. 
For  in  the  floures  of  his  youth, 
In  sondrie  wise,  as  he  well  couth 
Of  ditees,  and  of  songes  glade, 
The  whiche  he  for  my  sake  made^ 
'  Thelonde  folfilled  is  ouer  all, 
Wherof  to  hym  in  speciall 
Aboue  all  other  C  am  most  hoWe- 
For  thy  nowe  in  his  daies  olde 
Thou  shalt  hym  tell  this  message, 
That  he  rpon  his  later  aere, 
To  sette  an  ende  of  all  his  werke, 
As  hę  whiche  it  myn  owne  clerks^ 
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Do  make  bis  testament  of  loue, 
As  t|ioa  hast  done  thy  sbrifte  aboue» 
So  that  my  eourte  it  maie  recorde. 

Madame,  I  can  me  well  accorde, 
(Suod  I)  to  telle  as  ye  me  bid. 
And  witb  that  worde  it  >o  betid 
Oot  of  iłgbt  all  sodeyuly, 
Enclosed  in  a  sterred  skie, 
Yenus,  whiche  is  the  ąuene  of  loue^ 
Was  take  in  to  hir  place  aboue. 
Morę  wist  1  not  where  she  becam, 
ibid  tbu8  my  leue  of  hir  I  nam. 

And  forth  witb  al  thkt  same  tide 
Her  preest,  wbicbe  wolde  not  abide^ 
Or  me  be  lefe,  or  me  be  lothe. 
Out  of  my  sight  ibrth  be  gotb. 
And  I  was  lefte  witbouten  faeipe, 
So  wist  I  not  wberof  to  yelpe, 
But  that  onely  I  had  lorę 
My  tyme,  and  was  sorie  therfoT«. 

And  tbtts  bewhaped  in  my  tboagbt, 
W  han  all  was  tourned  i  o  to  noaghtp 
I  stoed  amased  Ibr  a  wbile. 
And  in  my  seiłe  I  ean  to  smile, 
Thynkende  ^pon  tbe  bedes  blake, 
And  howe  tbei  were  me  betake. 
For  tbat  I  sfankle  bid  and  praie: 
And  wban  1  sawe  nonę  other  waie. 
Bat  onelie  tbat  1  was  refused. 
Unio  tbe  life,  whiche  I  had  vśed 
I  thoaght  neoer  torne  ageyne. 
And  in  tbis  wise  sotb  to  seyne 
Homwarde  a  softe  pas  I  went, 
Where  that  witb  all  myn  hole  entent^ 
Upon  tbe  point  that  I  am  sbriue,  ^ 

I  thinke  bidę,  while  I  liue. 

Parce  precor  Christe,  popolos  quo  gandeat  iste 
Anglia  ne  triste  snbeat,  rex  summe  resiste 
Corrige  qu08que  status  fragiles,  absolue  reatus: 
Vnde  deo  gratus  yi^t  locus  iste  beatus. 

Hb  whiche  within  daies  scuen, 
Tbis  laige  worlde,  forth  witb  tbe  heuen» 
Of  his  etemall  prouidence, 
Hath  madę,  and  thilke  iutelligence 
In  mans  soule  reasonable 
Hath  shape  to  be  ^rdurable: 
Wberof  tbe  man  of  his  feture 
Aboue  all  erthly  creature 
After  the  soule  is  immortall. 
To  thilke  lorde  id  speciall, 
A»  he  whiche  is  of  all  thynges, 
The  creatour,  and  of  the  kynges 
Hath  the  fortunes  ypon  hondę, 
His  grrace  and  mercy  for  to  fonde, 
Upon  my  bare  knees  I  praie, 
That  he  tbis  londe  in  siker  waie: 
Will  sette  vpon  good  gouemance. 
For  if  men  take  in  remembrance, 
W  bat  is  to  liue  in  vnitee, 
There  is  no  state  in  bis  degree, 
That  ne  ought  to  desire  pes, 
Witboote  whiche  it  is  no  Jes 
To  seche  and  loke  in  to  tbe  iaste, 
Tbere  maie  no  worldes  ioye  last. 

Pyrstt  for  to  loke  tbe  clergie. 
Hem  pught  well  to  iustifie 
Thyng,  whiehe  belongeth  to  their  cure, 
As  for  to  praie,  and  to  procurs 
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Our  pees,  towarde  the  heuen  abouci 
And  eke  to  set  rest  and  loue 
Amonge  ts  on  tbis  erthe  berę. 
For  if  thei  wrougbt  in  tbis  n^anere 
After  the  rule  of  cbaritee, 
I  hope  tbat  men  shulden  see 
Tbis  londe  amende:  and  ouer  tbis 
To  seche  and  loke  bowe  that  it  is 
Toncbeiide  of  tbe  cbiualrie, 
Whiche  for  to  loke  in  some  partie 
Is  worthie  for  to  be  commended, 
And  in  some  parte  to  be  amended^ 
Tbat  of  ber  large  retenue 
Tbe  londe  is  fuli  of  mayntenue^ 
Wbicbe  causeth  that  tbe  commune  right^ 
In  fewe  countreis  stont  ypright. 

£xtorcion,  contecke,  rauine 
Witb  hoMe  ben  of  tbat  couine. 
All  daie  men  here  great  compleinty 
Of  the  disease^  of  the  constreint, 
Wberof  tbe  people  is  sore  oppressed, 
God  graunt  it  mote  be  redressed. 
For  of  knigfathode  thordre  wolde, 
Tbat  thei  defende  and  kepe  sholde 
The  common  right,  and  the  franchise 
Of  holy  churche  in  all  wise : 
So  tbat  no  wicked  man  it  dere. 
And  therof  serueth  sbelde  and  spere. 
Bat  for  it  gotb  nowe  other  waie, 
Our  grace  gotb  the  morę  aweie. 

And  for  to  loken  ouermore 
Wberof  the  people  plainen  sore 
Towarde  tbe  lawes  of  our  londe. 
Men  sein  tbat  trouth  hath  broke  bis  bonde. 
And  witb  brocage  is  gone  aweie, 
So  that  no  man  see  tbe  weie, 
Where  for  to  fyode  rigbtwisenesse. 

And  if  men  seke  sikernesse, 
Upon  the  lucre  of  marchandie, 
Compassement  and  trecherie 
Of  singuler  proflte  to  winne. 
Men  sayne  is  cause  of  mocbell  sinne* 
And  namdy  of  diuision, 
Whiche  many  a  noble  worthie  towne 
Fro  welth,  and  fro  prosperitee 
Hath  brought  to  great  aduersitee. 
So  were  it  good  to  be  all  one. 
For  mocbell  grace  thenrpony 
Unto  the  citees  sbulde  fali, 
Wbicbe  might  auaile  to  vs  all, 
if  these  estates  amended  were, 
So  that  tbe  vertoes  stoden  there. 
And  that  the  vices  were  aweie. 
Me  thynketh  I  durste  tban  8eie« 
Tbis  londes  grace  sbulde  arise, 
fiut  yet  to  loke  in  otherwise, 
There  is  astate,  as  ye  shall  here 
Aboue  all  other  on  erthe  here, 
Whiche  hath  the  londe  in  his  balance. 
To  bym  belongeth  tbe  ligeance 
Of  clerke,  of  knigbt,  of  man  of  Uwe, 
Under  his  hondę  is  all  forthdrawe 
The  marchant  and  tbe  laborer, 
So  stant  it  all  in  his  power 
Or  for  to  spille,  or  for  to  saue. 
But  though  that  be  suche  power  haue. 
And  tbat  bis  mightes  ben  so  large, 
He  hnth  hem  nougbt  withoaten  charge. 
To  whiche  that  euery  kynge  is  swore. 
So  were  it  good«  that  he  tberfora 


/ 


\ 


*274 

Fint  vnto  rigktYnsenos  entende, 
Wherof  that  he  hym  telfe  amende 
Towarde  his  gody  and  leue  vioe, 
Whiche  is  tbe  chiefe  of  bis  offlce. 
And  after  all  Łbe  remenant 
fie  sball  vpon  bis  couenant 
6ou«rne,  and  lede  in  suche  a  wite, 
So  that  tbere  be  no  tyiannise* 
Wherof  that  he  his  people  greae: 
Or  elles  maie  he  nought  acheae. 
That  longeth  to  bis  regalie. 
For  if  a  kynge  will  iustifie 
His  londe,  and  hem  that  ben  withłn> 
Firstat  hym  selfe  he  motbcgin 
To  kepe  and  rule  his  owne  estate^ 
That  in  hym  selfe  be  no  debatę 
Towarde  his  god :  for  otherwise 
Ther  maie  nonę  erthły  kynge  soffise 
Of  his  kyngdome  tbe  folke  to  lede, 
But  he  the  kynge  of  heuen  drede. 
For  what  kyuge  sette  hym  ypon  pride. 
And  takth  his  lust  on  euery  side. 
And  will  not  go  the  right  wćie, 
Thougb  god  bis  grace  cast  aweie 
No  wonder  is,  for  at  last 
He  shall  well  witte,  it  maie  not  Fast 
Tbe  pompę  whicbe  he  secfaeth  here. 
But  what  kynge  that  with  humble  chere 
After  tbe  lawę  of  god  escbeweth 
The  yices  and  the  yertoes  seweth : 
His  grace  shall  not  be  safRsant 
To  gouerne  all  tbe  remenant, 
Wbiche  longeth  vnto  bis  duetee: 
So  that  in  his  prosperitee 
The  people  shall  not  be  oppressed, 
Wherof  his  name  shall  be  blessed 
For  euer :  and  be  memorialle. 


Hic  in  fine  recapitulat  tnper  hoc,  quod  in  principio 
libri  promisit  se  in  amoris  causa  specialius  trac> 
taturum,  condudit  enim,  qQod  omnts  amoris  de- 
lectacio  extra  eharitatem  nihil  est,  quł  manet  in 
'charitate,  in  deo  manet. 

.  And  nowe  to  speke  as  in  finalle, 
Touchende  that  I  vndertoke, 
In  englyssbe  for  to  make  a  boke, 
Wbifibę  stant  betwene  emest  ajod  gamje^ 
fhaue  it  madę,  as  tbitke  same, 
Wbiche  aske  fbr  to  be  excused. 
And  that  my  boke  be  not  refused 
Of  lered  meuj-whan  thei  it  see 
For  lacke  of  curiositee 
For  thilke  schole  of  eloquence 
Belongeth  not  to  my  science, 
Upon  tbe  formę  of  Rhetorike 
My  wordes  for  to  peinte  and  pikę, 
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i  As  Tullius  somtyme  wrote^ 
But  this  I  knowe,  and  tbis  1  wote^ 
That  1  haue  done  my  trewe  peyne, 
With  rude  wordes,  and  with  pleyne        / 
In.  all  tbat  euer  I  couthe  and  might;» 
This  boke  to  write,  as  I  behight 
So  as  sikenes  it  suffer  wolde. 
And  also  for  my  daies  olde 
That  I  am  feble  and  impotente» 
I  wote  not  howe  tbe  workle  is  wentę: 
So  pray  1  to  my  lordes  all, 
Now  in  min  age,  howe  so  befalle, 
That  I  mot  stonden  in  their  grace. 
For  tboiigh  me  lacke  to  purchace 
Her  worUiie  thonke,  as  by  deserte^ 
Yet  tbe  simplesse  of  my  pouerte 
Desyreth  for  to  do  plesance 
To  hem,  Tnder  whose  gouemance 
I  hope  siker  to  abide. 
But  nowe  vpon  my  last  tide 
That  I  tbis  boke  haue  madę  and  writte. 
My  muse  dothe  me  for  to  witte. 
And  saytb,  it  shall  be  for  my  beste, 
Fro  tbis  daie  fortb  to  take  reste, 
That  I  no  morę  of  loue  make, 
Wbiche  many  a  herte  batb  onertake> 
And  ouertomed  as  the  blynde 
Ffoj2Btfsoa.in  to  lawę  ofjcjpodc* 
Where  as  tbe  wisdome  goeth  aweie> 
And  can  not  see  tbe  right  weie, 
Howe  to  gouerne  bis  owne  estate  i 
But  euery  daie  stant  in  debatę 
Within  him  selfe,  and  can  not  lene* 

And  thos  for  thy  my  finall  leoe 
I  take  nowe  for  euermore 
With  out  makynge  any  morę 
Of  loue,  and  of  his  deadly  hel^ 
Wbiche  no  phisicien  can  hele. 
For  his  naturę  is  so  diuers, 
That  it  batb  euer  some  trauers, 
Or  of  to  muchę,  or  of  to  lite, 
That  plainly  maie  no  man  delite: 
But  if  him  faile  or  that  or  this. 
But  thilke  loue,  wbiche  tbat  is 
Within  a  mannes  herte  affirmed. 
And  stante  of  charitee  conflrmed: 
Suche  loue  is  goodly  for  to  haue, 
Suche  loue  maie  the  body  saue. 
Suche  loue  maie  the  sowie  amende, 
The  highe  god  suebe  loue  ts  sende 
Forthwitb  the  remenaunt  of  grace, 
So  that  aboue  in  thilke  plaee, 
Where  reateth  loue,  and  all  peeS;^ 
Our  ioye  maie  be  endelees. 
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8al?e  plus  deeies  qiiot  snnt  momenta  dieram, 
Quot  generom  tpecies,  quot  res  quot  AonuDa  reniiD> 
Siiot  pnti  flores,  qiiot  rant  in  orbe.cblores, 
fiuot  pitcety  quot  ave8,  qQot  sunt  in  eqnore  nanea, 
finot  Yolucrum  pennae,  qaol  sunt  tonnenta  Gehenns/ 
Suot  CcbW  stellft,  quot  rant  in  oibe  puellc, 
fiuot  sancti  Rom9,  quot  rant  miracnJa  TbomSi 
fiuot  rant  Firtutes,  tot  Tobit  mitto  salutot. 
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LIFE  OF  JOHN  SKELTON. 


BY  MR,  CHALMERS. 


1  HIS  eccentric  satyrist^  descended  firom  ao  ancisnt  family  in  Cumberland,  was  bom 

£rds  the  latter  part  of  the  fifteenth  cen  tary,  and  appears  to  have  studied  in  both 
a^ties.  Wood  daims  him  for  Oxford,  although  without  conceiving  that  he  was  a 
m  boDourable  addition  to  bis  ]bt  of  worthies,  Tbe  late  Mr.  Cole,  in  his  collections 
k  tbe  Atbenae  Cantabrigienses,  is  of  opinion  that  he  belongs  to  Cambridge,  partly 
kaasebe  alludes  to  his  being  curafe  of  Trompington  in  loO^i  and  mentions  SwaiFam 

ei  Sobam,  two  towns  in  Cambridgeshire,  and  partly  because  there  occurs  the  name 
one  ScheUonj  M.  A.  of  Cambridge  in  the  year  1484^  On  the  other  band,  Wood 
Mooshim  of  Oxfprd,  from  the  authority  of  Bale  in  a  MS.  in  the  Bodleian  library: 
iMi  in  tbe  prefaoe  of  Caxton*s  Transl^tion  of  the  iEneids  he  is  said  to  have  been  **  latelj 
iDnted  poet  lauieate  m  the  unyversite  of  Oxenforde,"  and  to  have  been  the  translator 
«f  sofflc  of  the  Latm  classics. 

Thb  biureatship,  however,  it  must  be  ob!»erved,  was  not  the  office  now  known  ar 
Frtainmg  to  the  court,  but  was  a  degree  conferred  at  the  university.  Churchyard,  in 
tte  poem  prefaced  to  Skelton's  works,  says 

Skelton  wore  the  lawrell  wreatb, 
And  past  in  schoels  ye  knoe. 

lUshoDoar  appears  to  have  been  conferred  on  him  abóut  the  year  1489,  ^^^  ifouf 
rwas  tbe  Schelton  discovered  by  Mr.  Cole>  he  had  now  left  Cambridge  for  Ox« 
i  bot  Mr.  Malone  says  that,  a  few  years  after  this,  he  was  permitted  to  wear  tha 
publicly  at  Cambridge,  and  had  been  previously  honoured  by  Henry  VII.  with 
^^  to  wear  eitber  some  peculiar  dress,  or  sóme  additional  ornament  in  his  ordinary 
^P^*    In  addition  to  this,  it  may  be  inferred  from  the  titles  of  some  of  his  worka 
pt  be  was  poet  laareate  to  kiog  Henry  YIIL;  but  Mr.  Malone  has  not  been  able  tą 


«  9e«  tk«  editor*!  preftice  to  the  edition  of  1736.  C. 
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discover  whether  he  received  nny  salary  in  consequeace  of  this  oifice^.  The  origia  d 
(fae  royal  laureat  b  somewliat  obscure.  According  to  Mr.  Waiton  he  was  otńy  i 
graduated  rhetorician  employed  in  the  senrice  of  tbe  king,  and  all  his  productions  wen 
in  Latin,  until  the  time  of  the  Reformation,  which,  among  other  advantages,  opened  thi 
way  to  the  cuhivation  of  the  Engiish  tongue. 

In  the  page  wbere  Skelton  mentrons  his  being  curate  of  Trompington,  fae  informs  v 
that  be  was  at  tlie  ^me  time  (1507)  rector  of  Diss  in  Norfolk,  and  probablj  had  heU 
this  living  long  befofe.  Tradition  informs  us  that  his  freąuent  buffooneries  in  the  palpi 
exc]ted  generał  censore.  Of  what  naturę  those  bufiiKMieries  were  we  cannot  now  de- 
fermine,  but  it  is  certain  that  at  a  much  later  period  the  ][>ulpit  was  freąuently  debaseii 
by  irreverent  allusions  and  personal  scurrilities.  There  appear  to  have  been  thr» 
subjccts  at  wbich  Skelton  delighted  to  aun  his  satire;  these  were  the  mendicant  firiarą 
Lilly  the  grammarian,  and  cardinal  Wolsey.  From  what  wefind  in  hisworks,  h&treat' 
ment  of  these  subjects  was  coarse  enougb  in  style,  and  perbaps  illiberal  in  sentimen^ 
and  there  is  some  reason  to  think  that  he  did  not  presenre  a  due  reverence  for  the  fonni 
and  pomp  of  the  establbhed  religion,  wfaich  abeve  all  other  fkults  wonld  naturally  tend 
to  bring  him  uito  disgrace  and  danger.  Those  who  felt  his  satire  would  be  glad  tfl 
excite  a  clamour  against  his  impiety ;  and  it  must  be  allowed  that  the  vices  of  his  ageare 
freąuently  represented  in  such  indelicate  language,  as  to  fumi^  his  enemies  with  tbe  vci] 
plausible  reproacb,  that  he  was  not  one  of  those  reformers  who  begin  with  tfaemselve9b 

But  although  we  can  now  ha?e  very  little  sympathy  with  the  injured  feelingsof  th« 
begging  friars,  it  is  not  improbable  that  some  of  bis  poems  or  ballads  migfat  veiy  jnstlj 
rouse  the  vigilance  of  his  diocesan,  the  bisbop  of  Norwich,  who,  Mr.  Warton  tlunks,  m» 
{»ended  him  from  his  functions.  Antbony  Wood  asserts  that  he  was  punisfaed  by  tłu 
bishop  for  **  baving  been  guilty  of  certain  critnes  as  most  poeta  are/'  According  to 
Fuller,  tbe  '*  crime  ofmost  poeta"  in  $kelton's  case  was  his  keeping  of  a  concnbiDe,  whid 
yet  was  at  that  time  a  less  crime  in  a  clergyman  than  m^age.  Skelton,  on  his  death-* 
bed,  declared  that  be  conscientiously  considered  his  concubine  as  bis  wife,  but  was  aiiaid 
to  own  ber  in  that  light;  and  from  this  confessron  and  the  occasionał  liberties  he  bas 
taken  with  his  pen  in  lashing  the  vic  ?s  of  the  clergy,  it  is  not  improbable  that  he  had 
imbibed  some  of  the  principles  of  the  Reformation,  but  had  not  the  courage  to  aTOW 
tfaem  unless  under  the  mask  of  such  satire  as  might  pass  without  judidal  censure. 

With  respect,  however,  to  Wolsey,  his  prudence  appears  to  have  deserted  him,  as  fae 
felt  bold  enougb  to  stigmatlze  tbe  personal  character  of  that  statesman,  then  in  tbe 
pleuitude  of  his  power«  Whether* such  attacks  were  madę  in  any  smali  poems  or  ballads, 
ór  only  in  his  poem  of  Why  come  ye  not  to  Court?  b  not  certain;  but  the  latter  doei 
not  appear  to  haVe  been  priuted  until  15^5,  and  was  too  long  to  have  been  easily  drett" 
lated  in  manuscript  Wolsey,  however,  by  some  means  or  other,  dbcovered  tbe  abuse 
and  the  author,  and  ordered  him  to  be  apprehended.  Skelton  took  refuge  iu  tfac 
tfanctuary  of  Westminster  abbey,  wheie  the  abbot  IsUp  afforded  hun  protection  until  hi 
deatb,  which  took  place  June  21,  1529,  not  long  before  the  downfall  of  hb  illustriom 
prosecutor.    He  was  interred  in  St.  Margarefs  church-yard,  with  the  inscription 

L  Sceltonus  Vates  Fierhu  kk  situs  est. 

•  Malone's  Life  of  Dryden,  yol.  i.  p.  83.  where  the  reader  will  fiod  a  Tery  uteful  appeadis  t»  Mr. 
Wartoii'»  dMC0T«ii«fl  Qn  tha  oature  of  the  offica  of  laureat.  C. 
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appean  to  bave  been  a  norę  considerable  personag^,  at  one  time  at  least, 
Bian  his  contemporaries  would  have  us  to  believe.  It  b  certain  that  he  was  esteemed  a 
icholar^  and  tliat  his  classical  learning  recommended  him  to  the  office  of  tutor  to 
prince  Henry,  afterwards  king  Henry  YIII.  wbo,  at  his-  accessioo,  madę  bim  royal 
Dnitor>  an  office  bo  calkd  by  himself,  the  natarć  of  which  is  doubtful>  unless  it  wat 
blended  with  that  of  laureat.  As  to  his  generał  reputation^  Elrasinus  m  a  letter  to 
Beory  VIU.  styks  him  BritaDnścanim  literarum  decus  et  lumen,  a  character  which 
inust  haTe  eitfaer  been  inferred  from  ćommon  opinion,  or  derived  fri>m  personal  know* 
ledge.  Whatever  provocation  he  gaye  to  the  clergy,  he  was  not  without  patrons  who 
»verlooked  bis  errours  and  extravagancies  for  the  sake  of  his  genius;  and  during  the 
reign  of  Henry  VIL  he  had  the  enyiable  distinction  of  being  ahnost  the  only  professed 
poet  of  the  age.  Henry  Algemon  Percy,  fifth  earl  of  Northumberland,  one  of  the  very 
few  patrons  of  leamed  men  and  artistś  at  that  time,  appears  to  have  entertained  a  high 
pegard  for  our  author.  In  a  coUection  of  poems  magnaficently  engrossed  on  vellum. 
tar  the.  use  of  tfais  nobleman,  is  an  elegy  on  the  death  of  the  earFs  father  written  by 
SSkeltoii.  Thb  volume  is  now  in  the  British  Museum;  but  the  elegy  may  be  seen  in 
Skekofi's  works,  and  in  Dr,  Percy'8  Relics. 

Whcn  a  iavoQri(e  author  betrays  grossness  and  indecency,  it  is  usual  to  inquire  how 
mmtsk  of  ttiis  is  his  own,  and  how  much  may  be  referred  to  the  licentiousness  of  his  age  7 
Warton  obsenres  that  it  is  in  vain  to  apologize  for  the  coarseneas,  obscenity,  and  scurr 
rility  of  Skelton,  by  saying  that  his  poetry  is  tinctured  with  the  manners  of  his  age,  ancK 
adds  that  Skelton  would  have  been  a  writer  witliout  decorum  at  any  period.  This 
dedsioD,  bowever,  is  not  morę  justly  passed  on  Skelton  than  it  ought  to  be  on  others  in 
thb  GoHection  whom  it  bas  been  the  fashion  to  yindicate  by  an  appeal  to  the  manners  of 
iit&r  age.  The  manners  of  no  age  ean  apologize  for  the  licentiousness  of  the  writer 
who  descends  to  copy  them.  Theie  are  always  enough  in  an  age  that  bas  a  court,  a 
deigy,  aad  a  people,  to  snpport  the  dignity  of  virtae  and  to  assert  the  respect  due  to 
nubiic  decency.  If  we  knew  morę  minutely  of  the  manners  of  our  country  in  those  re^ 
mote  periodsy  it  would  probably  be  found  that  licdntioasness  bas  upon  the  whole  been 
aiore  discouraged  than  patronised  by  the  public  Yoice. 

Althougb  it  b  iu^ssible  to  lessen  the  censure  which  Skelton  Incurred  among  his 
contemporaiies,  and  immediate  soccessors,  it  is  but  lair  to  say  that  hb  indęlicacies  are 
of  no  yeiy  8eductive  kind ;  that  they  are  obscured  by  cant  words  and  phrases  no  longer 
iBtelligible,  or  ml^ligible  bot  to  few ;  and  that  the  removal  of  them  b  a  mattcr  of  less 
troabłe  and  less  injury  to  tlie  collection  than  his  biographers,  who  have  copied  one 
aoother,  would  msinuate.  As  to  hb  poetry,  Mr.  WaTton's  character  may  in  generał  be 
fbllowed  with  safety,  and  ought  to  bje  preservf&(}  with  the  respect  due  to  so  exceUent  a 
ciitic. 

^  Skelton's  characteristic  vem  of  humour  b  capricious  and  grotesąue.  If  hb  whim<F 
acal  extravagancie8  erer  mpve  our  laughter,  at  the  same  tijąe  they  shock  our  sensibillty. 
His  festive  lenties  are  not  only  vu]gar  and  indelicatc,  but  frequently  want  truth  and 
piopriety.  Hb  subjects  are  often  as  ridiculons  as  hb  metre ;  but  he  sometmtes  debases 
hb  matter  by  hb  yersification.  On  the  whole^  hb  genius  seems  better  suited  to  Iow 
barle9qoe^  than  to  liberał  and  manly  satire,  It  b  supposed  by  Caxton,  that  he  im^ 
piOTed  oor  language;  bot  he  sometimes  affects  obscurity,  and  sometimes  adopts  the 
ipost  Aiiiiliar  phraaeology  of  the  common  people  \*'    After  quoting  some  Unes  frpiff 


f  YfuUm^B  Hiit.  of  Poetry,  vol.  ii.  p.  342,    C, 
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the  Boke  of  Golin  Cloute,  Mr.  Warton  remarks  that  these  are  in  tbe  best  manner  of 
his  petty  measure,  whicli  is  madę  stiil  morę  disgusting  by  the  repetition  of  the  rhymes; 
but  allows  that  in  the  poem  called  The  Bouge  of  Court,  .or  the  Rewards  6f  a'Court, 
the  author,  by  '*  adopting  the  morę  grave  and  stately  moTement  of  the  seTen-lined 
śtanza,  has  shown  himself  not  always  incapable  of  eihibiting  allegorical  imagery  witb 
spirit  and  dignity/^ 

Skelton,  however;  is  vćry  unćqiial,  although  hiś  natural  bias,  and  what  he  seems  most 
anxious  to  reveft  to,  is  comic  bufFoonery.  That  the  author  of  the  Prayers  to  the 
Triiiity,  and  the  lines  On  the  death  of  lord  Percie,  could  have  written  the  Tunning  oł 
Elinoiff  Rummuig,  is  almost  incredible.  His  multiplied  repetition  of  rhymes,  arbitrary 
abbreviations  of  the  verse,  cant  expressions,  bard  and  śounding  words  newly  coined, 
and  patches  of  Latin  and  French,  Warton  supposes  to  be  pecutiar,  tfaougłi  not  ex- 
clusively  to  our  author;  but  bis  new-coined  words  and  Latin  and  French  phrases  occur 
so  oflen,  that  other  critics  appear  to  have  been  tóo  hasty  in  asserting  that  he  wrotc  only 
for  the  raob.  There  is  óccasionally  riiućh  sound  sense,  and,  it  is  to  be  feared,  much  jiist 
satire  on  the  ćonduct  6f  the  clergy,  which  we  know  was  such  as  to  justify  the  plander 
of  the  church  by  Henry  YHI.  in  the  eyes  of  the  people  at  large.  As  a  poet,  howeTcr, 
Skeltón  contfibutćd  tery  little  to  the  impróvćment  of  the  poetical  style,  and  seems 
often  morę  disposed  to  render  versification  ridiculous.  His  vein  uf  humonr  is 
copious  and  original,  and  had  it  bifeen  directed  to  subjects  of  legitimate  satire,  and 
regulated  by  some  degreć  of  taste,  he  might  have  been  thought  morę  worthy  of  a  place 
in  a  coUection  of  English  poets,  and  morę  credit  would  bave  been  given  to  what  be  in- 
sinuates,  that  he  was  dislflccd  and  reviled  for  having  honestły,  though  bluntly,  €xposed 
the  reigning  follies  of  his  day.  Mrs.  Cooper  calls  hini,  with  some  degree  of  tralb, 
"  the  r^storer  of  invention  m  English  poetry ;"  and  by  Bfadshaw,  a  very  ińdifferent  poct 
of  the  fifteenthcentury,  he  is  complimented  as  the  inventive  Skelton. 

His  works  bave  hitherto  been  ushered  into  the  World  without  much  care.  It  yct  re- 
mains  to  explain|  his  obscurities,  translate  his  Tulgarislbs,  and  point  his  verses.  Tlie  task 
would  re<|uire  much  time  and  labour,  with  perhaps  ńo  very  inviting  prospect  of  recom* 
pense.  Besides  the  works  now  before  the  readćr,  Mr.  Ritson^  has  given  a  list  of  pieces, 
the  most  of  which  arć  easily  accessible,  and  might  have  been  added  to  the  present 
collection  had  they  appeared  to  throw  any  important  light  on  the  character  of  the 
author,  or  of  his  age.  fiut  Mr.  Ritson  thinks  it  utterly  incredible  that  1'  the  Nigra- 
aiansir/^  described  by  Warton,  as  printed  by  Wynken  de  Wordc,  in  1504,  ever  existed. 

5  In  hit  BibliogriŁphia  Poetica,  p.  102^.    C. 
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T        . 

J-  HS  folloYiDg  poems  haviDg  been  lately  recovered  from  the  obscurity  in  which  they  had  tbe  hit 
lobe  conccaled  for  many  yeara,  the  editor,  iostead  of  introducing  them  to  the  public,  with  a  pane- 
gync  on  their  author,  thinks  it  a  morę  modest  proceeding,  to  leaTe  the  judgment  of  his  merit,  as  a 
poet,  to  thoce  who  have  this  opportunity  of  reading  his  productioos;  but  as  some  accoiint  of  his  lifSi 
Bay  poKibly  be  expected  on  this  occasion,  it  was  thought  proper  to  coUect  the  foUowing  particulars* 
M  that  sabject,  from  tbe  Athenae  Oxonieiises  bf  Mr.  Wood,  who  relates  them  iA  this  manner. 

John  Śkelton,  tbe  eminęnt  poet  of  his  time,  was  originally,  if  not  nearly,  descended  from  the  Skel* 
tons  of  Cumberland  ;  and  baving  been  educated  at  the  uni^ersity  of  Oxford,  became  highly  renowned 
u&ODginen,  for  his  poetry  and  philosophy.  Afterwards,  taking  holy  orders,  he  was  madę  rector  of  Dyssc 
m  KoHblk,  wfaere,  and  in  the  diocess,  he  was  esteemed  morę  fit  for  tbe  stage,  than  the  pew  or  pulpit. 
^«reader  is  now  to  know,  that  one  John  Skelton  was  madę  vicar  of  Dultyng  in  the  diocess  of  Bath  and 
^ełłsjanno  1512,  upori  tbe  promotion  of  Hugh  Ynge  to  the  see  of  Meath  in  Ireland;  where  having 
^tinoed  some  years  without  a  degree  (as  some  cbancellors,  nrchdeacons,  nay  priors,  abbąts,  and 
^BB,  have8o  dooe  in  their  respectiye  times  and  places)  did  retire  to  Oxon,  study  there  with  leave 
<«>m  his  diocesan,  and  in  July  1518,  (10.  Hen.  VIII.)  was  admitted  to  the  extraordinary  reading  of 
*B7  hook  of  the  decretals,  that  is  to  the  degree  of  bachelor  of  decrees,  which  some  cali  the  canon  law. 
'■^  next  year  I  find  him  to  be  madę  rector  of  Westąuamtoked,  in  the  said  diocess,  by  the  name 
•odtiUe  of  John  Skelton  bachelor  of  decrees,  and,  in  1625,  rector  of  Clotwortley  there.  But  thi* 
lobn  Skelton  I  cannot  take  to  be  the  same  with  him  that  was  the  poet,  and  rector  of  Dysse;  who  hav- 
^i  been  guilty  of  certain  crimes  (as  most  poeis  are)  at  least  not  agreeable  to  the  coat,  fell  under  tbe 
p^^  censure  of  Richard  Nykke,  bishup  of  Norwicb,  his  diocesan  ;  especialiy  for  his  scoffs  and  ill 

B^ge  against  the  monks  and  dominicans,  in  his  writings.  In  which  also,  reflectihg  on  the  actions 
ctnłinal  Wolsey,  he  was  so.  closely  pursutd  by  his  officers,  that  he  was  obliged  to  take  sanctuary 

^estoiniter,  where  be  was  kindly  entertained  by  John  I&Iip  the  abbat,  and  continued  tbere  to  the 
"*«of  his  death.    Erasmus,  in  an  epistie  to  king  Henry  VIII.  stiles  this  poet,  Britannicarum  Litera- 

,    ^Dten  et  Decus,  and  of  the  Uke  opinion  were  many  of  his  time.    Yet  the  generality  saw,  that 

I  vitty  dńcourses  were  biting,  his  langhter  opprobrious  and  scomfu],and  his  jokes  coinmonly  sharp 
**^«<lecting. 

At  iength,  oar  poet  dying  in  his  sanctuary,  was  buried  in  the  chancel  of  the  chuccb  of  St  Maigaret^ 

^n  thecily  of  Westminster  in  1529,  21  Henry  VIII.     Over  his  grave  was  this  inscription  soon 

P^t    Johannes  tikcitonufl  Vates  pierius  bic  «itus  esU    Animam  egit  (ejtcit)  21  Junii  An.  Dom. 


2S2  PREFACE. 

MDaX1X.    Kear  to  his  body  was  afterwmids  buried  an  old  court  poet,  eallad  Thomas  Charch] 
and  not  in  the  churchporch,  as  oertain  old  ihjrmes  tell  you,  beginning  thus : 

Come  Alecto,  and  lend  me  thy  toreb. 
To  find  a  Churchyaid  in  a  chnrch-poreh. 

I  find  another  John  Skelton,  wbo  lired  in  the  time  of  king  Henry  IV.  but  he  was  a  doctor  of  dii 
nity  and  a  dominican,  and  therefbre  I  concei^e  it  the  reason  why  Qaleiia  stileth  this  poet  doctor 
diTinity,  whtch  no  other  author,  beside  himself,  doth.    Another  John  Skelton  I  find,  wbo  wai 
abbat  of  Whitby  in  Yorkshire,  (upon  the  dea^h  of  Thomas  Ęolton)  by  ibe  nrchbiahop  of  Yock. 
Noy.1413. 
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If  sloutb  and  tract  of  time, 

(Tbat  wears  eche  thing  airaj^ 
Should  nut  and  canker  woithy  artes^ 

Good  works  would  soen  decay. 
If  suche  as  present  are. 

For  goeth  tbe  people  past: 
Our  selus  sfaonld  soen  in  silence  ślepe, 

Ąnd  loes  renom  at  last. 
No  soyU  nor  land  so  rude. 

Bat  som  odd  men  can  sboe: 
Than  shoold  ihe  leamed  pas  unknowne, 

Whoes  pen  and  skill  did  floe* 
God  sbeeld  our  slouth  wear  sutch, 

Or  world  so  simple  nowe: 
Tbat  knowledge  scaept  witbout  retnrd, 

Who  sercbęth  yertne  tbrowe 
And  paints  forth  yyce  aright. 
And  blames  abiles  of  men: 
And  sboes  wbat  lief  desarues  rd>ttke9 

And  wbo  tbe  prayes  of  pen. 
You  see  howe  fbrrayn  realms, 

Ąduance  their  poets  all : 
And  oars  are  drowned  in  tbe  dust, 

f>r  flong  against  tbe  walL 
In  Fraunce  did  Marrot  raigne. 

And  netghbour  tbear  vnto 
Was  Petrark,  marcbing  fuli  with  Dantte : 

Who  erst  did  wonders  do 
Among  tbe  noble  Grekes, 

Was  Homere  fuU  of  skill: 
And  where  tbat  Ouid  norisht  w»s, 

The  soyU  did  florish  still 
With  letters  bie  of  style: 

Bat  yiigill  wan  tbe  fraes, 
Aod  past  tbem  all  lor  deep  engyen. 

And  madę  tbem  all  to  gaes 
Upon  tbe  bookes  be  madę  : 

Thas  eche  of  tbem  you  see 
Wan  prayse  and  famę  and  honor  had, 

Eche  one  ią  their  degree. 
I  pray  you  then  my  friendesi 

Dińlaine  not  for  to  vewe 
Tbe  workes  and  sngred  rene§  fine, 

Of  oar  raer  poetes  newe 
Whoes  barborus  language.rued, 

Perbaps  ye  may  mislike. 
Bat  blame  tbem  not  tbat  ruedly  playes 

If  they  tbe  bali  do  strike. 
Nor  skonie  not  motber  tuoge, 

O  babes  of  Englisbe  breed, 
1  haue  of  otber  language  seen. 

And  you  at  fuli  may  reed» 
Finc  rersee  trimly  wrought. 

And  coatcht  in  comly  sort. 
Bat  neuei;  I  nor  you  I  troe, 

In  sentence  pUine  and  sbort, 
Did  yet  beholde  with  eye» 
In  any  forraine  tonge, 
A  higber  Ferse  a  staetly  style, 
Tbat  may  be  read  or  song, 
Tlian  is  this  daye  in  deede 

Oar  Englisbe  yerse  and  rjrme: 
Tbe  grace  wherof  dotb  toach  tbe  gods, 
And  reatch  thecloudes  somtimet 


Tborow  earth  and  waters  deepe, 
The  pen  by  skill  doth  passe : 
And  featly  njrps  tbe  worldes  abase. 

And  sboes  vs  in  a  glasse, 
Tbe  vertu  and  tbe  vice, 
Of  evry  wyght  alyae: 
The  bony  combe  tbat  bee  doth  make, 

Is  not  so  sweete  in  bjrue, 
As  are  tbe  goldeu  leues, 

Tbat  drops  from  poets  head ; 
Whicb  dotb  surmount  our  common  talke 

As  Imrre  as  dros  doth  lead. 
The  flowre  is  sifted  cleane, 

The  bran  is  cast  aside. 
And  so  good  come  is  knowen  from  chaffe. 

And  each  fine  gminę  is  spide. 
Peers  plowman  was  fuli  plaine. 

And  Chausers  spreet  wai  great: 
Earle  Sorry  had  a  goodly  Tayne, 
Lord  Yans  tbe  markę  did  beat. 
And  Phaer  did  hit  tbe  pricke, 
In  thinges  be  did  translate : 
And  Edwards  had  a  special  gift. 

And  diaers  men  of  late, 
Hath  helpt  our  Englisbe  touag, 

Tbe  first  was  baes  and  brute 
Ohe  shall  I  leaue  out  SkelŁons  name, 

The  bloasome  of  my  frute, 
Tbe  tree  wheron  in  deied. 

My  branchis  all  might  groe, 
Nay  Skelton  wore  tbe  lawrell  wreath. 

And  past  in  scboels  ye  knoe, 
A  poet  for  his  arte, 

Whoes  iudgment  suer  was  hie. 
And  had  great  praoties  of  tbe  pen. 

His  works  they  will  not  lie. 
Ęis  terms  to  taunts  did  lean. 
His  talke  was  as  be  wraet: 
Foli  quick  of  witte,  right  sharp  of  words. 

And  skilftil  of  tbe  staet 
Of  reason  riep  and  good, 

'And  to  tbe  baetfull  mynd, 
Tbat  did  disdain  bis  doings  still, 

A  skornar  of  his  kynd. 
Moet  pleasant  euery  way, 

As  poets  ougbt  to  be: 
And  seldom  out  of  princis  grace. 

And  great  with  eche  degre. 
Thus  haue  you  beard  at  fuli, 
What  Skelton  was  in  deed: 
A  further  knowledge  shall  you  haue, 

If  you  bis  bookes  do  reed. 
I  haue  of  meer  good  will, 

Theas  yerses  written  heer: 
To  bonour  yertue  as  I  ougbt. 
And  make  his  iame  apeer, 
Tbat  whan  the  garland  gay, 
Of  lawrel  leaues  but  laet,  ^ 
Smali  is  my  pain,  great  is  his  pni3reS| 
Tbat  thus  sutcb  bonoar  gaet 
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SKELTON  LAURĘ ATE 

ORATORIS   REG  18  TERTIU9. 
A6AINST  YENEMOUS  TONGUE8  EMPOYSONEDWITH 

SCLAUNDER  AND  FALSE  DETRACTJONS, 

tfc. 

ftaid  detur  tibi  aut  qa\d  apponatur  tibi  ad  Hb- 
guam  dolosam  ?     Psalm  C.  ślij. 

Deus  destruet  te,  in  finem  erellet  te,  &  emi- 
grebtt  te  de  taberaaculo  tuo.  &  radjcem  tuam  de 
tenra  viventiam-     Psal.  lxvii. 

A  L  maters  wel  pondred,  and  wel  to  be  regarded 

"^  How  sbutd  a  fali  lyin^  tung  then  be  rewarded 

Soch  tanges  shuld  be  torne  out  by  the  barde  rootes 

HoTuing  like  bogges  tbat  groynis  and  wrotes. 

Dt]exi8ti  omnia  Terba  precipitatiobis  lingua 
doloaa.  vbi.  s.  &c. 

For  as  1  baue  redę  in  yolumes  olde 

A  ials  lyiDfr  tunge  is  harde  to  withholde. 
A  sclaunderóu^  tung6,  a  tunge  of  a  skolde 
.  Worketh  morę  mischiefe  than  can  be  tolde. 
Tbat  if  I  wist  Aot  tO  be  controlde 

Yet  aomwhat  to  say  t  dare  well  be  bolde 
.How  9ome  delite  for  to  lye,  tbycke  and  threfołde. 

Ad  sannam  hominem  redegit  comite  et  gra- 
phić^. 

•  « 

For  ye  said,  tbat  he  said,  tbat  \  said,  wote  ye  ^hat 
I  madę  (he  said)  a  windmill  of  an  olde  mat 

If  there  be  nonę  other  mater  but  thait, 
Than  ye  may  comniaunde  me  to  gentil  Cuk  wat. 

Hic  notat  (purpuraria  iirti»)'  intexta8  liCeras 
Romanas  in  amictibus  post  ambulonum 
antę  et  retro. 

For  before  on  your  breit,  and  behind  on  your 
Ift  Roinain«  latters  I  natter  founda  lack.    [back, 


In  your  crosse  rowe,  nor  Christ  crosscyou  flpede, 
Your  Pater  noster,  your  Aiie,  nor  your  Crede. 

Who  soeuer  that  tale  rnto  you  tolde, 
He  saith  vntruly,  to  say,  that  I  would 

Controlle  the  cognisaonce  of  noble  men : 
Eitber  by  language,  or  with  my  pen. 

Pedagogium  meum  de  snblimiori  Minerua 
Coustat  esse.  ergo.  &c 

My  scole  is  morę  solem,  aud  somwhat  morę  haute 
Than  to  be  founde  in  any  such  fiaute. 

Pedagogium  meum  małe  sanos  maledicos 
(sibulis  conploslsąue  mantibus)  ezplodit. 
lec. 

My  scoles  are  noi  for  rnthriftes  yntauglit. 
For  frantick  faitours  balf  mad,  and  halfstraugbt 

But  my  leaming  is  of  an  other  degree. 
To  taunt  theim  like  liddrous,  lewde  as  thei  bee. 

Laxentergo  antemnam  elationis  sue  inflatam 
▼ento  Tanitatis.  li.  ille.  łkc. 

For  though  some  be  lidder,  and  tist  for  to  rayle, 
Yet  to  lie  vpon  me  they  can  not  preuayle. 

Then  let  them  ^ale  a  bonet  of  their  proud  sayle. 
And  of  tlieir  taonting  toies  rest  with  ii  hayle* 

Nobilitati  ignobilis  cedat  vtilitas.  &c. 

There  is  no  noble  man  wil  iudge  in  me, 

Any  such  foly  to  rest  or  to  be. 
I  care  muc  be  th^  \fSśe  what  euer  they  say. 

For  tunges  yntayde  be  renning  a  stray. 
But  yet  I  may  say  safely,  so  many  wel  lettred 

Embnrudred,  enla&id  togetber,  and  fettred. 
And  so  little  learning,  so  lewdly  aluwed  : 

What  fault  find  ye  herein  but  may  be  auowe^K 
But  ye  are  so  fuli  of  vertibilite,  j 

Aud  of  frenetyke  folabiłite.  ^ 

And  of  melancoly  mutabiiite. 
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That  ye  would  ooarte,  and  enibrce  me. 
Nothing  to  wńte,  but  hay  tb«  gy  of  thre. 
And  1  to  tuffine  you  lewdly  to  ly, 
Of  me,  witb  yoor  laoguage  fali  of  vilany. 

Sicut  noBocla  acuta  fecisti  dolum,  ybi.  8. 

Malicious  tunges,  tbough  tliey  hane  no  bones, 
Are  sharper  then  8w<Mdes,  btardier  then  sConei. 

Legę  philostratnm  de  vita  tyanei  Apollonij. 

Sbarper  then  raysors.  that  shaue  and  cat  tbrotes. 
Morę  stinging  then  łK;orpion9  that  stang  Pba- 
raotig 

Yenennm  aspidum  snb  labiis  eoram.    Ps, 

Horę  veaemou8  and  much  morę  viralent, 
Tbeo  any  poysoned  tode,  or  any  serpent. 

Suid  peregrinis  egemus  exemp1i8,  ad  domea- 
tica  recunramus.  &c.  li.  ille. 

IBuch  tunges  unhappy  hath  madę  great  diuision. 

In  realmei,  in  cities,  by  suche  ials  abusion. 
Of  fals  fickil  tunges,  suche  cloked  collusion. 

Hath  brougbt  nobil  princes  to  extreme  confii- 
sioQ. 

duicquid  loąuantur  yt  effemtnaotur  ita  effimp 
tur.  ftc. 

Boratime  women  were  put  in  great  blame, 
Men  said  they  could  not  thelr  tunges  atame. 

But  men  take  upón  theim  nowe  all  tbe  shame. 
With  skolding  and  slclaundering  make  their 
tungs  lamę. 

Novarum  rerum  cupidissimi.  captatores.  de» 
latores.adu1atores.  inuigUatores^deliratores, 
fict:.  id  genus  li.  ille. 

For  men  be  now  tratlers  and  tellers  of  tales, 

Wbat  tidings  at  Totman,  what  newis  in  Wales? 
What  shippis  are  sailing  to  Scalis  malis 

And  all  18  not  worth  a  couple  of  nut  shalis 
l^ut  lering  and  lurking  here  and  there  like  spies. 

The  devil  terę  their  tunges  and  pikę  out  their 
ies. 
Then  ren  they  with  lesinges,  and  blow  them  about. 

With  he  wrate  such  a  bil  withooten  dout. 
Vrith,  I  can  tel  you  what  such  a  man  said, 

And  you  knew  all,  ye  would  be  ill  apayd. 

Pe  morę  yulpino  gannientes  isid  aurem»  fictas 
fabellas  (abricaut.  li.  ille. 

In  auspicatnm.  małe  ominatum.  infortunatum 
se  fisteatur  babuisse  horoscopum  quiCQDque 
maledixerit  Tati  Pierio.  S.  L.  Ąo. 

But  if  that  I  knewe  what  his  name  hight^ 
For  clatering  of  me,  1  would  bim  sonę  quigbt. 

For  his  folse  lying,  of  that  I  spake  neuer, 
I  could  make  him  sboitly  repent  him  for  euer. 

Although  he  madę  it  neuer  so  tough, 
He  might  be  surę  to  haue  shame  ynough. 

Cerberus  horrendo  baratri  latrando,  sub  an« 
iro.  Te  rodatque  yoret  lingua  dolosa  (pre* 
-  cor.) 

A  fals  double  tunge  is  morę  fiers  and  fell, 
Then  Cerberus  that  cur  couching  in  the  kenel 
ofhel 

Wherof  hereafter^  1  thinke  for  to  write, 
Of  £eiU  double  tunges  in  the  dispite. 

Kecipit  se  scripturum  opus  sancte,  laudabile, 
acceptabile,  memorBbileque,  &  nimis  honorifican- 
dmaom 


Disperdat  dominus  yninersa  labia  dolosa  k  Ita* 
guam  magniloquam. 


Why  were  ye  Calliope, 
embrawdred  with  leCters  of  golde  ? 

8&ełto«  łaureatb  orato.  rbg.  hakkth  tbib 
aumswere.  &c. 

Całuope 
As  ye  may  se 

Regent  is  she 

Of  poetcs  al 
Whicbe  gaue  to  me 
The  high  degre 
Laureat  to  be. 

Of  famę  royall 
Whose  name  enrolde  • 

With  silk  and  golde 
I  dare  be  bolde 

Tbus  for  to  were 
Of  ber  1  holde 
And  ber  housbolde 
Though  1  waxe  olde 

And  somdele  sere 
Yet  is  sbe  fayne 
Yoyde  of  disdayn 
Me  to  retayne 

Her  seruiture. 
With  ber  certaynt 
I  wyli  remayne 
As  my  souerayne 

Most  of  pleasore. 

Maulgre  touz  malheureux. 


ŁATINCH  CARMBN  SBOUITUR. 

Cur  tibi  contexta  est  aurea  Calliope? 

RE9P0NSI0  EJUSDE^   VATI8. 

Cahdida  Calliope  vatum  regina,  coronans 
Pierios  lauro,  radiante  int«xta  sub  auro, 
Hanc  ego  Pierius,  tanto  dignabor  honore 
I^um  mihi  yita  manet,  dum  spiritus  hos  regit  artos 
Suąmquam  conBcior  senio  marce8Coqae  sensim 
Ipse  tamen  gestare  sua  hec  pia  pignora  certo, 
As8en8uque  suo  placidis  parebo  camenis 
Inclita  Calliope  &  semper  mea  maxima  cura  est 

HaBC  Pierius  omni  Spartane  liberiof. 

CALLIOPE. 

Musarum  eKcellenti^sima, 
speciosissima,  formosissima, 
Heroipis  preest  rersibus. 
FINIS. 


Arrectyngb  my  syght  towardc  the  zodiake 

The  signes  xfj.  for  to  beholde  a  fksrc 

Whan  Mars  retrograunt  reuersed  his  backe 

Lorde  of  the  yere  in  his  orbicular 

Put  up  his  sworde,  for  he  coude  make  no  warre 

And  whan  Lucina  plenary  dyd  shyne 

Scorpion  asoendynge  degrees  twyse  njrne. 

In  place  alone,  than  musynge  in  my  thought 
How  all  thing  passeth,  as  doth  the  somer  ilowre 
On  euery  halfe  my  reasons  forthe  I  sought 
Howe  often  fortunę  varyeth  in  an  howre 
Now  clere  wether,  forth  with  a  stormy  showre 
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jUl  thyDg  cómpassed,  no  perpetayte, 
Bat  uowe  in  welthe,  uowe  i  a  aduersyte. 

So  depely  drowned  I  was  ia  thit  dumpe 
Encraumpyshed  so  sore  was  my  conceyte 
Tbat  me  to  rest,  I  lent  me  to  a  stumpe 
Of  an  okei  that  somtyme  grewe  fali  streyghte 
A  myglity  tre  and  of  a  noble  heyght 
Whose  beaute  blasted  was  with  the  boystors  windę 
His  leanes  loste^  the  sappe  was  from  the  rynde. 

Thus  stode  I  in  the  frytthy  forest  of  Galtfts 
£ntowked  with  sylt  of  the  myry  mose 
Where  hartes  bellayng  embosed  with  distrea 
Ran  on  the  raunge  so  longe,  that  I  suppose 
Pewe  men  can  tell  where  the  hynde  calfe  gose. 
Faire  fał  the  fdrster  that  so  wel  can  bite  his  hounde 
But  of  my  purpose  now  turne  we  to  the  groonde. 

Whylis  I  stode  musynge.  in  this  meditacion 
In  slumbryuge  t  fell,  and  halfe  in  a  ślepe 
And  whether  it  wtre  of  ymaginacion 
Or  of  humors  superflue,  that  often  #ill  crepe 
In  to  the  brayne  by  drynkyng  ouer  depe 
Or  it  proceded  of  latali  perewasion 
I  can  nat  tell  you  what  was  the  occaaion* 

But  sodayniy  at  ones  sis  I  me  adoysed 
As  one  in  a  trans  or  in  an  extasy) 
sawe  a  pauylion  wondersly  disguised 
Garnysshed  freshe  after  my  fantasy 
Bnhachyde  with  perle  and  Stones  preciously 
^e  groande  engrosed  and  bet  with  bOUme  gold 
That  passynge  goodly  it  was  to  be  holde 

Within  that  a  princes  excelleute  of  porte 
jftnt  to  recounte  ber  riche  abilyment 
And  what  estates  to  her  dyd  resorte 
Tberto  am  I  fuli  insufTycient 
A  goddesse  immortall  sbe  dyd  represent 
Aa  I  harde  sayie  damę  Pallas  was  her  name 
To  whom  sopplyed  the  royall  ąueoe  of  fiame. 

TBB  QUg]VB  OF  FAHE  TO  OAMB  PALLAS. 

PRIUCES  most  pusant  of  hygh  preeminenoe 
Renowned  lady  aboue  the  sterry  heuyn 
A)l  other  transcendynge  of  yery.congruenee 
Madame  regent  of  the  sciences  senyn 
To  whose  astate  all  noblenesse  most  lenen 
My  snppitcacion  to  you  I  arrecte  \ 

Wberof  I  beseche  you  to  tendre  the  effecte. 

*    Kat  nnremembred  it  is  unto  yonr  grace 
Bowe  ye  gaue  me  a  ryall  commaundement 
That  in  my  courte  Skelton  shuldehaye  a  place 
jftycanse  that  he  his  tyme  studiously  hath  spent 
In  yonr  seruice :  and  to  the  accomplysshembnt 
Of  yonr  request,  regestred  is  his  name 
With  lanreate  triiłmphe  in  the  courte  of  Famę 

But  good  madame  the  accuAome  and  vsage 
Of  auncient  poetes  ye  wote  fali  wele  hath  bene 
Them  selfs  to  embnsy  with  all  thcir  whote  corage 
So  that  tfaeyr  workes  myght  famously  be  sene 
In  fignie  wherof  they  were  the  laurell  grene 
Bot  howe  it  Ir,  Skelton  is  wtrnder  slacke 
And  as  we  dare  we  fynde  in  him  a  lacke. 

For  ne  were  onely  he  hath  your  promócion 
Out  of  my  bokes  ftill  soone  t  shulde  bym  rasę 
But  sithe  he  hath  tasted.  of  the  sugred  pocion 
Of  Hdiconis  well :  refreshed  with  your  grace 
And  wyli  nai  eRdwour  hymsaUe  to  purchaco 


The  fauour  of  ladys  with  wordes  electe 
It  is  syttynge  that  yt  most  hym  oorrecte. 

DAMB  I^ALŁAB  TO  THE  QCB1IB  OF  FAMĘ. 

The  sum  of  your  purpose  as  we  are  aduysed 
Is  that  our  seruaunt  is  somewhat  to  duli 
Wherein  this  answere  for  hym  we  hane  coi». 

prised 
Howe  ryuers  ren  nat  till  the  sprynge  bć  fuli 
Better  a  dumiiie  monthe  thau  a  brayneles  scull 
For  if  he  gloriously  publysshe  his  matter 
Than  men  will  saye  bowe  he  doth-  but  flatter.         ' 

And  if  80  him  fortunę  to  write  tnie  and  plaine 
As  somtyme  he  must  Tices  remorde 
Tban  some  wyli  say  he  hath  but  lytdl  brayne 
Aud  how  his  wordes  with  reasou  will  nat  accorda 
Beware,  for  wrytying  remayneth  of  recorde 
Displease  nat  an  hundked  for  one  mannes  plea* 

surę 
WhD  wryteth  wysely  hath  a  great  treasure. 

Also  to  fumysshć  better  his  excuse 
Ouide  was  banysshed  for  snch  a  skyll^ 
And  many  mo,  whom  I  coude  enduce. 
Juuenal  was  thret  parde  for  to  kyll 
For  certayne  inuectiues:  Yet  wrote  he  nonę  yll 
Sauynge  he  rubbed  some  vpon  the  gali* 
It  was  not  for  hym  to  abyde  the,  tHalL 

In  getferal  wordes  1  say  nat  greatly  na^ 
A  poet  somtyme  may  for  his  pleasure  taunt 
Sfpekyng  in  parables.  howe  the  fox,  the  grey, 
The  gander,  the  goose,  and  the  buge  oliphanl^ 
Went  with  the  pecocke  agaynst  the  fpsaUnt 
The  lesarde  came  łeaping  and  sayd  that  he  must  * 
With  helpe  of  the  ram  Uiy  all  in  the  dust. 

Yet  dyuerse  there  be  industrfonse  of  reason 
Som  what  wdde  gadder  in  their  coniecture 
Of  suche  an  endarkod  chaptre  some  season 
Howe  be  it,  it  were  harde  to  construe  this  lec* 

turo 
Sophisticated  craftely  is  many  a  confbcture 
An  other  mannes  mynde  difibse  is  to  expoundó 
Yet  harde  is  to  make  but  some  fisute  be  fbunde. 

THE  QI7ENE  OF  FAHB  TO  DAItB  PAŁĆA8.  ' 

Madame  with  fauor  of  your  benigne  suffi«unc4 
Unto  yOur  grace  than  make  1  this  motiue 
Wherto  make  ye  me  hym  to  auaance 
Unto  the  rowme  of  laureat  promotyue  ? 
Or  w  berto  shulde  he  haue  the  pfeiogatine 
But  yf  he  had  madę  some  memoriall 
Wherby  he  myght  havea  name  immortall? 

To  passe  the  tyme  In  sloughtfull  ydelnesse 
Of  your  royall  palais  it  is  nat  the  gyse 
But  to  do  somwhat  eche  man  doth  bym  dresse 
For  howe  shulde  Cato  els  be  called  wyse 
But  that  his  bokes,  which  be  dyd  deoyse 
Recorde  the  same  ?  Or  wby  is  had  in  myndó 
Plato,  but  for  tbat  he  lef^  wrytynga  behyndtf' 

For  men  to  loke  on  ?  Aristotille  also 
Of  philosopbers  called  the  principall. 
Olde  Diogines,  with  other  many  mo 
Demostheoes  that  oratonr  royall 
Tbat  gaue  Eschines  suche  a  oordiall 
That  banisshed  was  he  through  his  proposieioir 
Agaynst  whom  he  coude   make   no  contr 
tion. 
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DAMB  PAUAI  to  THB  QUB1IE  OF  f  AMB. 

Soft  my  good  syster,  and  make  there  a  pauses 
And  was  Eschines  rebuked  as  ye  say } 
Remembre  you  wel),  poynt  weil  that  dause 
Wherfore  than  rased  ye  nat  away 
His  name?  Or  why  is  it  I  you  praye, 
That  be  to  yoor  court  is  goyoge  and  commyng 
Sith  be  is  tbas  blamed  for  deimute  of  counnyng } 

THB  QUEHB  OF  FAMĘ  TO  DAMB  PALLAS. 

Madam B  your  appotelle  is  well  inferred 
And  at  your  auauntage  quickely  it  is 
Touched :  and  harde  for  to  be  ban^d 
Yet  shall  I  answere  your  grace  as  in  U^is 
With  your  refoimacjon  if  I  say  amis 
For  but  if  your  bounte  dyd  me  assure 
llyne  argument  ąls  could  nat  longe  endure 

As  toochyn^r  that  Eschines  is  remembred 
That  he  so  shulde  be,  me  semeth  it  fyttynge 
Ali  be  it  great  parte  he  hatji  sunrendred 
Of  his  honour,  whose  dissuasyue  in  wry  ttynge 
To  corage  Demosthenes  was  moche  excitynge 
In  settynge  out  freshely  his  crafty  persuasion 
From  wbiche  Eschines  had  nonę  eoasign 

The  cause  why  Demosthenes  so  lamously  is 
Onely  proceded,  for  that  he  did  ontray      [bruted 
Eschines :  whiche  wasnat  shamefolly  confuted 
But  of  that  faroous  oratour  I  say 
Wbiche  pasSed  al)  other :    wheiłbre  I  may 
Amonge  my  recordcs  suffre  him  named. 
For'though  he  wer  vaoquisbed  yet  was  he  nat 
shamed 

As  Hierome  in  his  preamble  frater  Ambrosius 
From  that  I  haue  sayd  in  no  poynt  dotb  vary 
'Wherin  he  reporteth  of  the  coragious 
Wordes.  that  were  moche  consolatory 
By  Eschines  rehersed,  to  the  great  glory 
Of  Demosthenes,  that  was  his  utter  fo 
Fewe  sbałl  ye  fynde  or  nonę  that  will  do  so. 

DAMB  PALLA!  TO  THB  QUBNB  OF  FAMĘ. 

Ą  THAMKE  to  haue  ye  haue  well  deserued, 
Your  mynde  ye  can  maynteyne  so  apparently 
But  a  great  parte  yet  ye  haue  reserred 
Of  that  must  folow  than  conseąuently 
t>r  ełs  ye  demeane  you  inordinatly 
For  if  ye  laude  hym,  whom  honour  hath  opprest 
Than  he  that  dothe  worst  is  as  good  as  the  best. 

But  wliom  that  ye  farour,  I  se  well  hath  a  name 
Be  he  neuer  so  lytell  of  substaunce 
And  whom  ye  loue  nat,  ye  wyli  put  to  shame 
Ye  counterwey  nat  euynly  your  balaunce 
As  well  foly  as  wysdome  oft  ye  do  auaunce 
For  reporte  ryseth  many  dyuers  wayes 
Somb  be  moche  spoken  of  for  makyng  of  frayes 

Some  haoe  a  name  for  thefte  and  bribery 
Some  be  called  crafty,  that  can  pyke  a  purse 
Some  men  be  miule  of  for  their  mockery 
Som  careful  cokolds,  some  haue  their  wiues  curse 
Som  lamous  witwoldes^  and  they  be.  moche  wurse 
Som  lidderons,  som  losels,  som  naughty  packes 
Som  focers,  som  bracen,  som  make  gret  cracks. 

Some  dronken  dastards  with  their  drye  soules. 
Some  sluggyssha  slooens  that  ślepe  day  and  night 
Ryot  and  Reueli  be  in  your  oourte  roales 


Maintenaunce  and    Miacbefo  tbese  be  men  of 

mygbt 
Extorcion  is  counted  with  you  for  a  knyght 
These  people  by  me  haue  uone  assignement 
Yet  they  ryde  and  renne  from  Carlill  to  Kent. 

But  lytell  or  nothynge  ye  shall  here  tell 
Of  them  that  haue  vertue  by  reason  of  counnyng 
Whiche  sooeraynely  in  honoure  shulde  exceU 
Men  of  suche  matters  nuUce  but  mummynj^^e 
For  wysdome  and  sadnesse  be  set  out  a  sunoyng 
And  suche  of  my  seruauntes  as  I  haue  promotod 
One  faute  or  other  in  them  shalbe  noted 

.  E3rther  they  wyli  say  he  is  to  wyse 
Or  elles  be  can  nOugbt  but  wban  he  is  at  scole 
Proue  his  wytte  Ba3^h  he  at  cardes  or  dyce 
And  ye  shall  well  fynde  he  is  a  very  fole 
Twyshe,  set  hym  a  chayer  or  reche  him  a  stole 
To  syt  hym  upon,  and  redę  Jacke  a  thrummis 

bibil 
For  truły  it  were  pite  that  he  sat  idyll. 

THE  OUENE  OF  FAMB  TO  DAMB  PALLAS. 

To  make  repugnance  againe  that  ye  haue  said 
Of  very  dutie  it  may  nat  well  accorde 
But  your  benign  sijffrance  for  my  dischai^e  I  laid 
For  that  1  wolde  nat  with  you  fallat  discorde 
But  yet  I  beseche  your  grace  that  good  recorde 
May  be  brought  forth  suche  as  can  be  fouude 
With  laureat  triumphe  why  Skelton   shulde  be 
crounde. 

For  elles  it  were  to  great  a  dcr(^;acioo 
Unto  your  palais  our  noble  courte  of  Famę 
That  any  man  vnder  supportacion 
Without  deseruing  shulde  haue  the  best  gamę 
If  he  to  the  ample  enpreace  of  his  name 
Can  lay  any  warkes  that  he  hath  compiled 
I  am  content  that  he  be  nat  exiled 

From  the  la«reat  senate :  by  force  of  proscripcioB 
Or  elles  ye  knowe  well  I  can  do  no  lesse 
But  I  mustbannysshe  him  from  my  iurisdiction 
As  he  that  aqueynteth  hym  with  Idelnesse 
But  if  that  he  pujpose  to  make  a  redresse 
What  he  hath  done  let  it  be  brought  to  syght 
Oraunt  my  peticion,  i  aske  you  but  ryght. 

DAMB  PALLAS  TO  THE  QUENB  OF  FAMB. 

To  your  reąuest  we  be  well  condiscended 
Cali  fortb,  lęt  se  where  is  your  clarionar 
To  blowe  a  blaste  with  his  longe  breth  extended 
Eolus  your  trumpet  that  knowen  is  so  farrę 
That  bararag  blowetb  in  euery  mąrciall  warre 
Let  hym  blowe  nowe,  that  we  may  take  a  vewe 
What  poetes  we  haue  at  our  retynewe. 

To  se  if  Skelton  wyli  put  hym  selfe  in  preasa 
Amopg  the  tbickest  of  all  the  bole  route 
Make  noise  ynonghe,  for  claterars  loue  no  peaca 
Let  se  my  syster,  nowe  spede  you,  go  abouta 
Anone  1  say  this  trumpet  were  founde  out 
Ańd  for  no  man  haitiely  let  hym  spare 
To  blowe  bararag,  tyli  both  bis  eien  stare. 

SKELTON   POETA. 

FORTHB  with  thcre  rosę  among  the  throng 
A  wonderfull  noyse,  and  on  euery  syde 
They  presed  in  fosŁ,  some  thought  tbei  were  U> 
long 
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Soma  were  to  bastyi  and  wolde  no  man  byde 
Som  whispredy  som  rowned,  som  Bpake,  and  som 

cride 
With  beuyng  and  shouyng,  haae  in  aod  baue 

out 
Some  ran  the  next  waye,  some  ran  about 

Tbere  was  suynge  to  the  quene  of  Fama  ' 
He  plucked  bim  backe,  and  he  went  afore. 
Kay  hołd  thy  tunge  quotb  an  other  let  me  baue 

the  name 
Make  rowme  said  ao  other  ye  preae  all  to  sore 
Som  sayd,  bolde  tby  peas  you  gettest  l^ere  no 

morę 
A  thousande  thoutande  I  sawe  on  a  pluippe 
With  tbat  I  harde  the  noyse  of  a  trumpe 

Tbat  longe  tyme  btew  a  fuli  tymoroos  blaste 
JLike  to  the  Boriall  wyodes,  whan  tbey  blowe 
Tbat  towres,  and  towues,  and  trees  downe  cast 
Droue  clowdes  together  like  dryfles  of  snowe 
The  dredeful  dinne  droue  all  the  route  oo  a  row 
Som  trem  bied,  som  gimed,  som  gasped,  some  gased 
As  people  balfe  peuissb  or  men  tbat  were  mased 

Anone   all  was  wbysbte,  as  it  were  for  the 

nones 
▲nd  eche  man  stode  gasyng  and  siaryng  upon 

other 
With  tbat  tbere  come  in  woiiderly  at  ones 
A  munnur  of  minstrels,  tbat  suche  an  other 
Had  I  neuer  sene,  some  softer  some  lowder 
Orpbeus  the  Thracian  barped  melodiously 
WitbAmphiob,  and  other  musis  of  Archady 

Wbose  henenly  armony  was  so  passing  surę 
So  truły  proporcioned,  and  so  węll  dy d  j^ee 
So  duły  entuned  with  euery  measure 
Tbat  io  the  foresi  was  nóne  so  great  a  tre 
But  tbat  be  daunced  for  ioye  of  that  głe 
Tbe  huge  myghty  okes  them  selfe  did  anaunoe 
And  lepe  from  the  billes  to  lerne  for  to  daunce 

In  so  muchę  tbe  stumpe  wherto  I  me  lente 
Stertę  all  at  ones  an  huudred  fote  backe 
With  tbat  I  sprange  up  towarde  the  tent 
Of  noble  damę  Pallas,   wherof  I  spake 
Where  I  sawe  came  after  I  wote  fiiU  litel  lacko 
Of  fi  thousande  poetes  assembled  to  gether 
But  Phebus  a'as  formest  of  al  that  came  tbeder 

Of  laurell  leaues  a  croneU  on  bis  beed 
With  beares  encrisped  yolowe  as  the  golde 
Lamentyuge  Dapbnes,  whom  with  the  darte  of 

leed 
Cnpide  bath  stryken  so  tbat  she  ne  wolde 
Concente  io  Phebus  to  baue  bis  bartę  in  bolde 
But  for  to  presenie  ber  maydenheed  clene 
Transformed  was  she  into  the  laurell  'grene. 

Medled  with  murning  the    most  par^  of  his 
mose 
O  tbon  gatfull  harte,  was  euer  morę  bis  songe 
Dapbnes  my  derlynge  why  do  you  me  refuse  ? 
Yet  loke  on  me,  that  loued  you  haue  so  longe 
Tet  hane  compassion  vpon  my  paynes  stronge 
He  sange  also,  bowe  tbe  tre  as  he  did  take 
Betwene  hisarmes  be  felte  ber  body  quake 

Tban  he  assurded  into  this  excIamacion 
tJnto  Diana  the  goddes  immortall 
O  merciles  madame  harde  is  your  constellacion 


So  dose  to  kepe  yo«r  cloyster  YirginaU 
Enbarded  adyamant  tbe  sement  of  your  wali 
Alas  what  ayle  you  to  be  so  ouertbwart 
To  banys^be  pite  out  of  a  maydens  bartę? 

Why  haue  the  goddes  shewed  me  this  crueltie 
Sith  I  contryued  first  principles  medyciuable 
I  belpe  all  other  of  their  infirmyte 
Bot  nowe  to  belpe  my  selfe  I  am  not  able 
That  profitteth  all  otber  is  notbinge  profitabla 
Unto  me,  alas  that  herbe  nor  gresse 
The  feruent  axe8  of  louę  can  not  represse. 

O  fatall  fortunę  what  baue  I  offended  ? 
Odious  disdayne  why  raist  you  me  on  this  &cyon } 
But  sith  I  baue  lost  nowe  that  1  entended 
And  may  nat  atteyne  it  by  no  me^iacion 
Yet  in  remembraunce  of  Daphoes  transfoimaon 
All  famoos  poets  ensuynge  iHer  me 
Sball  weare  a  garlande  of  tbe  laurell  tre 

This  said,  a  great  nombre  folowed  by  and  by 
Of  poetes  laureat  of  many  diuerse  nacions 
Parte  of  their  names  I  thynke  to  specifie 
First  olde  Sointilian  with  his  Declamations 
Theocritus  with  his  bucolicall  relacions 
Hesiodus  the  Icononucar, 
And  Homerus  the  fressbe  bistoiia^. 

Prince  of  eloquence  Tullius  Cicero, 
With  Salust  agaynst  Liicius  Catiline 
That  wrote  the  history  of  Jugurtha  also, 
Ouide  ensbryned  with  the  Musis  nyne. 
But  blessed  Bacchus  the  pleasant  god  of  wyne 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  flotes 
lliese  orators  and  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes. 

Łucan  with  Stacius  in  Achilliedos 
Perseus  presed  forth  with  problemes  diffiise 
Yii^li  the  Mantuan  with  his  eneidos 
Juuenall  satirray  that  men  makytbe  to  muse 
Bat  blessed  Bacchus  the  pleasant  god  of  wyne 
Of  clusterB  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  flotes 
These  orators  and  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes 

Tbere  Titus  Linius  bym  selfe  dyd  anaunoe 
With  decadis  historious  which  that  he  mengleth 
With  waters  the  amount  the  Romayns  in  sub« 

staunce. 
Ennius  that  wrote  of  marciall  warre  at  length 
But  blessed  Bacchus  potenciall  god  of  strengthe 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  bis  ruddy  dropes 
These  orators  and  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes. 

Aulus  Oellius  that  noble  bistoriar, 
Orace  alscf  wilb  his  newe  poetry 
Maister  Terence  the  fomous  comicar, 
With  Plautus  tbat  wrote  many  a  comedy 
But  blessed  Bacchus  was  in  their  company 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  bis  ruddy  dropes 
These  orators  and  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes. 

Senec  fuli  sobrely  with  bis  tragedies, 
Boece  recomforted  with  bis  pbilosophie, 
And  Mayimiane  with  bis  madde  dities, 
Howe  dotynge  age  wolde  iape  with  yonge  foly 
But  blessed  Bacchus  most  reuerent  and  holy 
Of  clusters  engrossed  with  his  ruddy  dropes 
These  oratora  aod  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes. 

Tbere  came  Jobu  Boccas  with  bis  volumes  grete 
Suintus  Corsius  fuU  craftely  that  wrate  ^ 

Of  Alezander:  and  Macrobius  that  did  treate 
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Of  ScipioDs  dreame  what  ma  the  tnie  probate 
But  blcssed  Bacchus  that  neuer  man  forgate 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  dropes 
These  oratora  and  poeteg  refrtosbed  tbeir  throtes. 

Pogius  also  that  famons  FloreifŁie 
Mustred  there  amoog  them  with  many  a  mad 

Ule 
With  a  frere  of  Fraunce  men  cali  syr  Gagoine 
That  froirned  ou  me  fali  angerly  and  pale 
But  blesaed  Bacchus,  that  bote  ii  of  aU  bale 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  dropes 
These  oratora  and  poetes  refressbed  their  throtes. 

Plutarke  and  Patrarke  two  famous  cla^kes 
Lncilius  and  Yalerius  Maicimus  by  name 
With  Yincentius  in   speculo  that   wrote    noble 

warkes 
Propercius  and  l^isandros  poetes  of  noble  (ame 
But  bleased  Bachus  that  maśtrise  oft  doth  framer 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  bis  ruddy  dropes 
These  notable  poetes  refressbed  their  throtes. 

And  as  I  thns  sadly  among  them  adnysed 
I  saw  Gower,  that  first  gamisshed  our  englisbe 

rude 
And  maister  Chaucer,  that  nobly  erftreprised 
How  that  our  englisbe  iifyght  fresheiy  be  en* 

newed 
The  monke  of  Bury  than  after  them  ensued. 
Dane  Johnn    Lydgate :    these   englisbe  -  poetes 

thre 
As  I  ]rmagened  repayred  unto  me. 

Together  in  armes  as  bretherne  enbraaed 
Tbeir  apparell  &rre  passing  beyond  that  I  ań 

tell 
With  diamantes  aiid  iiibies  their  tabćrdes  were 

trased 
Nonę  so  riche  Stones  in  Turkey  to  sell 
They  waiited  nothynge  bat  the  LaurtiL 
And  of  their  bounte  they  madę  me  goodly  diere 
In  maner  and  fbrme  as  ye  shall  after  here. 

KAI9TBR  OOWBR  TO  6KEXT0ir. 

Brotber  Skelton  your  endeuorment 

80  haue  ye  done,  that  meretoriously 

Ye  haue  deserued  to  haue  an  enplement 

In  our  collage  aboue  the  sterry  skye 

Bycause  that  ye  encrease  and  amplifie 

The  bruted  Britons  of  Brutus  Albion 

That  welnere  was  lost  whan  that  we  wefe  gone; 

POETA  SKELTON  TO  MAI^BR  OOWBR. 

MAitTBR  Gower  I  haue  nothyng  deserued 
To  haue  so  laudabyle  a  commendacion 
To  yow  thre  this  honor  shalbe  reserued 
Arrectinge  ynto  your  wyse  examinacion 
iiow  atl  that  I  do  is  vnder  refformation 
For  only  the  substanoe  of  that  I  enfend 
Is'  glad  to  please  ind  loth  to  offeod. 

flAIfTBR  CHAUCBR  ŁAWR8AT  POBtB  TÓ  IBKŁTOlf • 

CouNTBRWAYiNo.your  busy  diligence 
Of  that  we  beganne  iii  the  supplement 
Enforced  arę  we  you  to.  recompence 
Of  all  our  holle  collage  by  the  agrement 
That  we  shall  brynge  you  personally  preseni 
6f  noble  Famę  t»efbre  the  ąnenes  grace 
Ib  wboM  co«rte  poyŁtad  it  your  plaot. 


POETA  8RBŁT0E  ANflWBRETB^ 

O  NOBLE  Cbauoer,  whose  pullished  e1oqaence 
Our  Englisbe  rude  so  firesbely  hath  8et'out 
That  bounde  are  we  with  all  due  reuerence 
With  all  our  strengthe  that  we  can  bryng  about 
To  owe  to  you  our  sernice,  and  morę  if  we  mowte 
But  what  shulde  I  say,  ye  wote  w  bat  I  entende 
Whiche  glad  am  to  please,  and  loth  to  offende. 

MAI8TBR  ŁYOGATB  TO  8KBŁT0N. 

• 

So  am  I  pre^ented  of  my  bretherne  twayne 
In  rendrynge  to  you  tfaankes  meretory 
That  welnere  nothjmge  there  doth  remayne 
Wherwith  to  gyue  you  my  regraciatory 
Bot  that  I  poynt  you  to  be  protonotory 
Of  Fames  courte,  by  all  our  holle  assent 
Auaunced  by  Pallas  to  laurell  preferment. 

POBTA  8i:BŁTOM  ANSWERETH. 

80  haue  ye  me  &r  passyng  my  merites  eztolled 
Maister  Lydgate  of  your  accustomable 
Bounte,  and  so  gloriously  ye  haue  enroUed 
My  name.  1  knowe  well  beyonde  that  1  am  able 
That  bdt  if  my  warkes  therto  be  agred>le 
I  am  elles  rebuked  of  that  I  entend 
Whiche  glad  am  to  please  and  lothe  to  offende 

So  finally,  whan  they  had  shewed  th6ir  denise 
Under  the  fbrme  as  I  sayd  before 
1  madę  it  straunge,  and  drewe  backe  ones  or 

twise 
And  euer  they  presed  on  me  morę  and  morę 
Tyli  at  tbe  last  they  forced  me  so  sore 
That  with  them  t  went  wfaere  they  wold  me  bringe 
Unto  the  pavylion,  where  Pallas  was  syttyng 

Damę  PaHas  commanded  that  they  sbold  me 

conuay 
f  nto  the  liche  palące  of  the  quene  of  Famę, 
There  shall  be  here  what  she  to  bym  will  say 
Whan  be  is  called  to  answere  to  his  name, 
A  crye  anone  forthwith  she  madę  proclame 
All  orators  and  poetes  shoulde  thider  go  belbre 
With  ali  the  prease  that  there  was  .lesse  and 

morę* 

Forthwith  I  soy :  thus  wandring  in  my  thought 
Howe  it  was,  or  elles  within  what  howres 
1  ćannat  tell  you,  but  that  I  was  brought 
Into  a  palące,  with  tnrrettes  and  towres 
Engalared  goodly  with  halles  and  bowres 
So  cmiosly,  so  cniAly,  so  comm3mgly  wronght 
That  all  the  worlde  1  trowe  and  it  were  sought 

Snch  an  other  there  conld  no  man.  fynde 
Wherof  partly  I  parpose  to  eapounde 
Wbiles  it  remayneth  fresshe  in  my  mynde 
With  Turks  and   grossolites  enpaued  was  the 

gronnd 
Of  birral  enbosed  were  the  pyllers  round 
Of  elephantes  tethć  were  the  palące  gates 
Bniosenged  with  many  goodly  plates 

Of  gold ;  entached  with  many  a  precious  stone 
An  hnndred  steppes  mountyngd  to  the  halfe 
One  of  iasper,  an  other  of  whales  bonę, 
Of  diamantes  poynted,  was  the  rokky  wali. 
The  carpettes  within  and  tappettes  of  pall 
The  chambres  hanged  with  clothes  of  Arace 
Enuanted  With  mbies  tbe  yaute  was  of  this" 
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TtiiM  pt^sed  we  fortb.  walkyng  unto  tfae  pretory 
Wber  tbe  postis  wer  enbutioned  witb  saphirs  indy 
Eaglased  giitteryng  witb  maoy  a  clere  story  [blew 
lacinctea  and  smaragdes  out  of  the  florth  they 
Unto  this  piace  all  poetes  tbere  dyd  sae  [grew. 
Wberin  was  set  of  Famę  tbe  noble  quene 
All  other  transceodyng  most  ricbely  besene 

Under  a  glorious  clotbe  of  estate 
Fret  all  with  orient  perles  of  garnate 
Encroimed  as  empresse  of  all  tbis  worldly  fote 
So  ryaliy,  so  ricbely,  so  passyngiy  ornate 
It  was  ezc<  dynge  beyonde  coromuoe  raie 
Tliis  houae  CDoiroD  was  a  rayle  about 
If  zii.  were  (et  in.  xłi.  bandred  stode  witbout 

Tban  to  tbis  lady  and  souerayne  of  tbis  pałace 
Of  purseuantes  tbere  presed  in  many  witb  diuers 

tale 
Some  were  of  Poyle,  and  some  were  of  Tbrace 
Of  Lymerik,  of  Lorein,  of  Spaine,  of  Portugale 
From  Napuls,  from  Nauern,  and  from  RouncettaJe 
Some  froui  Flaunders,  some  from  tbe  see  coste 
Some  from  tbe  maine  lande,  some  from  tbe  Freneb 
host. 

Witb  how  dotb  tbe  north,  what  tydinges  in  the 
The  west  is  wyndy,  the  eent  is  metely  wele  [soutb 
It  is  harde  to  tell  of  euery  mannes  mouthe 
A  slypper  holde  tbe  tayłe  is  of  an  ele 
And  be  balteth  often  tbat  hatb  a  kyby  bele 
Some  shewed  his  safe  conduct,  some  shewed  his 

chart 
Some  loked  ful  smotbely,  and  bad  a  fals  quart 

With  Sir  i  praye  you  a  litell  tyne  stande  backe 
And  let  me  come  in  to  delyuer  my  letter 
An  other  tolde,  bowe  sbyppes  went  to  wracke 
Tbere  were  many  wordes  smaller  and  greatter 
With  I  as  good  as  thou,  I  faith  and  no  better. 
Some  came  to  tell  treuUiey  some  came  to  lye* 
Some  came  to  flatter,  some  came  to  spye, 

Tbere  were  I  saye  of  all  maner  of  sortes 
OfDertmoutb,  of  Plymouth,  of  Portesmouth  also 
The  burgeis  and  the  bayliues  of  the  v.  portes 
With  nowe  let  me  come,  and  nowe  let  me  go 
And  all  tyme  wandred  I  tbus,  to  and  fro, 
Tyl]  at  the  laste  tbe^  noble  poetes  thre 
Vnto  me  sayd,  ło  Syr  nowe  ye  may  se, 

Of  this  hyghc  courte  tbe  dayly  busynes 
From  you  must  we,  but  nat  longe  to  tary 
I/>  hither  cometh  a  goodly  maistres 
Occnpacion,  Fames  regestary. 
Which  ahal  be  to  you  a  souerajrne  accessary 
With  singnlar  pleasures  to  dryue  away  tbe  tyme 
And  we  ahall  se  you  agayne  or  it  be  prymę. 

Wban  they  wer  past,  and  went  forth  on  thejr 
way 
This  gmtilwoman,  tbat  called  was  by  nąme 
Occnpacion,  in  ryght  goudly  araye 
Came  towarde  me,  and  smyled  balfe  in  gamę. 
I  sawe  ber  smyle,  and  tban  I  dyd  the  same 
With  tbat  on  me  she  cast  ber  goodly  loke 
Vnder  ber  arme  me  tbougbt  she  bad  a  boke. 

OCCDPATIOH  TO  8KEŁTOM. 

Lyke  as  the  larke  ypon  tbe  somers  daye 
Whan  Titan  radiant  bumisbeth  his  bemes  bright 
Moanteth  on  hje,  witb  hir  melodius  laye 

TOL.  U. 


Of  tbe  son  sbyne  engladed  witb  tbe  lyght 
So  am  I  supprised  with  pleasure  and  delyght 
To  se  this  boure  nowe,  tbat  I  may  saye 
Howe  ye  are  welcome  to  this  court  of  araye 

Of  your  aqueyntaunce  I  was  in  ty  mes  paate 
Of  studious  doctrine  whan  at  the  port  fa\u 
Ye  fyrst  arryued,  whan  broken  was  your  masta 
Of  worldly  trust,  than  dyd  I  you  reftkew 
Your  storme  dryuen  shyp  I  repared  newe ' 
So  wdl  entacled,  what  wynde  so  ener  bl(»w 
No  stormy  tempest  your  bafge  sball  oucrthrow 

Welcome  to  me  as  hertly  as  bertę  can  tbinke, 
Welcome  to  me  witb  all  my  holle  desyre 
And  for  my  sake  spare  neyther  pen  nor  ynke 
Be  wclI  assured  I  sball  aquyte  your  byre. 
Your  name  recountyng  beyonde  tbe  land  of  Tire 
From  Sydony  to  the  mount  Olympian 
From  Babyll  towre  to  tbe  hils  Caspian. 

SKEŁTON   POETA  ANSWERETH. 

I  TBANKED  ber  mocbe  of  ber  most  noble  o^w 
Affiaunsynge  her  myne  bole  assuraunce 
For  her  pleasure  to  make  a  large  profer 
Empryntyug  her  wordes  in  my  remembraunce 
To  owe  her  my  sernice  witb  true  perseueraunce 
Come  on  with  me  she  sayd,  let  vs  nat  stande 
And  with  tbat  worde  she  toke  me  by  tbe  bandę 

So  passcd  we  forth  into  the  forsayd  place. 
With  such  communicacion  as  came  to  our  mynde 
And  than  she  sayd,  whyles  we  baue  time  and 

space 
To  walkę  where  we  lyst,  let  vs  somwhat  Budę 
To  passe  the  time  with.   but  let  v8  wast  no  wynd 
For  ydell  janglcrs  baue  but  lytell  brayne 
Wordes  be  swordes  and  harde  to  cali  agayne 

Into  a  felde  she  brougbt  me  wyde  and  large' 
Enwalled  about  with  tbe  stony  flynt 
Stron gly  enbateld  mucbe  costious  of  charge 
To  walkę  on  this  wal,  she  bed  I  should  natstint 
Go  sofUy  she  said,  the  Stones  be  fuli  gly  ot 
She  went  beforo  and  bad  me  takę  good  holde 
I  sawe  a  thousande  yabes  newe  and  olde 

Than  questioned  I  ber  what  these  yates  ment, 
Wherto  she  answered,  and  briefly  me  tolde 
Howe  from  tbe  Est  vnto  tbe  Occident 
And  from  tbe  Soutb  vnto  the  North  so  colde, 
These  yates  she  said,  wbiche  tbat  ye  beholde 
Be  issues  and  portes  from  all  maner  of  nacions 
And  seriously  sbe  shewed  me  their  denomi na- 
cions. 

They  bad  wrytynge  some  Grekę,  some  £brew, 
Srme  Romayne  letters  as  1  ynderstode 
Some  were  olde  writen,  some  were  writen  new, 
Some  carectis  of  Caldy,  some  French  was  fal  good 
But  one  gate  specially,  where  as  I  stode 
Had  grauen  in  it  of  Calcidony  a  capitall.  A. 
What  gate  cali  ye  this  ?  and  she  sayd  Anglia 

The  buyldyng  therof  was  passing  commenda- 
ble. 
Wberon  stode  a  lybbard  crowned  witb  gold  and 

Stones 
Terrible  of  countinaonce,  and  passing  formidaWe 
As  quickly  touched  as  it  were  fleshe  and  bones 
As  gastly  that  glaris,  as  grimly  that  gronis 
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As  fiersly  frownyng  as  he  had  ben  fyghtynge 
And  with  his  formę  fote,  be  shoke  forth  tbis  writf- 
ing. 

Cacosinthicon  ex  indostria. 
Formidanda  ni  mis  louis  ultima  fulmina  toUis 
Ynguibus  ire  parat  loca  singula  liuida  curuis 
^uam  modo  per  Pbebes  numnios  raptura  Celeno  ^ 
Arma,  hies,  Juctus,  fel,  uis  fraus  barbara  tellus 
Mille  modiserras  odium  tibi  querere  martis. 
Spreto  spineto  cedat  saliunca  roseto. 

Than  i  me  lent  and  lokcd  ouer  the  wali 
Innumerable  people  presed  to  euery  gate 
Shet  werc  the  gates,  they  might  wel  knocke  and  cal 
And  turne  home  ai^ayn,  for  they  came  al  to  late 
I  here  demaunded  of  them  and  Łheir  astate 
Forsothe  quoth  sbe,  these  be  haskardes  and  ry- 
Dioersr,  cai^ers,  tumblars  with  gambaudes.  [baudes 

Fordrers  of  loue,  with  baudrie  aqueynted 
Brayneles  blynkardes  that  blowe  at  the  cole 
Faise  forgers  of  money  for  cay  image  atteynted 
Pope  holy  hypocrltes  as  they  were  gołde  and  hole, 
Poule  hatcbettes  that  prate  well  at  euery  ale  pole 
Ryot,  reneler,  rayler,  brybery,  thefte, 
With  otber  condicions  that  well  might  be  lefte. 

Some  fstyne  themself  foles,  and  wold  be  called 
wyse 
Some  medliug  spies,  by  craft  to  grope  thy  minde 
Some  disdayuous  daucockes  that  al  men  dispise 
Falsc  flatterei-s  that  faunę  the,  and  cunes  of  kynd 
'   That  speke  faire  before  the,  and  shrewdly  behynde 
Hither  they  come  crowding  to  get  them  a  name 
But  hayled  they  be  homwarde  with  soruw  and 
shame 

With  that  I  herde  gunnes  rushe  out  at  ones 
Bov/n8,  bowTis,  bowns,  that  all  they  out  cryde 
It  madę  some  limpe  legged  and  broised  their  bones 
Some  were  madę  pyuyshe  porishly  pynke  eyde 
That  euermore  after  by  it  they  were  aspyde 
And  one  ther  wa»  there,  I  wondred  of  his  hap 
For  a  gunstone  1  say  had  all  to  lagged  his  cap. 

Ragged  And  dagged  and  cunnyngly  cut 
The  blast  of  the  brymston  blew  away  his  braine 
Mased  as  a  m&rche  hare,  hc  ran  lyke  a  scut 
And  fłir  amonge  all  mc  thought  I  sawe  twayne 
The  one  was  a  tumblar  that  afterward  agayne 
Of  a  dyssour  a  deuyli  way  grewe  a  ientilman 
Pers  prater  the  seconde  that  ąuarelles  began 

With  a  pellet  of  peuishenes  thei  had  such  a 

stroke 
That  al  the  dayes  of  their  lyf  shal  stick  by  their 

ribbes 
Foo,  foisŁy  baudias  som  smelied  of  the  smoke 
I  saw  diuers  that  were  caried  away  thens  in  cribbes 
Dasyng  after  dotrels  lyke  drunkardes  that  dribbes 
These  tintiuils  with  taunpins  were  touched  and 

tapped 
Moche  roischef  I  hight  you  among  them  ther 

happed 

Somtyme  as  it  seroeth  whan  the  monę  lyght  - 
By  means  of  a  grosely  endarked  clowde, 
Sodainly  is  eclipsed  in  the  wynter  nyght 
In  like  maner  of  wyse,  a  myst  dyd  vs  shrowde 
But  wel  may  ye  tbinke.     I  was  nothyng  prowde 
Of  that  auentures,  whiche  madę  me  sore  agaste 
In  darkenes  thus  dwelt  we,  tyli  at  tbe  last 


The  clowdes  gon  to  clere,  tbe  mist  wat  rarified 
In  an  herber  I  sawe  brougbt  where  I  was 
There  byrdes  on  tbe  brere  sange  on  euery  syde 
With  aleys  ensanded  about  in  compas 
The  bankes  enturfed  with  shigular  solas 
Knrailed  with  rosers,  and  vines  engraped 
it  was  a  new  comfort  of  soroweg  escaped 

In  the  middes  a  cundite,  that  curionsly  was  cast 
With  pypes  of  golde,  engushyng  out  streames 
Of  cristail,  the  cłerenes  these  waters  far  past 
Enswimmyng  with  roches^  barbils,  and  breames 
Whose  skaJes  ensilured  again  the  sod  beames 
Englisterd :  that  loyous  it  was  to  beholde 
Than  farthermore  about  me  my  sight  I  reuolde 

Where  I  sawe  growyng  a  goodly  laurell  tre 
Enuerdured  with  leaue,  continually  grene, 
Aboue  in  the  top  a  byrde  of  Araby 
Men  cali  a  phenix :  ber  wynges  bytweae 
She  bet  vp  a  fyre  with  the  sparkes  fuli  kene 
With  braunches  and  boughes  of  the  swete  oljue 
Whose  flagraunt  flower  was  chefe  presmiattae. 

Ageynst  all  infections,  with  rancoar  enflamed 
Ageinst  all  baratous  broisiours  of  olde 
It  passed  all  bawmes  that  euer  wenę  named 
Or  gummes  of  Saby  so  derely  that  be  solde 
There  blewe  in  that  gaix)en  a  soft  piplyng  colde 
Enbrethyng  of  sephirus  with  his  pleasant  wyode 
Al  fhites  and  flowres  grewe  there  in  their  kynde. 

Dryades  there  daunsed  rpon  that  goodly  soile 
With  the  nyne  muses  Pierides  by  name 
Phillis  and  Testalis  there  tresaes  witti  oyle 
Were  newly  enbybed:  and  rounde  about  the  same 
Grene  tre  of  laurell,  moche  soiacious  gamę 
They  madę  with  chapplettes  and  garlandes  grene 
And  formest  of  al  damę  Flora  tbe  queiie 

Of  somrr  so  formally  she  foted  the  daunoe 
Ther  Cintheus  sat  twinklyng'  vpon    bis   harpe- 

striuges 
And  Jopas  his  instrument  dyd  auaunce 
The  poemes  and  stories  auncient  in  brynges 
Of  Athlas  astrology,  and  many  noble  thynges  <v 
Of  wandryng  of  the  monę  the  oourse  of  the  son 
Of  men  and  of  bestes,  and  whereof  they  begone^ 

What  thyng  occasigned  the  showres  of  rayne 
Of  fyre  eleroentar  in  his  supremę  spere 
And  uf  that  pole  artike,  whyche  doth  remayne 
Behynde  the  tayle  of  Yrsa  so  clere 
Of  Pliades  he  preched  with  their  drowsy  cbere 
Immoystred  with  mislyng  and  ay^lroppyng  dry 
And  where  the  two  trions  a  man  shoulde  espye. 

And  of  the  wynter  dayes  that  hye  theym  so  fast 
And  of  the  wynter  nygbtes  that  tary  so  louge 
And  of  the  somer  dayes,  so  longe  that  done  laste 
And  of  their  short  nigbtes:    be  bruugbt  in  hii 

songe 
How  wronge  was  no  right,  and  right  was  no  wrong. 
There  was  counteryng  of  caro^s  in  meter  and  in 

uerse 
So  many,  that  longe  it  were  to  reherce. 

OCCUP4CI0N  TO  8KBŁT0N. 
HoiVE  say  ye?  is  this  after  your  appetite? 
May  this  content  you  and  your  mery  mynde } 
Here  dwelleth  pleasure,  with  lust  and  delyte 
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Contlouall  comfbrt  here  ye  may  fynde 
Of  weltbe  and  solące  nothynge  lefte  behynde 
Ali  Łhynge  coneDabjy  here  id  cootryued 
Wherwith  your  sprites  may  be  leuyued. 

POETA  SKEŁTOM  AN8WERETH. 

9uBSTioitŁE9  no  doubte  of  tbat  ye  saye 
Jupiter  himselfe  this  life  mygbt  endure 
This  ioye  e^cedeth  all  woridly  sport  and  playe 
Baradyse,  this  place  is  of  syogular  pleasaie 

0  well  were  hym  tbat  hęrof  róight  be  sura 
And  here  to  inhabite,  and  aye  for  to  dwell 
Batgoodly  maystres  one  thynge  ye  me  telL 

OCCUPATION  TO  SKELTON. 

Of  yonr  demaunde  shew  me  the  conteot 
What  łt  18,  and  wbere  vpon  it  standes 
And  if  there  be  in  it  any  thynge  ment, 
Whcrof  the  answere  resty th  in  my  handes 
It  sbalJ  be  losed  ful  sonę  out  of  the  handes 
Of  scrupultis  doubt  wherfore  your  mid  discharge 
And  of  your  will  the  playnnes  shewe  at  large 

POETA  SKELTON  ANSWBRETH. 

I  THANKEyou  goodly  maistres  to  me  most  benign 
That  of  your  bountie  so  well  haue  me  assured 
Bat  my  request  is  nat  so  great  a  thynge 
That  I  ne  force  what  thoughe  it  be  discured 

1  am  nat  wounded  but  that  I  may  be  cured 
I  am  nat  laden  of  lyddymes  with  lumpes 

As  dased  dotecdes  that  dreame  in  their  dumpes. 

OCCUPACION  TO  SKELTON. 

KowE  what  yc  meane  I  trowe  I  coniect 
God  gyue  you  good  yere  ye  make  me  to  smyle 
Nowe  by  your  foyth  is  nat  this  theffect 
Of  your  ąuestion  ye  make  all  this  whyle 
To  Tnderstande  who  dwelleth  in  yone  pile    [diddil 
And  what  blnndrer  is  yonder  that  playeth  diddil 
He  fyndeth  false  mesures  out  of  his  fonde  fiddill 

Interpolata  (que  industriosum  postulat  interpre- 
tem)  satyra  in  uatis  adversarłum. 

Tressłs  Agasonis  species  prior,  altera  Daui. 
Ancopium  culicis  dum  limis  torquet  ocellum. 
Concipit.  aligeras  rapit,  ot>etit,  aspice  muscas. 
Maia  quoqae  fouet,  fouet  aut  que  Jupiter,  aut  que 
Frigida  Satumus,  Sol,  Mars,  Yenus,  Algida  Luna, 
Si  tibi  contiiigat  ucrbo  aut  committere  scripŁo 
Suam  sibi  moxUcita  sodant  precordia  culpa? 
Hiac  mit  in  flammas,8timulans  hunc  urgetet  illuni 
Inoocat  ad  rixas,  uanos  tamen  excitat  ignes. 
Łabra  morens  tacttus,  rumpantur  ut  iiia  Codro. 

17.  4.    7.     2-     17.     5.     18. 

18.  19.     1.  19.       8.    6.     13. 

His  name  for  to  knowe  if  that  ye  lyst . 
Enoious  rancour  truły  be  bight 
Beware  of  him  I  warne  you;  for  if  ye  wyst 
How  dangerous  it  were  to  stande  i  u  his  lyght 
Ye  wold  nat  dcale  wyth  him  though  that  ye  might 
For  by  his  deuillishe  drifl  and  graceles  provision 
An  holle  realme  he  is  able  to  set  at  dyuision. 

For  whan  he  speketh  fairest  tlian  thiokcth  he 
most  ii 
Fol  ploriously  can  he  glosę,  thy  mynd  for  to  fele 
He  wyl  sett  men  a  feighting  and  syt  himselfe  styli 
And  smerke  lyke  a  smythy  cur  at  sperkes  of  stele 
He  cap  neuer  leaue  warke  whvles  it  is  wele 


To  tell  all  his  tonches  it  were  to  great  ^'onder 
The  deuyll  of  heli  and  he  be  seldome  ąsonder 

Thus  talking  we  went  furth  in  at  a  postem  gate, 
Turning  on  the  right  hande,  by  a  wynding  stayre 
She  brought  me  tu  a  goodly  chambre  of  astate, 
Where  the  noble  countes  of  Surrey  in  a  chaire 
Sate  bonorably,  to  whom  dyd  repayre 
Of  ladyes  a  beuy,  with  all  dewe  reuerence 
Syt  downe  fayre  ladyes  aud  do  your  diligence 

Come  forth  gentilwomen  I  pray  you  she  said 
I  haue  contryued  for  you  a  goodly  warke 
And  who  can  worke  best  nowe  shalbe  assayd 
A  cronell  of  laurell  with  verdares  Irght  and  darke 
I  haue  deuised  for  Skeltoa  my  clerke 
For  to  his  sernice  I  haue  suche  regarde 
That  of  our  bountie  we  wyli  hym  rewarde. 

For  of  all  ladyes  he  hath  the  library 
Their  names  recountyng  in  the  court  of  Famę 
Of  all  gentylwomen  he  hath  the  scruteny 
la  Fames  courte  reporty ng  the  same 
For  yet  of  woi!nen  be  neuer  sayd  shame  [cali 

But  if  they  were  countrefettes  that  women  them 
That  list  of  their  lewdnesse  with  biib  for  to  bral. 

With  that  the  tappettes  and  carpettes  were  layde 
Whcron  these  ladyt  s  softely  myght  rest 
The  saumpler  to  sowę  on,  Ihe  laces  to*enbrayde 
To  weaue  in  the  stole  some  were  fuli  prest 
With  slaies,  with  taueis,  with  hedelles  wel  drest 
The  frame  was  brought  forth  with  his  weauing  pin 
God  giue  them  good  spede  their  warke  ^o  begin. 

Some  to  enbrowder  put  them  in  prease 
Wel  gyding  their  glotton  to  kepe  streight  their  silk, 
Some  pyrlyng  of  golde  their  worke  to  cncrease 
With  fingers  smale,  and  handes  as  wbite  as  mylk 
With  reche  me  that  skayne  of  tewly  sylke 
And  wynde  me  that  botoume  of  suche  an  hewe 
Grene,  red,  tawney,  whyte,  purpłe,  and  blewe, 

Of  broken  warkes  wroght  many  a  goodly  thing 
In  castyng,  in  turnyng,  in  florishing  of  flowres 
With  burres  rowg^  and  buttons  surffyllyng 
In  ncdyil  warke  raysyng  bynles  in  bowres 
With  uertue  enbesed  all  tymes  and  bowres 
And  ti-uly  of  theyr  bountie  thus  were  they  bent 
To  worke  me  this  chaplct,  by  good  aduisement. 

OCCUPACION  TO  SKELTON. 

Beholde  and  se  i  o  your  adueitisement, 
Howe  these  ladies  and  gentylwomen  all 
For  your  pleasure  do  theyr  endeuourmcnt 
And  for  your  sake,  howe  fast  to  warke  they  fali 
To  your  remembraunce  wherfore  ye  must  cali 
In  goodly  wordes  pleasauntly  comprised 
That  for  them  some  goodly  concey  te  be  deuised, 

With  propre  captacions  of  beneuolencc 
Ornately  pullyshed  after  your  faculte 
Sith  ye  must  nedes  afforce  it  by  pretence 
Of  your  profession  vnto  humanite 
Commcnsyng  your  proces  after  their  degree 
To  echc  of  them  rendring  thankes  commendable 
With  sentence  fructuous,  and  termes  cooenablc. 

POETA  SKELTON  ANSWERETH. 

AUANSYNG  n>y  selfe  some  thauke  to  deserue 
I  me  determyned  for  to  sharpe  my  pen 
Dcuoutly  arrectyng  my  pray  er  to  Minenie 
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Sbe  to  Toache  safe  tne  to  enforme  and  kęn 

To  Mercury  also  hertely  prayed  I  then 

Me  to  supporte,  to  helpe,  and  to  assyst 

To  gyde  and  to  gouerne  my  drediul  tremMing  fist 

As  a  mariner  that  amased  is  iu  a  stormy  ragę 
Hardly  be  stad  and  dryuen  is  to  hope 
Of  that  the  tempestous  wynde  will  aswage 
In  trust  wherof  comfort  his  heart  dotb  grope 
From  the  anker  he  cutteth  the  gabill  ropę 
.  Commttteth  al  to  God,  and  ietteth  his  ship  ryde 
So  I  beseche  Jesu  now  to  be  my  gyde. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  NOBLE  COUNTES  OF  8URREY. 

After  all  duły  ordred  obeysaunce 
In  hiimble  wyse  as  lowely  as  1  niaye 
Vnto  you  madame  I  make  reconisaunce 
My  lyfe  enduryng  I  shall  both  wryte  and  saye 
Recounte,  reporte,  reherse  without  delaye 
The  passynge  bountie  of  your  noble  estate 
Of  henour  and  worship  which  hath  the  formar  datę. 

Lyke  to  Argiua  by  tost  resemblaance 
The  noble  wyfe  of  Polimites  kynge 
Prudent  Rebeca,  of  whom  remembrannce 
The  bibie  maketh,  with  whose  chaste  lyuynge 
Your  noble  demenour  is  counterwaynge 
Whose  passing  bounte,  and  right  noble  estate 
Of  houour  and  worshyp  it  hath  the  former  datę. 

The  noble  Pamphilia  quene  of  the  Grekes  land 
Habilimentei>  royall  foundc  out  industriousły 
Thamer  also  wrought  with  ber  goodly  hande 
Many  diuises  passy nge  curiously 
Whom  ye  reprcsent  and  exemplify 
Whose  passynge  bounte  and  right  noble  estate, 
Of  honour  and  worship  it  hath  the  formar  datę. 
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As  damę  Thamaris  whiche  toke  the 
Cyrus  by  name,  as  writeth  t|fe  story. 
Damę  Agrippina  also  1  may  Jchersc 
Of  gcntill  corage  the  parfite4hen)ory 
So  shall  your  name  endure  perpetuaily 
Whose  passynge  bounte  and  right  noble  estate 
Of  honotar  and  worship  it  hath  the  formar  datę. 

TO  MY  LADY  ELISABETH  HOWARD. 

To  be  your  remembraunce  madame  I  am  bounde 
Lyke  to  Aryna  maydenly  of  porte 
Of  vertue  and  connyng  the  well  and  per6t  grounde 
Whom  damę  naturę,  as  well  I  may  reporte 
Hath  freshely  enbeauticd  with  many  a  goodly  sorte 
Of  woinanly  fętures,  whose  florishing  tender  age 
Is  lusty  to  loke  on,  plesaunt,  demeure,and  sagę 

Goodly  Creseidr  fayrer  than  Polyxene 
For  to  enuyne  Pandarus  appetite 
Troilus  I  trowe,  if  that  he  had  you  sene 
In  you  he  wolde  haoe  ?et  his  hoUe  delyte 
Of  all  your  beaute  1  suffice  nat  to  write 
But  as  I  sayd  your  florishyng  tender  age 
Is  lusty  to  loke  on,  pleasaunt,  demure,  and  sagę. 

TO  MY  LADY  MYRRIALL  HAWARDfi. 

My  lytell  lady  I  may  nat  leaue  behynde 
But  to  do  you  seruice  nedes  nowe  I  must 
Benigne  curteyse  of  gentilj  harte  and  mynde 
Whom  fortunę  and  fate  playnly  haue  discust 
Longe  to  enioye  pleasure,  delyte,  and  lust, 
The  enbudded  blossoms  of  roses  redde  of  hewe 
With  lilies  wbite  your  beauty  doth  renewe. 
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Compare  you  I  may  to  Cidippes  the  mayde 
That  of  Aconcius  whan  she  founde  the  byli 
In  her  bo8ome»  lorde  howe  she  was  afrayde  ■ 
The  ruddy  ihamefastnes  in  her  vysage  fyll 
Which  maner  of  abasshement  became  her  not  yll 
Right  so  madame  the  roses  redde  of  hewe 
With  lillyes  whyte  your  beautie  doth  renewe. 

TO  MY  ŁABY  ANNB  DAKERS  OF  TUB  SOUTH. 

ZEUSI8  that  enpictured  fiiyre  Helenę  the  ąueat 
You  to  deułse  his  crafte  were  to  seke 
And  if  Apelles,  your  countenaance  bad  sene 
Of  porturatnre,  which  was  the  famous  Grekę 
He  could  not  denlse  the  lest  point  of  your  cfaeke 
Princes  of  youthe  and  flowre  of  goodly  porte 
Uertue,  counnyng,  solące,  pleasure,  comlorte. 

Paregall  in  honour  ^nto  Penelope 
That  for  ber  trouth  is  in  remembraunce  had 
Fayre  Diaoira  sunnountynge  in  beautie 
Demure  Diana  womanly  and  sad 
Whose  lutty  iokes  make  heuy  hartee  glad 
Princes  of  youthe,  and  flowre  of  goodly  porte 
Uertue,  counnyng,  solące,  pleasura,  comforte. 

TO  MAI8TRE8  HARGARY  WENT^^ORTHB. 

With  margerain  gentill 
The  flowre  of  goodly  hede 
Enbrowdered  the  mantyli 
Is  of  your  maydenhede, 

Playnely  I  can  nat  glosę 
Ye  be  as  I  deuyne 
The  praty  prtmerose 
The  goodly  columbyne. 

With  margerain  gentill 
The  dowre  of  goodly  hede 
Enbrowdered  the  mantill 
Is  of  your  maydenhede 

Benygne,  courtetse,  and  mdce, 
With  wordes  well  denysed 
In  you  who  lyst  to  seke 
Be  Yertues  well  comprysed. 

With  margerain  gentill 
The  flowre  of  goodly  hede 
Enbrowdered  the  mautill 
Is  of  your  maydenhede. 

TO  MAISTRBS  MAR6ARET  TYLNEY. 

I  YOU  assure 
Ful  well  I  knowe. 
My  busy  cure 
To  you  I  owe 
Humbly  and  Iowę 
Commendyng  me 
To  your  bounte. 

As  Machareus 
Fayre  Canace 
So  I,  I  wys 
Eudeuoure  me 
Your  name  to  se 
It  be  enrolde. 
Writen  with  golde 

Phedra  ye  may 
Well  represent 
Intentyue  ay 
And  diligent 
No  ty  me  myspent 
Wherfore  delyte 
I  have  to  wryte 
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Of  Margaritę 
Perie  orient 
Łode  steire  of  lygbt 
Moche  reluoent 
Madame  regent 
1  maye  you  całl 
Of  Tertues  all. 

TO  MAI8TRES  lANE  BLENNER-HAISET. 

What  thoughe  my  penne  wazę  faynt 
And  hatb  smalle  tust  to  paynt 
Yet  shall  there  no  restraynt 
Cause  me  to  cease, 
Amonge  this  prease, 
For  to  encrease 
Yoar  goodly  name. 

I  wyłt  my  selfe  applye 
Thiste  me  ententyuely 
You  for  to  stellifye 
And  KI  obsenie 
That  ye  ne  swarue 
For  to  desenie 
Immortal  famę. 

Sitb  maistrei  lane  Haiset 
Smali  flowres  heipte  to  sette 
In  my  goodly  chappelet 
Tberfore  I  rendre,  of  ber  the  memorie 
Vnto  tbe  legendę  of  fayre  Leodomie. 

TO  MAI6TRE8  I8ABEŁŁ  PENNEŁŁ. 

By  saynt  Mary  my  lady 
Yonr  mammy  and  yonr  dady 
Brongbt  fortbe  a  goodlylmby 

My  mayden  Isabell, 
.Reflarynge  rosabell. 
Tbe  flagrannt  cammamell, 

Tbe  ruddy  rosary, 
Tbe  souereyne  rosemary 
The  praty  strawbery, 

Tbe  columbyne,  tbe  nepte, 
The  ielofibr  well  sette, 
The  propre  violet. 

Ennewed  your  colowre 
la  lyke^  tbe  dąsy  flowre,    . 
After  tbe  Aprile  showre. 

Sterre  of  tbe  morowe  graye, 
Tbe  blossome  on  tbe  spraye, 
.  Tbe  fresbeste  flowre  of  Maye. 

Maydenly  demure, 
Of  womao  bede  tbe  lure, 
Wberlbre  I  make  yoa  surę, 

It  were  an  beuenly  heltbe, 
It  were  an  endlesse  weithe, 
A  l3Ffe  for  God  bymselfe, 

To  berę  this  nyghtyngale 
Amonge  tbe  byrdes  smalę, 
Warbelynge  m  the  vale 
Dog,  dug,  iug,  iug, 
Oood  yere  and  good  lucke, 
Witb  chncke,  cbucke,  chucke,  chucke. 

TO  MAISTRE9  MARGARET  HUSSEY. 

Mirry  Margaret 
As  midsomer  flowre 
Gen  tyli  as  faucoun 
Or  bauke  of  the  towre 

Witb  solaoe  and  gladnes 
Mocb  mirtb  and  no  madnes 
All  good  and  no  badnes 


So  loyously 
So  maydenly 
So  womanly 
Her  demenynge 
In  euery  tbynge 
Far,  &r  passynge 
That  I  can  eadite 
Or  suffiee  to  write 
Of  mirry  Margarete 
As  mydsomer  flowre 
Gentill  as  faucoun 
Or  bauke  of  the  towre 

As  pactent  and  as  styli  ' 
And  as  ful  of  good  wil 
As  fayre  Isiphill 
Coliander 
Swete  pomaunder 
Good  Cassander 
Stefast  of  thought 
Wel  madę,  wel  wrogbt 
Far  may  be  sought 
Erst  that  ye  cao  iynde 
So  cuiteise  so  kynde 
As  mirry  Margarete 
This  midsomer  flowre 
Gentyll  as  faucoun 
Or  bauke  of  tbe  towre. 

TO  MAI9TRE8  GERETRUDB  STATHASf. 

Thoughe  ye  were  harde  barted 
And  I  witb  you  thwarted 
Witb  wordes  that  smarted, 
Yet  nowe  doutles,  ye  gyue  me  cau5;e 
To  wryte  of  you  this  goodly  clause 
Maistres  Geretrude 
Witb  woman  bede  endude 
Witb  vertue  well  renude. 

I  wyli  that  ye  shalbe 
In  all  benignite,  lyke  to  damę  Pasiphe. 
For  nowe  doutlesse,  ye  gyue  me  cause 
To  write  of  you  this  goodly  clause 
Maistres  Geretrude 
Witb  woman  bede  endude. 
With  virtue  well  renude. 

Partly  by*  your  counselL 
Garnyssbed  witb  laurell. 
Was  my  fresshe  coronell. 
Wherfore  doutles 
Ye  gyue  me  cause 
To  write  of  you  this  goodly  clause 
Maistres  Geretrude 
With  woman  bede  endude 
Witb  vertue  well  renude. 

TO  MAI8TRE8  ISABEŁŁ  KNYGHT. 

Bdt  if  I  shnlde  aquiŁe  your  kyndnes 
Els  say  ye  myght 
That  in  me  were  great  blyndnes 
I  for  lo  be  so  myndles 
And  coulde  nat  write 
Of  Isabell  Knyght 

It  is  nat  my  custome  nor  my  gyse  • 
To  leaue  behynde 

Her,  that  is  both  womanly  and  wyse 
And  specially  whichc  glad  was  to  deuyse 
The  meanes  to  fynde 
To  please  my  mynde. 

In  helpynge  to  warke  my  laurel  grene, 
Witb  sylke  and  golde 
Galatbea  tba  mayde  wal  be  sene. 
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'  Was  neoer  halfe  so  fayre  as  I  vtrcne 

,         Which  was  extolde,  a  thousand  folde 
By  Maro  the  Mantuan  prudent 

Who  lyst  to  redę,  ' 

But  and  I  had  łeyser  competent 

I  coude  shewe  you  suche  a  prcsident 

In  very  dede,  howe  ye  excede. 

OCCUPACION  TO  8KEŁT0N. 

WiTH DRAWĘ  your  band,  the  tyme  passeth  iaste 
Set  on  your  heed  this  laurell  which  is  wrought 
Herę  you  nat  Eolua.  for  you  bloweth  a  Uaste 
I  darc  well  sayie,  that  ye  and  I  be  sought. 
Make  no  delay,  for  now  ye  must  be  brought 
Before  my  ladys  grace,  the  quene  of  Famc, 
Where  ye  must  brefely  answere  to  your  name. 

8KEŁT0N  POETA. 

Castyng  my  syght  the  chambrc  about 
To  se  howe  duły,  eche  thyng  in  ordre  was 
Towarde  the  dore  as  we  were  commyng  out 
I  sawe  maister  Newton  syt  with  bis  compas 
His  plummet,  his  pensell,  bis  spectacles  of  glas 
Deuysynge  in  picture  by  his  industrious  wit 
Of  my  laurell  the  proces  euery  whitte. 

Fortli  with  vpon  this  as  it  were  in  a  thought 
Gower,  Chawcer,  Lydgate  these  thre 
Before  remembred,  me  courteisely  brought 
Into  that  place,  where  as  they  lefte  me 
Where  all  the  sayd  poetes  sat  in  their  degre 
But  whan  they  saw  my  laurell  richely  wrought 
AU  other  besyde  were  countrefet  they  thought 

In  comparison  of  that  whiche  I  ware 
Some  preysed  the  perle,  some  the  Stones  bryght 
Well  was  bym  that  thpnrpon  might  stare 
Of  this  warke  they  had  so  i^reatdelyght 
The  sylke,  the  golde,  the  flowres  fresh  to  sight, 
They  sayd  my  laurell  was  the  goodlyest 
That  euer  they  saw,  and  wrought  it  was  the  best, 

In  her  estate  there  sate  the  noble  quene 
Of  Famę,  perceyuyng  howe  that  I  was  cum 
She  wondred  me  thought  at  my  laurell  trrene 
She  loked  hautely,  and  gaue  on  me  a  gium 
There  was  amonge  them  no  word  than  but  mum 
For  eche  man  herkcned  what  she  wolde  to  me  say 
Wherof  in  substaunce  I  brought  this  awaye. 

THE  QUENE  OF  FAMĘ  TO  SKELTON. 

My  frende  sitb  ye  are  befbre  rs  here  present. 
To  answere  vnto  this  noble  audience 
Of  that  shalbe  reasoned  ye  must  be  content 
And  for  as  moche  as  by  the  hye  pretence 
That  ye  haue  nowe  by  ihe  preeminence 
Of  laureat  triumphe,  your  place  is  here  resenied 
We  wiirynderstande  howe  ye  haue  it  deserued. 

SKEŁTON  POETA  TO  THE  QUENE  OF  FAMS. 

Ryght  high  and  mighty  princes  of  astate 
In  famous  glory  all  other  transcendyno- 
Of  your  bownte  the  customable  ratę    ** 
Hath  ben  ful  often,  and  yet  is  attendyng 
To  all  that  to  reason  is  condiscendyng 
But  if  hasty  crcdence  by  maintenaunce  of  myght 
Fortune  to  stande  betwene  you  and  the  lyght 

But  suche  euidence  1  thynke  for  to  enduce 
And  so  largely  to  lay  for  myne  indempnyte    ' 
That  1  trust  to  make  miue  cxcuse 


Of  what  chaiige  soeaer  ye  lay  against  me 
For  of  my  bokes,  parte  ye  shal  se 
Which  in  your  recordes  I  know  wel  be  enrolde 
And  so  occupacion  your  regester  me  tolde. 

Forthwith  she  commanded  I  shuld  tnke  my  place 
Caliope  pointed  me  where  I  sboulde  sit 
With  that.  Occupacion  preased  in  a  pace 
Be  mirry  she  sayd,  be  nat  a  ferde  a  whit 
Your  discharge  berevnder  myn  arme  is  it 
So  than  commaunded  she  was^rpon  this 
Tosbewe  her  boke :  and  she  sayd  here  it  is. 

THE  QUENB  Sf  FAMB  TO  OCCUPACION. 

Your  boke  of  remembrance  we  wil  now  that  ye 
If  any  recordes  in  nombre  can  be  foiind         frede 
What  Skelton  hath  compiled  and  written  ia  dede 
Rehersynge  by  ordre,  and  what  is  the  grounde 
Let  se  nowe  for  hym,  howe  ye  can  expoande 
For  in  our  court  ye  wote  wel  his  name  can  nat  rise 
But  if  he  wrłte  oftenner  tban  ones  or  twyse. 

SKELTON  POETA. 

With  that  of  the  boke  losende  were  the  claspes 
The  margent  was  illumined  al  with  golden  railes 
And  bice  enpictured,  with  grassoppes  and  waspes. 
With  butterflies,  and  freshe  pecocke  tailes. 
Eeflored  with  flowres  and  slymy  snayles, 
Enuiued  pictures  well  touched  and  quickely  [sikly 
It  would  haue  madę  a  man  hole  that  had  be  right 

To  beholde,  howe  it  was  gamissbed  and  boand, 
Encouerde  ouer  with  golde  of  tissue  fine 
The  claspes  and  bullions  were  worth  a.  M.  pounde 
With  balassis   and  carbuncles  the  borders  dyd 
With  aurum  musicum  euery. other  lyne       [shyne 
Was  writen :  and  so  she  dyd  her  spede 
Occupacion  immediately  to  r«de. 

Occupacion  readeth  and  expoundeth  some  part  of 
Skeltons  bokes  and  balades  with  dities  of  plea- 
sure :  in  asmoche  as  it  were  to  longe  a  proces 
to  reherce  by  name,  that  he  hath  compiled.  &c. 
Of  your  oratour  and  poetę  laureata 
Of  Englande,  his  warkes  here  they  begyne 
In  primis  the  boke  of  Honorouse  astate 
Item  the  boke  howe  men  shoułde  fle  synne 
Item  royall  demenauuce,  worshyp  to  w3FQne 
Item  the  boke  to  speke  well  or  be  styli. 
Item  to  lerne  you,  to  dye  whan  ye  will. 

Of  rertue  also,  the  souerayne  enterlude 
The  boke  of  the  rosiar,  prince  Ai-tburis  creacion 
The  faise  ftiith  that  now  goth  wbich  daily  is  renude 
Item  his  dialogues  of  ymaginacion 
Item  Antomedon  of  loues  mcditaciou 
Item  newe  grammar  in  Englishe  compilled 
Item  Bouge  of  courte,  where  drede  was  begylled 

His  comedy,  Achademios  callcd  by  name 
Of  Tullis  famiiiars  the  translacion 
Item  good  aduisement  that  braineles  doth  blame 
The  recule  against  Gaguine  of  the  French  nacion 
Item  the  Popingay  that  hath  in  commendacion 
Ładies  and  gentilwomen  suche  as  deserued 
And  suche  as  be  couutrefettes  they  be  resenied. 

And  of  soueraintie  a  noble  pamphelet. 
And  of  magnificence  a  notable  mater 
Howe  countrefet  countenaunce  of  the  new  get 
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With  crafty  conueyaunre  dotli  smater  and  flater 
And  cloked  collusion  is  brought  in  to  claier 
With  rourtly  abosion  who  prtDteth  it  wel  in  minde 
Mocb  doublenes  of  the  world  tberin  be    may 
finde. 

Of  manerly  maistres  Margery  mylke  and  ale 
To  ber  be  wrote  many  maters  uf  myrth 
Yet  tbougbe  1  saye  it,  therby  lieth  a  tale 
For  Margery  wynsed  and  brake  ber  hynder  gyrth 
Lorde  bowe  she  madę  mocbe  of  ber  gentill  byrth 
Witb  gingerly  go  gingerly  ber  taiie  was  madę  of 

bay 
Go  she  neuer  so  gingerly  ber  honestie  is  gone 
awaye. 

Harde  to  make  ougłit  of  tbat  is  naked  nought 
This  iiistian  maistres  and  this  giggissbe  gase 
Wooder  is  to  write  wbat  wrencbes  she  wrougbt 
To  f»ce  out  ber  foly  with  a  mydsomęr  masę 
With  pitcbe  she  patcbed  ber  pitcber  sbould  nat 

crase 
It  may  well  ryme  bat  slirewdly  it  dotb  accorde 
To  pyke  oat  honestie  of  suche  a  potshorde. 

Patet  per  uersas. 
Hinc  puer  hinc  natus?  uir  coniugis  hinc  spo- 
liatus 
lure  thori?  est?  fetus  deli.  de  sangiiine  cretus. 
Hinc  magis  extollo,  quod  erit  puer  alter  Apollo. 
Si  querifi  qiialis?  meretrii  castissima  talis. 
Et  relis  et  rali:;,  et  reliąiialis. 

A  good  berynge  of  these  olde  talis 

Fynde  no  mo  such  from  Wanflete  to  Walis. 

£t  reliąua.   Omelia  de  diuersis  tractatibus. 

Op  my  ladys  grace  at  the  contemplacion 
Out  of  Frenche  into  Englisshe  prose 
Of  mannes  lyfe  the  peregrinacion 
He  dyd  translate,  interprete,  and  disclose 
The  treatise  ef  triutnphes  of  the  rcdde  rosę: 
Wheriu  many  stories  are  brcfely  contayned 
Tbat  rnremembred  longe  tyme  remayned. 

The  duke  of  Yorkes  creauncer  whan  Skelton  was 
Nowe  Henry  the  viii.  kynge  of  Enc^lande 
A  treatise  be  deuyscd,  and  brought  it  to  pas 
Called  Specnium  Principis,  to  bearc  in  his  hande 
Tberin  to  redę,  and  to  vnder&tande 
Ali  the  demenour  of  princely  astate 
To  be  our  kyngc  of  God  preordinate. 

Also  the  tunnyng  of  Elinor  Rummyng 
With    Colin    Clout,   John    Yue,    with    Joforth 

Jacke 
To  make  suche  trifels  it  asketh  some  counnjmg 
In  honest  myrth  parde  requireth  no  lacke 
The  wbite  appereth  the  better  for  the  blacke 
And  after  conueyaunce  as  the  worlde  gose 
It  is  no  foly  to  vse  the  Walshmannes  bose. 

Tlie  ymbles  of  venison,  the  botels  of  wyne 
To  iaire  maistres  Annę,  tbat  sbuld  haue  be  sent 
He  wrote  therof  many  a  praty  lyne 
Where  it  became^  and  wbither  it  went 
And  howe  tbat  it  was  wantonły  spent. 
Tbe  balade  also  of  the  mustarde  tarte 
Suche  problemes  to  paint  it  longeth  to  his  arte. 

Of  one  Adam  all  a  knaue  late  dead  and  gone 
Dormiat  in  pace  like  a  dormous 
He  wrote  an  epitapb  for  bis  graue  stone 


With  wordes  deuobt  and  sentence  Egerdous 
For  be  was  euer  agaynst  Goddes  bouse 
All  his  delite  was  to  branie  and  to  barkę 
Agayne  holy  churche,  the  prest,  and  the  ciarkę. 

Of  Philip  Sparowe  the  lamentable  fetę 
The  doleftiU  desteny,  and  tbe  carefuU  cbaunce 
Deuised  by  Skelton  after  the  fuuerall  ratę 
Yet  some  there  be  there  with  tbat  take  greuauuoe 
And  grugge  therat  with  frowning  counteoaunce 
But  H'hat  ofthat?  harde  it  is  to  please  all  men 
Who  lyst  amende  it,  let  bym  set  to  bis  peone. 

For  the  gyse  now  adayes, 
Of  some  iangelynge  da  iayes 
Is  to  discommende 
Tbat  they  can  nat  amende 
Tbougbe  they  wolde  spande 
All  tbe  wittes  they  haue 

Wbat  aylc  them  to  depraue 
Philippe  Sparowes  graue 
His  dirige,  her  commendacion 
Can  be  no  derogation 
But  myrthe  and  consolacion 
Madę  by  protestariun 
No  man  to  myscontent 
Witb  Philippis  enterement 

Alas  tbat  goodly  mayde 
Why  sbould  she  be  afrayde? 
Why  shoulde  she  take  shame, 
Tbat  her  goodly  name 
Honorably  reported, 
Sbould  be  set  and  sorted 
To  be  matriculate,  with  ladies  of  astate? 

I  conjure  the  Philip  Sparowe 
By  Hercules  tbat  heli  dyd  barowe 
And  with  a  renemous  arowe 
Slewe  of  tbe  Epidaures 
One  of  the  Centaures 

Or  Onocentaunis,  or  Hippocentaurus 
By  wbose  myght  and  mayne 
An  hart  was  slayne,  with  hornes  twayne 
Of  glitteryng  golde,  and  the  apples  of  golde 
Of  Hesperides  with  holde 
And  with  a  dragon  kepte 
That  neuer  morę  slepte 
By  marciall  strength,  be  wan  at  length. 

And'  $lewe  Gerione,  with  thre  bodyes  in  one 
With  mighty  corage,  adaunted  the  rege 
Of  a  lyon  sauage. 

Of  Diomedis  stabyll,  he  brought  out  a  rabill 
Of  coursers  and  rounses     ' 
With  leapes  and  bounset 

And  with  myghty  luggyQge 
Wrastelynge  and  tuggynge 
He  plucked  the  buU,  by  tbe  horned  scul 
And  otfred  to  Comucopia, 
And  so  forthe  per  cetera 

A|so  by  Hecates  bowre 
In  Plutos  gastly  towre. 

By  tbe  vgly  Eumenidest 
That  neuer  haue  rest  nor  ease 
By  the  Teneraous  serpent, 
Tbat  in  heli  is  neuer  brcnt. 
Tn  Lema  the  Grekes  fen 
That  was  engendred  then 

By  Chemeras  flames. 
And  all  the  deedty  names,  • 
Of  infemall  posty 
Where  loules  frye  and  rosty. 
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By  the  siygial  flodc,  and  Ihc  stremet  wodę 
Of  Cocytus  boŁomlesse  well. 
By  the  ferjrman  of  beli 

Caron  with  his  berde  horę 
Tbat  rowetb  with  a  rude  ore, 
And  with  bis  frounsed  fore  toppe 
Gydeth  his  bote  with  a  proppe. 

I  coniure  Phiłippe  and  cail 
In  the  name  uf  kynge  Saul. 
Primo  regum  expre8,  he  bad  the  Phitonea 
To  wytche  crafte  her  to  dres, 
And  by  bembusions, 
A  ud  damnable  iłlusions, 
Of  merveylous  conclusions, 
And  by  ber  supersticions, 
And  wonderfull  coodicioqs, 
She  raysed  vp  in  that  stede 
Samuel,  tbat- was  dede. 

But  wheder  it  were  so,  he  werc  idem  innumero, 
The  selfe  same  Samuel, 
Howe  be  i t  to  Saul  he  dyd  tell 
The  Philistinis  shonld  hym  askrye 
And  the  nexte  daye  he  shoitld  dye, 

wyli  my  selfe  discharge 
To  lettred  men  at  large. 

But  Philip  I  coniure  the 
Nowe  by  these  names  thre 
Diana  in  the  woddes  grene, 
Luna  that  so  bryght  doth  shene, 
Proserpina  in  heli,  that  thou  sbortly  tell 
And  shewe  nowe  vnto  me, 
What  the  cause  may  be,  of  tbis  perplexite, 

loferias  Philippe  tuas  Scroupe  pulchra  loanna 
Instanter  peciit,  cur  nostri  carminis  illam 
Nunc  pudet  est  sero,  minor  est  infiimia  rero 

Than  suche  as  haue  disdayned. 
And  of  tbis  worke  complayned, 
I  praye  God  they  be  pained 
No  worse  than  is  contayned 
In  verses  two  or  thre, 
That  folo  we  as  ye  maye  se. 
Luride  car  liuor  rolucris  pia  funeradamnas 
Talia  te  rapiant,  rapiunt  qn8e  fata  rolucrem, 
Est  tamen  indidia  mors  tibi  continua. 

The  grounting  and  the  groining  of  the  groni  ng 
AIso  the  moumyng  of  the  mapely  rotę       [swyne 
Howe  the  grene  couerlet  suffred  great  pyne. 
Whan  the  flie  net  was  set  for  to  catche  a  cote 
Strake  one  with  a  byrdbolt  to  the  heart  rotę 
AIso  a  deuonte  prayer  to  Moyses  homes 
Metrified  merily,  medled  with  scomes. 

Of  paiantes  tbat  were  played  in  ioyous  gardę 
He  wrate  of  a  mows  throueh  a  mud  wali 
Howe  a  doe  cam  trippyng  in  at  the  rere  warde 
But  lorde  howe  the  parker  was  wroth  with  all 
And  of  castell  Angell  the  fenestrall 
Glittiyjig  and  glist ryng  and  gloriously  glased 
It  madę  some  mennes  eyen  dąsy  Id  and  dased. 

The  repetę  of  the  recule  of  Roepg|undes  bowre 
Of  bis  pleasant  paine  there  and  his  glad  destres 
In  plantyng  and  pftfetóng  a  propre  ieloflfer  flowre 
But  howe  it  was,  some  were  to  recheles 
Nat  withstandyng  it  is  t-emedelei; 
What  myghtshe  say?  what  myght  he  do  therto? 
Thongh  Jack  sayd  nay:  yet  mok  ther  lost  her  sho. 

Howe  than  lyke  a  man  he  wan  the  Barbican 
With  a  saote  of  solące  at  the  longe  last 
The  colour  deedly,  swart,  blo,  and  wan 


Of  Exeone  her  lambe  is  dede  and  past 
The  cheke  and  the  uecke  but  a  sborte  catt 
In  fortunes  fauour  etier  to  endare 
No  man  lyuyng  he  sayth  can  be  snre. 

Ho  w  daoie  Minerua  first  found  the  oliue  trev 

she  red 
And  planted  yet  wher  neuer  before  was  nonę, 

vnshred 
An  hynde  vnhurt  it  by  casuelte,  nat  bied 
Recouerd  whan  the  fiorster  was  gone,  and  spęd 
The  hartes  of  tlie  herd  began  for  to  grone,  and  fled 
The  houndis  began  to  yerne  and  to  quest:  and 

dred 
With  lyttell  busines  standeth  moche  rest.  in  bed. 

His  epitomis  of  the  myller  and  his  ioly  make 
How  her  ble  was  bryght  aa  blossom  on  the  spray 
A  wanton  wenche  and  weli  conkłe  bakę  a  cake 
The  myllar  was  loth  to  be  out  of  the  way 
But  yet  for  all  that  be  as  be  may 
Whether  he  rode  to  Swasshamm  or  to  Some 
The  myllar  dnrst  nat  leaue  his  wyfe  at  home 

With  wofully  arayd  and  shamefully  betrayde 
Of  his  making  deuoute  medsrtacions 
Vexilla  regis  he  deuysed  to  be  desplayde, 
With  Sacris  solem pnus,  and  other  cuntemplaciona 
That  in  them  comprised  consideracions 
Thus  passeth  he  the  time  both  night  and  day 
Somtime  with  sadaes,  somtime  with  play 

Though  Galene  and  Diodcorides 
With  Hipocrates,  and  mayster  Auicen 
By  theyr  phisike  done  many  a  man  ease 
And  though  Albumasar  can  the  enforme  and  ken 
What  constelłacions  ar  good  or  bad  for  men : 
Yet  whan  the  rainc  raineth  and  the  gose  wtnketh 
Litell  wotteth  the  gosliog  what  the  gose  thinketh 


He  is  nat  wise  agayne  the  streame  that  strineth 
Dun  is  in  the  mirę,  damę  reche  me  my  spor 
Nedes  must  he  ren  that  the  deuill  dryneth 
Whan  the  stedi  is  stolen  sparre  the  stable  dur 
A  gentyll  hounde  shoulde  neuer  playe  the  kur 
It  is  soone  aspyed  where  the  thome  pricketh 
And  well  woteth  the  cat  whose  berde  she  licketh 

With  Marione  clarione  sol  lucernę 
Grandę  iuir,  of  this  Frenche  prouerbe  olde  * 
How  men  were  wont  for  to  disceme 
By  candelmas  daye,  what  wether  shoulde  holde 
But  Marione  clarione  was  caught  with  a  colde 
And  all  ouercast  with  cloudes  vnkinde 
This  goodly  flowre  with  stormes  was  yntwinde 

This  icloffer  gentill,  this  rosę,  this  lylly  flowre, 
This  prime  rosę  pefeles,  this  propre  violet, 
This  delicate  dąsy,  tbis  stranbery  prately  set, 
This  columbyne  clere  and  fresshest  of  coloare 
With  frowarde  frostis  alas  was  all  to  fret 
But  who  may  bane  niore  yngracious  life 
Than  a  childes  byrde  and  a  knaues  wife? 

Thinke  what  ye  will 
Of  this  wanton  byli. 
By  Mary  Gipcie 
Suod  soripsł  scripsi 
Vxor  tua  sicnt  Vitis 
Habetis  in  custodtani 
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Cmtodite  sicut  scitis. 
SecuDdum  Lucam-  &c. 

Of  the  booe  homs  of  Assbrige  beside  Barcanstede 
That  goodly  place  to  Skelton  most  kynde, 
Where  the  sange  royaii  is,  Christis  blode  so  redę 
Wbenrpon  he  metrified  after  Ms  mynde.  [finde 
A  plesanter  place  than  Asshrige  is,  hard  were  to 
As  Skelton  reherseth  with  wordes  fewe  and  playne 
In  bis  distichon,  madę  on  verses  twayne. 

Fraximas  in  cliuo  frondetque  Yiretsine  riuo. 

Non  est  sob  diao  similis  sine  flumini  uiuo. 

T|ic  nacion  of  foles  he  Icfte  nat  behinde, 
Item  Apoilo  that  wbirled  ap  his  charę, 
That  madę  some  to  snurre  and  snufe  in  the  windę 
It  madę  th<*m  to  skip,  to  stampe,  and  to  stare, 
Whicb  (if  tfaey  be  happy)  haue  caase  to  beware 
In  rymynge  and  raylynge  with  him  for  to  mell 
For  drede  that  he  lerne  them  theyr.  A.B.C.  to  spell. 

POETA  8KBŁT0N. 

Wmi  that  I  stode  vp,  faalfe  sodayniy  afrayde 
Sapplieng  to  Famę,  I  besoaght  ber  grace 
And  that  it  wolde  please  ber  fiill  tenderiy  I  prayd 
Out  of  ber  bookes  Appollo  to  rasę. 
Nay  syr  she  sayd,  what  so  in  tbis  place 
Of  our  noble  cuurte  is  ones  spoken  out 
U  muste  nedes  after  ren  all  the  worlde  aboute. 

Ood  wote  these  wonies  madę  me  fuli  sad 
And  whan  that  1  sawe  it  wolde  no  better  be 
But  that  my  peticion  wolde  nat  be  had, 
What  shoutde  I  do,  but  take  it  in  gre? 
For  by  Jupiter  and  his  high  maiestye, 
I  dyd  wbat  i  coolde  to  scarpc  out  the  scrolles 
Apollo  to  rasę  out  of  ber  ragman  rolles. 

Nowe  here  of  it  erkcth  me  lenger  to  wryte, 
To  OcciTpflK;ion,  I  wyli  agayne  resort 
Whiche  redde  on  styli,  as  ii  came  to  her  syght 
Rendrynge  my  deuises  I  madę  in  disporte 
Of  the  mayden  of  JCent  called  comforte 
Of  loners  testamentes  and  of  theyr  wanton  willis 
Aad  howe  loUas  loued  goodly  PhilKs. 

Biodorus  Siculas  of  my.translation 
Out  of  fresahe  Latitie  into  out  Bogtyssbe  playne, 
Recountyng  commodites  of  many  a  ^trange  nacion 
Who  redeth  it  ones  wolde  redę  it  agayne 
Six  Tolumes  engrosed  to^ether  it  doth  contayne. 
But  whan  of  the  laurell  she  madę  rehersail 
Al  oratora  and  poetes  with  other  great  and  smal 

A  thousande  tbousande  I  trowe  to  my  dotrte 
Tmraipba  triumpba  they  cried  all  about  [Rotne 
Of  tnimpettes  and  clarions  the  noyse  went  to 
The  sterry  hetien  me  thought  shoke  with  the  shout 
The  ground  groned  and  trembled  that  noyse  was 
so  stout  [booke 

The  qnene  of  Famę  commaunded,  shet  fest  the 
Aod  therwtth  sodaynely  out  of  my  ślepe  1  woke 

My  minde  of  the  great  din  was  somdele  amased 
I  wyped  myn  eyen  for  to  make  them  clere 
Than  to  the  heauen  sphericall  npworde  I  gased 
Where  I  sawe  Janas  with  bis  double  chere 
Makynge  hts  almanak  for  the  newe  yere 
He  tumed  his  ttrickcs  his  rolut^ll  ran  fast 
Oood  lacke  tbis  newe  yere  the  olde  yere  is  past. 
Mens  tibi  sit  consulta  petls^  sic  consule  menti> 
Emula  sit  lani,  retro  speculetur  It  antę. 


Skeltonis  ałtoąaitur  librum  suom, 

Ite  Britannorum  lux  o  radiosa  Britannam 

Carmina  nostra  pium  Yestrum  celebrate  Catullum 

Dicite  Skeltonis  V6ster  Adonis  erat. 

Dicite  Skeltonis  Yester  Homerus  erat. 

Barbara  cum  lacio  pariter  iam  currite  Versu. 

£t  licet  est  Yerbo  pars  maxima  texta  Britanno, 

Non  magis  incompta  nosti*a  Thalia  patet: 

Est  magi<i  ioculta  nec  mea  Caliope. 

Nec  uus  pceniteat  liuoris  tela  subire. 

Nec  nos  poeniteat  rabiem  tolerare  canińam. 

Nam  Maro  dissimiles  non  tulit  ille  minas, 

Immuuis  nec  enim  musa  Naaoms  srat. 

ŁENUOY. 

Go  little  quaire 
Demeane  you  faire 
Take  no  dispaire 
Thoagb  I  you  wrate 
After  this  ratę 
In  Englishe  letter 

So  mucbe  the  better  ^ 

Welcome  shall  ye 
To  some  men  be 
For  Latin  warkes 
Be  good  for  clarkes 
Yet  nowe  and  then 
Some  Latin  men 
May  happeiy  loke 
Ypon  yoor  boke 
And  so  procede 
In  you  to  redę 
That  so  in  dede 
Your  famę  may  sprede 
In  lengthe  and  brede 
But  that  I  drede 
You  shall  haue  nede 
You  for  to  spede 
To  hames  bryght 
By  force  of  might 
.   Agaynst  enny 
And  obloąuy 
And  wote  ye  wby 
Nat  for  to  fyght 
Agaynst  dispyght 
Nor  to  derayne 
Batayle  agayne 
Scornfull  disdayne 
Nor  for  to  chyde 
Nor  for  to  hyde 
You  cowardly 
But  courteisly 
That  I  haue  pende 
F(»r  to  defende 
Ynder  the  banner  ^ 
Of  al!  good  maner* 
Ynder  proteclion  ' 
Of  sad  correction 
With  tolcracion 
And  supportacion 
Of  reformacion 
If  they  can  spye 
Circumspectly 
And  wonie  defaced 
That  myght  be.rased 
Els  ye  shall  praye 
Them  that  ye  may 
Conti nue  styli 
Witji  theyr  good  wyli. 

Ad  ierenis«mam   Maiestatem  Regiara,   pariter 
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cum  Domino  Cardinali  Legato  a  latere  honori- 
ficatissimo  &c. 

ŁACTRE  ENUOY. 

Perge  liber,  celebrem  pronus  regcm  venerare 
Henricum  octauum,  resotians  sua  premia  laudis. 
Cardineum  dominum  pariter  renerando  salutes, 
Legratum  a  latere  &  fiat  memor  ipse  precare, 
Prebende,  quam  proroiset  mibi  credere  quoiidam. 
Meque  snum  referas  pignus  sperare  salatis 
Inter  spcmque  metum. 

I 

/ 

Twene  hope  and  drede 

My  lyf<ę  I  lede  Smali  sekemes. 

But  of  my  spede 

Ho  w  be  it  I  redę 

Both  worde  and  dede        In  noblenes. 

Should  be  agrede 

Or  els.  &c. 


THE  PROLOGUE  TO  THE  BOUGE  OF 
COURTE. 

Is  Autumpne  whan  tbe  sonne  in  vyrgyne 

By  radyaute  hete  euryped  hath  our  coine 

Whan  Luna  fuli  of  mutabylyte 

As  emperes  the  dyademe  hath  worne 

Of  our  pole  'artyk«,  smylynge  halfe  in  scorne 

At  our  foly,  and  our  vnstedfastnesse 

The  ty  me  whan  Mars  to  warre  hym  dyd  dres, 

I  callynge  to  mynde  the  greate  auctoryte 
Of  poetes  olde,  whiche  fuli  craftely 
Ynder  as  couerte  terroes  as  coulde  be 
Can  touche  a  trouth,  and  cloke  subtylly 
With  fresshe  vtteraunce  fuli  sentencyuusly 
Dyucrse  in  style  some  spared  not  vyce  to  wryte 
Some  of  mortalitie  nobly  dyd  endyte  « 

Wherby  I  rede,tbeyr  renomę  and  theyr  famę 
Maye  neuer  dye,  but  euermore  endure 
I  was  sore  moued  to  a  forsę  the  same 
But  ignoraunoe  fuli  soone  dyde  me  djrscure 
And  shewed  that  in  this  arte  1  was  not  surę 
For  to  illumine  she  sayd  I  was  to  dulle 
Aduysynge  me  my  penne  awaye  to  pulle 

And  not  to  wryte,  for  he  so  wyli  attcyne 
£xcedyng  ferther  than  his  connynge  is 
His  heed  maye  be  harde,  but  feble  is  brayne 
,  Yet  haue  I  knowen  suche  er  this 
But  of  reproche  surdy  he  maye  not  roys 
That  clymmeth  hyer  than  he  may  fotinge  haue    . 
What  and  he  slyde  downe,  who  shall  hym  saue? 

#* 

Thus  vp  and  downe  my  mynde  was  drawen  and 
That  1  ne  wyste  what  to  do  was  bertę  [cast 

So  sore  enwered  that  I  was  at  the  laste 
Enforsed  to  ślepe,  and  for  to  take  some  reste 
And  to  lye  downe  as  soone  as  I  my  dreste 
At  Harwyche  porte  slumbrj^nge  as  I  laye 
In  myne  hostes  house  called  Powers  keye 

Me  thought  I  sawe,  a  shyppe  goodly  of  sayle 
Come  saylyng  forth  into  that  hauen  brood 
Her  taktlyng  ryche  and  of  hye  apparayle 
She  kast  an  anker  and  tlłcre  she  laye  at  rode 
Marcbauntes  her  borded  to  se  what  she  had 
TJłerein  they  founJe  royall  roarchaundyse 
Fraghted  with  pleasure  of  what  ye  could  deuise 


But  than  I  thought  I  wolde  not  dwell  bebynde 
Amange  all  other  I  put  my  setfe  in  prece 
l'han  there  could  I  nonę  aquentaunce  fynde 
There  was  moche  noyse  anone  one  crj^ed  oese 
Sharpely  coromaundynge  eche  man  holde  his  peoe 
Maysters  he  sayd,  the  shyp  that  ye  berę  se 
The  Bowge  of  courte  it  hyghte  for  certeynte. 

The  owner  thereof  is  lady  of  estate 
WhooB  name  to  tell  Is  damę  saunce  pere 
Her  marchaundyse  is  ryche  and  fortiniate 
But  who  will  haue  it  muste  paye  therfore  dere 
This  royall  chaffre  that  is  shypped  here 
is  called  fauoure  to  stonde  in  her  guod  grace 
Than  should  ye  se  there  pressynge  in  a  pace. 

Of  one  and  other  that  wolde  thi!s  lady  se 
Which  sat  behynde  a  tranes  of  sylke  iyne 
Of  golde  of  tessew  the  fyuei>t  tliat  myght  be 
In  a  trone  whiche  ferre  clerc  dyd  sh3rne 
Than  Pbebus  in  his  spere  celestynę 
Whoos  beautie  honoure  goodly  porte 
I  haue  to  lytcU  connynge  to  reporte 

But  of  eche  tbynge  there  as  I  toke  hede 
Amonge  all  other  was  wryten  in  her  trone 
In  golde  leters  this  worde  whiche  I  dyd  redę 
Gardę  le  fortunę  qn<>  cst  mauelz  et  bonę 
And  as  I  stode  redyng  this  yerse  my  selfe  alone 
Her  chyef  gentylwoman  daui}gt;r  by  her  name 
Gaue  me  a-taunte  and  sayd  I  was  to  blame. 

To  be  so  pertę  to  prese  so  proudcly  uppe 
She  sayd  she  trowed  that  I  had  eaten  sause 
She  asked  yf  euer  I  dranke  of  sauccs  cuppe 
And  I  than  softely  answered  to  that  clause 
That  so  to  saye,  I  had  gyuen  her  no  cause 
Than  asked  she  me  Syr  so  God  the  spede 
What  is  thy  name  ?  and  I  sayd  it  was  Drede. 

What  moued  the  quod  she  hydder  to  come 
Forsoth  quod  I  to  bye  some  of  your  ware 
And  with  that  worde  on  me  she  gaue  a  glome 
With  browes  bente  and  gan  on  me  to  stare 
Fuli  daynously  and  fro  me  she  dyd  farę 
Leuynge  me  stondynge  as  a  mased  man 
To  whome  there  came  an  other  geutilwoman. 

D^sire  her  name  was  and  so  she  me  tolde 
Sayenge  to  me  brother  be  of  good  chere 
Abasshe  you  not  but  hardely  be  bolde 
Auaunce  your  selfe  to  aprocbe  and  Come  nerę 
What  though  our  chafFer  be  neuer  so  dere 
Yet  I  aayse  you  to  8p«ke  for  ony  drede 
Who  spareth  to  speke,  in  iaith  he  sparcth  to  spęd 

Maistres  quod  I,  I  habc  nonę  aquentaunce 
That  wyli  for  me  be  medyatoure  and  mene 
But  thia  another  I  haue  but  smalę  substaunce 
Peace  quod  Desyre  ye  speke  not  worUi  a  bene 
Yf  ye  haue  not  in  fayth  1  will  you  lene 
A  precious  jewell  no  rycher  in  this  londe 
Bonę  auenture  haue  here  nowe  łn  your  h<Hide. 

Shyfte  now  therwith  let  se  as  ye  can 
In  Bowge  of  courte  cheuysaunce  to  make 
For  I  dare  saye  that  there  nys  ertbly  man 
But  and  he  can  bonę  auenture  take 
There  can  no  fayonre  nor  frendshyp  him  foraake 
Bonę  auenture  may  brynge  you  i  u  suche  case 
That  ye  shall  stonde  in  fauoure  and  in  grace. 
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But  of  one  thynge  I  warne  you  er  I  goo 
She  that  styreth  the  sfayp  make  ber  your  frende 
Maystres  quod  1, 1  praye  you  tel  me  why  so 
And  how  I  may  that  waye  and  meanes  fynde 
Forsoth  quod  she  how  euer  blowe  the  wynde 
Fortune  gydeth  and  nileth  all  our  shyppe 
Whpm  she  hateth  shall  ouer  the  sbyp  borde  skyp. 

Whome  she  loueth  of  all  pleasure  is  riche 
Whyles  słie  laugheth  and  hath  luste  for  to  playe 
Whome  she  hateth  she  oasteth  in  the  dychę 
For  whan  she  frouneth  she  thinketh  to  make  afray 
She  cberysshed  hym  and  hym  she  chasseth  away  • 
Alas  quod  I  how  myght  I  haue  her  surę 
In  foj^h  quod  she  by  bonę  auenturc. 

Thns  in  a  row  of  marchauntes  a  grete  route 
Sued  to  fortunę  that  she  wolde  be  theyr  frynde 
Tbey  tbronge  in  faste  and  flocked  her  aboute 
And  I  with  them  prayed  her  to  haue  in  mynde 
She  promysed  to  ts  all  she  wolde  be  kynde 
Of  Bowge  of  court  she  asketh  what  we  wold  haue 
And  we  asked  founure,  and  fauoure  she  vs  gaue. 

Thus  endeth  the  Prologue. 


DRBOB. 

Tme  sayte  is  vp  fortunę  ruleth  our  heime 
We  wantę  no  wynde  to  passe  now  ouer  all 
Fauoure  we  haue  tougher  then  any  eime 
That  will  abide  and  neuer  frome  vs  fali 
But  vndcr  bonie  oftetime  lieth  bytter  gali 
For  as  me  thougbte  in  our  shippe  I  did  se 
Fuli  subtell  persones  in  nombre  foure  and  thre 

The  first  was  FaucU  fuli  of  flatcrie 
With  fables  false  that  wcIl  coude  iaync  a  tale 
Tbe  seconde  was  Suspecte  whiche  that  dayly 
Mysdempte  eche  man  with  face  deediy  and  pale 
And  Haruy  Haster  that  well  coulde  picke  a  małe 
With  other  foure  of  theyr  affynyte 
Dysdayne,  Ryotte,  Dyssymuler,  Subtylte, 

Fortune  theyr  frende  with  whom  oft  she  dyd 

daunce 
Tbey  coade  not  fayle  they  thougbt  they  were  so 

surę 
And  oftentimes  ]  wold  myselfe  auaunce 
Wtth  them  to  make  solące  and  pleasure 
Bat  my  dysporte  they  coulde  not  wcII  endure 
Tbey  said  tbey  hated  for  to  di.'le  with  Drcde 
Than  Fauell  gan  with  fayre  speche  me  tofede. 

FAUEŁŁ. 

NoTRiNOB  erthly  that  I  wonder  so  sore 
Asof  ourconninge  that  h  so  excellent 
Deynte  to  haue  with  vs  .suche  one  in  storę 
SoTcrtuously  that  hath  his  dayes  spente 
Fortune  to  you  gyfte's  of  sracie  hatbe  lentc 
I^  what  it  is  a  man  to  haue  conninge 
AD  erthly  tresoure  it  is  surmountinge 

Ye  be  an  apte  man  as  ony  ran  be  found 
To  dwell  with  vs  and  serue  my  ladyes  grace 
Ye  be  to  ber  yea  worth  a  thousande  pounde 
I  berde  ber  speke  of  you  within  shorte  space 
When  Łhere  weredyuerse  that  sore  did  you  manace 
And  though  I  saye  it,  1  was  myselfe  your  frend 
For  here  be  dynerse  to  you  that  be  Tnkinde 


Bot  thls  one  thinge  ye  pnay  be  sore  of  me 
For  by  that  Lorde  that  bought  derę  all  mankinde 
1  cannot  flatter  I  must  be  playne  to  tbe 
And  ye  nede  ought  man  shew  to  me  your  minde 
For  ye  haue  me  whome  faythfull  ye  shall  finde 
Whyles  I  haue  ought  by  God  you  shalte  not  lacke 
And  if  nede  be,  a  bolde  woide  I  dare  cracke 

Nayf  naye  be  surę  whiles  I  am  on  your  syde 
Ye  may  not  fali  truste  me  yc  maye  not  fayle 
Ye  stande  i  u  fauoure  and  fortunę  is  your  gyde 
And  as  she  wyli  so  shall  our  greate  shyppe  sayle 
These  lewd  cok  witts  shall  neuermore  preuatle 
Againste  you  hardely  therfore  be  not  afrayde 
Farę  well  till  soone  but  no  wprde  that  I  sayde. 

DREDE. 

Than  thanked  I  him  for  his  great  gentylnes 
But  as  me  thougbt  he  ware  on  him  a  cloke 
That  lyned  was  with  doubtfull  doublenes 
Me  thougbte  of  wordes  tliat  he  bad  foli  a  poke 
His  stomake  stuffed  oftetymes  dyde  reboke 
Suspycyon  me  thoughte  mett  hym  at  a  brayde 
And  I  drewe  nerę  to  herke»  what  they  two  sayde 

In  foyth  quod  Suspecte,  spake  Drede  no  worde 
of  me 
Why  what  than  wylte  thou  lette  men  to  speke 
He  say  th  he  'cannot  well  accorde  with  the 
Twysshem  quod  Suspectc  goo  playe  him  I  ne  reke 
By  Cbryst  quod  Fauell  Drede  is  soleyne  freke 
What  lete  vs  holdc  hym  vp  man  for  a  whyle 
Ye  80  quod  Suspecte,  he  maye  V8  bothe  begyle 

And  whan  he  came  walkinge  soberly 
With  whom,  and,  ha,  and  with  a  croked  loke 
Me  thoughte  his  heed  was  fuli  of  gelousy 
His  eyen  rollynge  his  bondes  fast  they  quoke 
And  to  me  wafde  the  strayghte  way  he  toke 
God  spęd  brother  to  me  quod  he  than 
And  thus  to  talk  with  me  he  began, 

8USPICI0N. 

Ye  remembre  the  gentylman  ryght  now  [spake 
That  commaund  with  you  me  tbougfat  a  party 
Beware  of  hym  for  I  make  God  auowc 
He  wyli  begyle  you  and  speke  fayre  to  your  face 
Ye  neuer  dwelte  in  suche  an  other  place 
For  here  is  nonę  that  dare  well  other  truste 
But  I  wolde  tell  you  a  thinge  and  I  durste 

Speke  he  a  fayth  no  worde  to  you  of  me 
I  wote  and  he  dyde  ye  wolde  me  tell 
I  haue  a  fauoure  to  you  wherof  it  be 
That  1  muste  shewe  you  muchę  of  my  counselle 
But  I  wonder  wliat  the  deuyll  of  heli 
He  sayd  of  me  whan  he  with  you  dyd  talke 
By  myne  aduyse  vse  not  with  him  to  walkę 

The  soueraynst  thini^c  that  any  man  may  haue 
Is  litill  to  saye,  and  much  to  herc  and  se 
For  but  I  tłUiited  you  so  God  me  saue 
I  wolde  notliing  so  playne  be 
To  you  onely  mc  thynke  1  dUrste  shryue  me 
For  nowe  am  I  plenarely  dysposed 
To  shewe  you  thyngs  that  may  not  be  disciosed. 

DREUE. 

Than  I  assured  hym  my  fydelyte 
His  counseylc  secrete  neuer  to  dyscure 
Yf  he  could  fynde  in  herte  to  truste  mc 
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Els  I  prayed  hym  with  all  my  besy  core 
To  kepe  it  hymseife  for  than  he  myght  be  snre 
That  no  man  erthly  could  hym  beiireye 
Whyl«s  o{  his  mynd  it  were  lockte  witbthe  keye 

By  God  quod  he  this  and  tbus  it  is 
And  of  bis  mynde  be  sbewed  me  al  and  some 
Farre  well  ąuod  he  we  will  talke  mon?  of  this 
So  iie  departed  there  be  wołde  be  come 
1  dare  not  speke  I  promised  te  be  dome 
Bat  as  I  stode  mnsinge  in  my  minde 
Harny  Haster  came  lepinge  light  as  linde, 

Ypon  his  breste  he  bare  a  versinge  boxe 
His  tbrote  was  clere  and  lustely  coułde  fayne 
Me  thought  his  gowne  was  all  furred  with  foxe 
And  euer  be  sange,  sitbe  lam  notbinge  plaine 
To  kepe  bim  from  pikinge  it  was  a  grete  paine 
He  gascd  on  me  with  his  gotishe  berde 
Whan  1  loked  on  him  me  purse  was  half  aferde. 

HERUY  HASTER. 

Str  God  you  saue  why  loke  ye  so  sadde 
What  thinge  is  tbat  1  maie  do  for  you 
A  wondcr  thipge  that  ye  waxe  not  madde 
For  and  I  studie  sholde,  as  ye  do  nowe 
My  witte  woIde  waste  I  make  God  auowe 
Tell  me  ycur  minde  me  thinke  ye  make  a  verse 
I  could  it  skan  and  ye  wolde  reberse 

But  to  the  pointę  shortelie  to  procede 
Wher  hathe  yonr  dwelling  ben  er  ye  came  hcre 
For  as  I  trowe  1  haue  sene  you  in  dede 
Er  this  whan  that  ye  madę  mc  roiall  chere 
Holde  vp  the  heime  loke  vp  and  lete  Go3  stere 
I  wolde  be  merie  what  wind  that  ener  blowe 
Heue  and  how  rombclow  row  the  bote  Norman 
rowe. 

Princes  of  youghte  can  ye  singe  by  rotę 
Or  shall  I  saile  with  you  a  felosbip  assaie 
For  on  the  booke  I  cannot  singe  a  notę 
Wolde  to  God  it  wolde  please  you  some  daye 
A  balladę  booke  before  me  for  to  laye 
And  leme  me  to  singe  (ke  mi  fa  sol) 
And  when  I  faile  bobbe  me  on  the  noU 

Loo  what  is  to  you  a  pleasure  great 
To  haue  tbat  conioge  and  waies  that  ye  haue 
By  Goddes  soule  I  wonder  howe  ye  gete   ■ 
Soo  great  pleasure  or  who  to  you  it  gaue 
Sir  pardone  mc  I  am  an  bpmelie  knaue 
To  be  with  you  thus  pertę  and  tbus  bolde 
But  ye  be  welcome  to  our  houssholde 

And  I  dare  saie  there  is  no  man  here  inne 
Bot  wolde  be  glade  of  your  companie 
1  wiste  neucr  man  that  so  soone  coude  winne 
The  fauoure  that  ye  haue  with  my  lady 
I  praye  to  God  that  it  maie  neuer  dy 
It  is  your  fortunę  for  to  haue  that  grace 
As  I  be  saued  it  is  a  wonder  case 

For  as  for  me  I  serued  here  many  a  daie 
And  yet  vnneth  1  can  haue  my  lyuynge 
But  I  reąuyre  you  no  worde  that  I  saye 
For  and  I  knowe  ony  erthly  thynge 
That  is  agayne  you  ye  shall  haiie  wetyngc 
And  ye  be  welcome  syr  so  God  me  saue 
I  hope  bereafter  a  frende  of  you  to  have. 


DR£DE. 


WiTH  tbat  as  he  departed  so  fro  me 
Anone  there  mette  with  bym  as  me  tboughte 
A  man,  but  wonderly  besene  was  he 
He  loked  hawtie  he  sette  eche  man  at  noughte 
His  gawdy  garment  with  scomes  was  ali  wroqght 
With  indygnacion  iyned  was  his  hode 
He  frowned  as  he  wolde  swere  by  cockes  blode. 

He  bote  tbe  lyppe  be  loked  passynge  coye 
His  face  was  belymmed  as  byes  had  bym  stoange 
It  was  no  tyme  with  hym  to  japę  nor  toye 
Bnuye  hath  wasted  his  lyuer  and  his  lonnga 
Hatred  by  the  herte  so  had  hym  wrounge 
Tbat  he  loked  pale  as  asshes  to  my  syghte 
Dysdayne  I  wenę  his  comerous  crabes  bygfate 

To  Heruy  Haster  than  he  spake  of  me 
And  I  drewe  nerę  to  harke  what  they  two  sayde 
Now  quod  Dysdayne  as  I  shall  syued  be 
I  haue  grete  scome  and  am  ryght  euyll  apayed 
Than  quod  Heruy  why  arte  tbou  so  dysmayde 
By  Chryst  quo<l  he  for  it  is  sbame  to  saye 
To  se  Johan  Dawes  that  came  but  yesterdaye 

How  he  is  now  taken  in  conceyte  * 
This  doctour  dawcocke  Drede  1  wenę  be  hyght 
By  Goddes  bones  but  yf  we  haue  some  sleyte 
It  is  lyke  he  wyli  stonde  in  your  lyghte 
By  God  quod  Heruy  and  it  so  happen  myghte 
Lete  V8  therfore  shoilly  at  a  worde 
Fynde  some  mene  to  caste  h}'^m  ouer  the  borde 

By  him  that  me  bought  than  quod  Dysdayne 
I  wonder  sore  he  is  in  suche  conceite 
Turde  quod  Haster  I  wyli  the  nothjmge  sayne 
There  must  for  him  be  layde  some  pręty  beyte 
We  tweyny  I  trowe  be  not  without  dysceyte 
Fyrste  pycke  a  quarell  and  fali  out  with  him  then 
And  so  outface  bym  with  a  carde  of  ten, 

Forthwith  he  madę  on  me  a  proude  assawte 
With  BcomfuU  loke  meuyd  all  in  moode 
He  wentę  about  to  take  me  in  a  lawte 
He  frounde  he  stared  he  stampped  where  he  stoode 
I  loked  on  hym  I  wende  he  had  be  woode 
He  set  the  arme  proudly  vnder  the  syde 
And  in  this  wise  he  gan  with  me  to  chyde. 

DYSDATNB. 

Rembmbrest    tbou  what  tbou  sayd    yester 
Wilt  tbou  abide  by  the  wordes  againe        [nyghte 
By^God  I  haue  of  the  now  grete  dispite 
I  shall  the  angre  ones  in  euery  vaine 
It  is  grete  scome  to  se  suche  an  haine 
As  tbou  arte  one  that  came  but  yesterdaie 
With  vs  olde  servauntes  suche  maisters  to  fdaie 

I  tell  tbe  I  am  of  countenaunce 
What  wenest  I  were,  I  trowe  you  know  not  me. 
By  Goddes  woundes  but  for  displesaunce 
Of  my  querell  soone  wolde  I  venged  be 
But  no  force  I  shall  ones  metę  with  the 
Come  whan  i t  will  oppose  the  I  shall 
Wbat  som  euer  auenture  tbereof  faU 

Trowest  tbou  dreuill  I  saie  tbou  gawdie  knaoe 
That  I  haue  deinte  to  se  the  cherisshed  thus 
By  Goddis  side  my  sworde  thy  berde  shall  tfhaiM 
Weil  ones  tbou  shalte  be  chermed  I  wus 
Naię  strawę  for  tales  tbou  shalt  not  rule-Ts 
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We  be  Łhy  betters  and  so  thou  sbalte  ys  take 
Or  we  shall  tbe  out  of  Łby  clothes  sbake. 

DRB0B. 

WiTB  tbat  came  Ryotte  mshtng  al  at  ones 
A  rustie  galande  to  ragged  and  to  rentę 
And  on  tbe  borde  he  irhirled  a  paire  of  bones 
Siiarter  treye  dews  he  clattered  as  be  went 
Noue  baae  atall  by  saint  Thomas  oCKente 
And  eoer  he  threwe  and  kyst  I  wote  nerę  what 
Hi8  here  was  growen  tborowe  out  his  bat 

Tban  I  bebylde  bow  be  dysgysed  was 
His  heed  was  heuy  for  watchinge  ouer  nigbt 
His  eyeu  blered  his  face  shone  like  a  gias 
His  gowne  so  shorte  tbat  it  ne  couer  rayght 
His  rumpe  he  wentę  so  alł  for  somcr  llgbt 
His  bose  was  garded  with  a  lyste  of  grene 
Yet  at  the  knee  they  were  broken  I  wenę 

His  cote  was  clieckeid  with  patches  redę  and 
Of  kyrkeby  kendall  was  his  shorte  demye   [blewe 
And  ay  be  saoge  in  foyth  decon  thou  crewe 
His  elbowe  bare  be  ware  his  gere  so  nye 
His  oose  droppinge,  his  lippes  were  fuli  drye 
And  by  his  8^ de  bis  wbynarde  and  his  poache 
The  dmyll  mygfat  dance  therin  for  any  croucbe 

Counter  he  coude  (O  lux)  upon  a  potte 
Aod  eestriche  fedder  of  a  capons  tayle 
He  set  vp  frasshely  vpen  his  hat  alofte 
What  reuell  route  quod  he  and  gan  to  rayle 
How  ofte  he  hit  lenet  on  the  tayle 
Of  felyce  fetewse  and  Ijrtell  pręty  cate 
Howe  ofte  he  knocked  at  her  klycket  gate 

What  shouM  I  tell  morę  of  his  rybaudrye 
I  was  asbanoed  so  to  here  bym  prate 
He  had  no  pleasure  but  in  harlotrye 
Ay  quod  be  in  the  deuylles  datę 
What  art  thou  I  sawe  the  nowe  but  late 
Forsoth  quod  I  in  this  courte  I  dwel  nowe 
Welcome  quod  Ryote  I  make  God  auowe. 

RYOT. 

And  syr  in  fayth  wby  comste  not  vs  amonge 
To  make  tbe  mery  as  other  felowes  done 
Thou  must  sware  and  stare  man  aldaye  longe 
And  wake  all  nyght  and  ślepe  tyli  it  be  nonę 
Thou  mayste  not  studye  or  muse  on  tbe  monę 
This  worlde  is  notbing  but  ete  drynke  and  ślepe 
And  thas  with  vb  good  company  to  kepe 

Plucke  vp  tbyne  herte  vpon  a  mery  pinne 
And  let  vs  laugh  a  plucke  or  twayne  at  nale 
What  tbe  denyll  man  myrth  is  here  within 
What  lo  man  se  here  of  dyce  a  bale 
A  brydelynge  caste  for  tbat  is  in  thy  małe 
Kowe  baue  at  all  tbat  lyeth'  vpon  the  burdę 
Fye  on  this  dyce  they  be  not  worth  a  turde 

Haue  at  the  hasarde  or  at  the  dosen  browne 
Or  els  I  pas  a  penny  to  a  pounde. 
Now  wolde  to  God  thou  wold  leye  money  down 
Łonie  bow  tbat  I  wolde  caste  it  fuli  rounde 
Ay  in  my  poucbe  a  buckell  1  baue  founde 
The  armes  of  Calyce  I  baue  no  coyne  nor  crosse 
I  am  not  bappye  I  renne  ay  on  the  losse 

Now  renne  muste  I  to  the  stewes  syde 
To  wete  yf  malkyn  my  lenman  haue  gete  ought 
I  lete  her  to  hyre  tbat  raeo  may  on  ber  ryde 


Her  armes  easy  ferre  and  nerę  is  songbte 
By  Goddis  sydes  syns  1  her  thyder  broughte 
She  hath  gote  me  morę  money  with  her  tayle 
Than  hith  some  sbyppe  tbat  into  bordews  sayle 

Had  I  as  good  an  horsas  she  is  a  marę 
I  durste  auenture  to  journcy  to  Fraunce 
Who  rydetb  on  her  he  nedeth  not  to  care 
For  she  is  trussed  for  to  breke  a  launce 
U  is  a  curtel  tbat  well  can  wynche  and  praunce 
To  her  wyli  1  now  all  my  pouerty  legę 
And  tyli  1  come  1  baue  berę  myne  bat  to  plege. 

DREOB. 

GoNE  is  this  knaue  this  rybande  foule  and  leude 
He  ranne  as  faste  as  euer  tbat  be  myghte 
Yntbryftynes  in  bim  maye  well  be  shewed 
For  whome  tyborne  groneth  botb  daie  and  nighte 
And  as  1  stode  and  caste  asyde  my  sygbte 
Dasdayne  I  sawe  with  Uyssymulaeyon 
Standynge  in  sadde  communicacyon 

But  there  was  poyntynge  and  noddyng  with  the 
And  mauy  wordes  sayd  in  secrcte  wyse         [hede 
They  wandred  ay  and  stode  styli  in  no  stede 
Me  thoughte  alwaye  Di&symular  dyde  dcuyse 
Me  passynge  sore  myne  bertę  than  gan  aryse 
I  dempte  and  drede  their  talkynge  was  not  good 
Anone  DyssimiUar  came  wbere  1  stode 

Than  in  his  bodę  1  sawe  there  faces  tweyne 
Tbat  one  was  lene  and  lyke  a  pyned  ghost 
That  other  loked  as  he  wolde  me  baoe  slayne 
And  to  me  warde  fts  he  gan  for  to  coost 
Whan  tbat  be  was  euen  at  me  alrooost 
i  sawe  a  koyfe  hyd  in  his  one  sleue 
Wheron  was  wryten  this  worde  myschefe 

And  in  bis  other  sleue  me  thought  J  sawe 
A  spone  of  golde,  foli  of  bony  swete 
To  fede  a  fole,  and-  for  to  preye  a  dawe 
And  on  that  sleue  these  wordes  were  wrete 
A  false  abstracte  cometh  frome  a  fals  concrete 
His  hode  was  syde  bis  cope  was  roset  graye 
These  were  tbe  wordes  that  he  to  me  dyde  saye. 

DY88YMUŁACYON. 

How  do  ye  maister  ye  loke  so  soberly 
As  I  be  saued  at  the  dredcfuU  daye 
It  is  a  perilous  vyce  this  enuy 
Alas  a  connynge  maił  ne  dwelle  maye 
In  no  place  well  but  foles  with  fraye 
But  as  for  tbat  conniuge  hath  no  foo 
Saue  him  that  noughte  can  scripture  saith  soo* 

I  knowe  your  veTtue  and  your  lytterkture 
■By  tbat  lytell  conninge  that  I  baue 
Ye  be  maligned  sore  I  you  ensure 
But  ye  haue  crafte  your  selfe  alwaie  to  saue 
It  is  grete  skome  to  se  a  misproude  knaue 
With  a  clerke  that  conning  is  to  prate 
Let-tbem  go,  lowse  them  in  tlie  deuilles  datę 

For  all  be  it  that  this  longe  not  to  me 
Yet  on  my  backc  I  berę  suche  lewde  delyng 
Right  now  I  spake  with  one  I  trowe  I  se 
But  what  a  strawę  I  maye  not  tell  all  thing 
By  God  I  saie  there  is  grebe  herte  brenuing 
Betwene  tbe  personne  ye  wote  of  Jou 
Alas  I  coulde  not  dele  so  with  an  yew 
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I  wold  eche  man  were  as  playne  as  I 
It  is  a  worlde  I  saye  to  berę  of  some 
I  hate  this  fayninge  fye  upon  it  iye 
A  man  can  not  wote  where  to  become 
I  wis  I  coulde  tell  but  humlery  home 
I  dare  not  speke  we  be  so  layde  awaite 
For  all  oar  courte  is  fuli  of  desceite 

'Now  by  saint  Frauncys  that  holy  man  and  frere 
1  hate  this  wayes  agayne  you  that  thcy  take 
Where  I  as  you  I  wolde  ryde  them  fuli  ncrc 
And  by  my  troutbe  but  yf  an  ende  they  make 
Yet  wyli  1  saye  some  wordes  for  your  sake 
That  shall  them  angre  I  holde  thereon  a  grotę 
For  some  shall  wenę  be  hanged  by  the  throte. 

I  hauc  a  stoppynge  oyster  in  my  poke 
Truste  me  and  yf  it  come  to  a  nede 
But  I  am  lothe  for  to  reyse  a  smoke 
Yf  ye  could  be  otherwyse  agrede 
And  so  I  wolde  it  were  so  God  me  spede 
For  this  maye  brede  to  a  confusyon 
Witbout  God  make  a  good.  conclusyon. 

Naye  se  where  yoader  stondeth  tbe  teder  man 
A  flaterynge  icnane  and  faise  he  is  God  wote' 
Tbe  dreuill  stondeth  to  herken  and  he  can 
It  were  morę  thryfte  he  bought  him  a  new  cote 
It  will  not  be,  bis  purse  is  not  on  flotę 
All  that  he  wereth  it  is  borowed  ware 
His  wytte  is  thynne  his  hode  is  threde  bare. 

Morę  eould  I  saye  but  wbat  this  is  3rnowe 
Adewn  till  soone  we  shall  speke  morę  of  this 
Ye  miiste  be  ruled  as  I  shall  tell  you  howe 
Amendes  may  be  of  that  is  now  a  mys 
And  I  am  your  syr  so  haue  I  blys 
To  eucry  poynte  that  I  can  do  or  saye         [daye 
Gyue  me  your  houde  farę  well  and  haue  good 

DREDE. 

SODAYMŁT  as  he  departed  me  fro 
Came  pressynge  in  one  in  a  wonder  araye 
Er  I  was  ware  behynde  me  he  sayde  bo 
Than  1  astonyed  of  that  sodeyne  fraye 
Stertę  all  at  ones  I  liked  nothynge  his  playe 
For  yf  I  had  not  quyckely  fledde  the  touche 
He  had  plucte  out  the  nobles  of  my  pouche. 

He  was  tnissed  in  a  garmente  strayte 
I  haue  hot  sene  suche  an  others  page 
For  he  coudc  well  upon  a  casket  wayte 
His  body  all  pounsed  and  gaitied  lyke  a  cage 
Lygbte  lyme  fyncer  he  toke  nonę  other  wagę 
Harken  quod  he  lo  here  myne  hondę  in  thyne 
To  rs  welcome  thou  art  by  saint  Suyntyne. 

DI8CEYT2. 

But  by  that  lorde  that  is  one  two  and  thr^ 
I  haue  an  errande  to  rounde  in  your  ere 
lie  tolde  me  so  by  God  ye  may  trust  me 
Parte  remem  bre  whan  ye  were  there 
There  I  wynked  on  you,  wote  ye  not  where 
In  (A)  loco  I  mene  iuxta  (B) 
yfoo  is  bym  that  is  blynde  and  maye  not  se 

But  to  here  the  subtylte  and  the  crafte 
As  I  shall  tell  you  yf  ye  will  harke  agayn 
And  whan  I  sawe  the  horsons  wolde  you  hafte 
To  holde  myne  hondę  by  God  I  had  greate  payne 
For  forthwyth  there  1  had  hym  slayne 
But  that  I  drede,  mordre  wolde  come  oute 
Who  delethwith  sbrewes^  bath  nede  to  loke  about. 


DREOE. 


And  as  he  rounded  thus  in  myne  ere 
Of  false  coUusion  confetryd  by  assente 
Me  thought  I  se  lewde  felowes  here  and  there 
Came  for  to  slee  me  of  mortall  entente 
And  as -they  came  the  shypborde  fast  I  henie 
And  thoughte  to  lepe,  and  euen  with  that  woke 
Caughte  penne  and  ynke  and  wrote  this  lityll 
boke 

I  wolde  therewith  no  man  were  myscontente 
Besechynge  you  that  shall  it  se  or  redę 
In  euery  poynte  to  be  indyfferente 
Syth  all   in  substaunce  of  slumbryng  dootii  pro- 
I  wyl  not  saye  it  is  matter  in  dede  [cede 

But  yet  oftyue,  such  dremes  be  founde  trewe 
Now  constrewe  ye,  what  is  the  resydewe. 

Thus  endeth  the  Bouge  of  Courte. 


SKELTON  LAUREATE,  łce, 

HOW  THE  DOUTY  DUKE  OF  AŁBANY  LYKE  A  COW- 
ARD  KNYGHT,  RAN  AWAYB  8HAMFULŁY  WITH 
AN  HUNUREDITHOUSANDETRATŁANDE  SCOTTES 
AND  FAINT  IIARTEO  FRENCHBMEN:  BESIDB 
THE  WATER  OF  TWEDB,  &C. 

Reioyse  Englande 

And  vnderstande 

These  tidings  newe 

Whiche  be  as  trewe 

As  tbe  gospell : 

This  duke  so  fell     Of  Albany 

So  cowardly 

With  all  his  hoost 

Of  the  Scottyshe  coost 

For  all  theyr  bóost 

Fledde  like  a  beest. 

Wherfore  to  ieste 

Is  my  delyght 

Of  this  cowarde  knyght 

And  for  to  wright 

In  the  dispyght 

Of  the  Scottes  rankę 

Of  Huntley  bankę 

Of  Lowdyan.    Of  Locryan 

And  the  ragged  ray 

Of  Galaway. 

Dunbar,  Dunde 
Ye  shall  trowe  me 
False  Scottes  are  ye 
Your  hartes  sore  feynted 
And  so  attaynted 
I.yke  cowardes  starkę 
At  the  castell  of  Warkę 
By  the  water  of  Twede 
Ye  had  euill  śpede. 
Lyke  cankerd  curres 
Ye  loste  your  spurres 
For  in  that  fraye 
Ye  ranne  awaye 
With  hey  dogge  hay. 

For  sir  William  Lyle 
Within  shorte  whyłe 
That  valiaunt  knyght' 
Putte  you  to  flyght 
By  his  valyaunoe 
Two  thousande  of  Fraunce 
There  he  putte  backe 
To  your  great  lacke 
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And  vŁter  shame 

Of  your  Scottysshe  name. 

Your  chefe  cbeftayne 
Yoyde  of  all  brayne 
Duke  of  all  Albany, 
Than  shamefuly 
He  reculed  backe 
To  bis  great  lacke 
W  han  he  herde  tell 
Tbat  my  lorde  Amrell 
Was  comyng  downe 
To  make  hym  frovne 
And  to  make  bym  lowre 
With  tbe  noble  poirre 
Of  my  lorde  Cąrdynal. 
As  au  hoost  royall 
After  the  auńcient  maoner 
Witb  sainct  Cutberdes  banner 
And  saincŁ  Willłam*s  also 
Your  capitayne  ranne  to  go 
To  go  to  go  to  go 
And  brake  ?p  all  his  hoost 
For  all  his  crake  and  bost 
Łyke  a  cowarde  knyght 
He  fledde  aod  durst  nat  fyght: 
He  ranne  awaye  by  night 

But  now  must  I 
Your  duke  ascry,  of  Albany 
With  a  worde  or  twayne    - 
In  sentcnce  playne : 

Ye  duke  so  doutty 
So  steme  so  stoutty 
In  shorte  senteos 
Of  your  pretens 
What  is  tbe  grounde: 
Breuely  and  rounde 
To  me  ezpounde 

Or  els  wyli  I 
Euydently 
Shewe  as  it  is 
For  tbe  cause  is  this 
Howe  ye  pretende 
For  to  defende 
The  yonge  Scottyshe  kyng 
But  ye  mcane  a  thyng 
And  yc  coude  bryng 
Tbe  matter  about 
To  putte  bis  eyes  out 
And  put  bym  downe 
And  set  hys  crowne 
On  your  owne  heed 
W  han  be  were  deed 

Such  trechery  :  and  traytory 
Is  all  your  casŁ. 
Tbus  ye  baue  compast 
With  the  Frenche  kyng 
A  fals  rekenyng 
To  enuade  Engiande 
As  I  vnderstande.. 
But  our  kyng  royall 
'  Whose  oame  ouer  all 
Noble  Henry  the  eyglit 
Shall  cast  a  beyght 
And  sette  suche  a  snare 
That  shall  cast  you  in  care 
Both  kyng  Fraunces  and  the 
That  knowen  ye  shall  be 
For  the  moost  recrayd 
Cowardes  afrayd 
And  falsest  forswome 
That  euer  werc  borne. 


O  ye  wretched  Scottes 
Ye  puaunt  pyspottes 
It  shalbe  your  lottes 
To  be  kuytte  vp  with  koottes 
Of  halters  and  ropes 
About  your  traytours  throtes: 

O  Scottes  pariured 
Unhaply  vred 
Ye  may  be  assured 
Your  falshod  discured 
It  is  and  sbal  be. 
From  the  Scottish  se 
Unto  Gabione 
For  ye  be  false  echone 
False  and  false  agayne 
Neuer  true  nor  playne 
But  flery,  fiattcr  and  foyne 
And  euer  to  remayne 
In  wretched  beggary 
And  maungy  misery 
In  lousy  lothsumnesse 
And  scabbed  scorffynessc 
And  in  abbominacion 
Of  all  maner  of  nacion 
Nacion  moost  in  hate 
Proude  and  poore  of  state : 

Twyt  Scot  go  kcpe  thy  deo 
Meli  nat  with  Englyshe  men 
Thou  dyd  nothyng  but  barkę 
At  the  castell  of  Warkę : 

Twyt  Scot  yet  agayne  ones 
We  shall  breke  thy  bones 
And  hang  you  vpon  poUes 
And  byrae  you  all  to  colles 
With  twyt  Soot,  twyt  Scot  twyt 
Walke  Scot  go  b^ge  a  byt 
Of  brede,  ai  ylke  mannes  hdcke 
The  fynde  Scot  breke  thy  necke 
Twyt  Scot  agayne  I  saye 
Twyt  Scot  of  Galaway 
Twyt  Scot,  shake  thy  dogge  hay 
Twyt  Scot  thou  ran  away 
We  set  nat  a  flye 

By  your  duke  of  Albany 
We  set  nat  a  prane 
By  such  a  dronken  drane 
We  set  nat  a  myght 
By  such  a  cowarde  knyght 
Suche  a  proude  palyarde 
Suche  a  skyrgaliarde 
Suche  a  starkę  cowarde 
Suche  a  proude  pultrowne 
Suche  a  foule  Coystrowne 
Suche  a  doutty  dagswayne 
Sende  him  to  Fraunce  agayne 
To  bring  with  hym  moire  brayne 
From  kynge  Fraunces  of  Frauns  ^ 
God  sende  them  bothe  myscbauns: 

Ye  Scottes  all  the  rabie 
Ye  shall  neuer  be  babie 
With  vs  forto  compare 
What  though  yc  stampe  and  stare 
Cod  sende  you  sorow  and  eare 
With  vs  whan  euer  ve  mell 
Yet  we  bear  away  the  beli 
Whan  ye  cankerd  knaues 
Must  crepe  into  your  caues 
Your  heedes  for  to  hyde. 
For  ye  dare  nat  abyde. 

Sir  duke  of  Albany 
Right  inconuenyently 
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Ye  ragę  and  ye  mat 
And  your  worehyp  deprmue  ^ 
•  Nat  lyke  diike  Hamylcar 
With  tbe  Romayns  tbat  madę  wjk 
Nor  lyke  his  sonne  Hanyball 
Nor  lyke  duke  HasdrabaJl 
Of  Cartage  in  Aphrike 
Yet  somwhat  ye  be  lyke 
In  some  of  their  condicions 
And  their  falae  sedycions 
And  their  dealyng  double 
And  their  weywarde  trouble: 
But  yet  they  were  bolde 
And  manly  manyfblde 
Tbeir  enemyes  to  assayle 
In  pla3^  felde  and  battayle. 

But  ye  and  yoar  hooct 
Fuli  t>f  bragge  and  booat 
And  fuli  of  waste  wynde 
Howe  ye  wyli  beres  bynde 
And  the  deuyll  downe  dynge 
Yet  ye  dare  do  nothynge 
But  Iepe'away  lyke  frogg«9 
And  byde  you  rnder  logges 
Lyke  pygges  and  lyke  hogges 
And  lyke  maungy  dogges. 
Wbat  an  anny  were  ye  ? 
Or  what  actyuyte  ? 
Is  in  you  beggers  branles 
FuU  of  scabbes  and  scanles : 
Of  vermynę  and  of  lyce 
And  of  all  maner  vyce. 

Syr  duke :  nay  syr  ducke 
Syr  drakę  of  the  lakę :  sir  ducke 
Of  the  donghyll,  for  smali  lucke 
Ye  haue  in  feates  of  warre 
Ye  make  nought  bot  ye  marre 
Ye  aie  a  fais  entrusar 
And  a  fais  abusar 
And  an  rntrewe  knygbt 
Tbou  hast  to  lytell  myght 
Agaynst  Englande  to  fyght 
Thou  art  a  graceles  wyght 
To  put  thy  selfe  to  flygfat 
A  vengeaunce  and  dispight 
On  the  must  nedes  lyght 
That  durst  nat  byde  the  stght 
Of  my  lorde  Amrell 
Ofohiualry  the  well 
Of  knighthode  the  floure 
In  euery  marciall  shoure 
The  noble  crłc  of  Surrey 
That  put  the  in  suche  fray 
Thou  durst  no  felde  derayne 
Nor  a  batayle  mayhtayne 
With  our  strooge  captaine 
For  you  ran  home  agayne 
For  feare  thou  shoulde  be  slajme 
Lyk  a  ScottyKhe  keteryng 
That  durst  abyde  no  reknyng 
Thy  bert  wolde  nat  serue  the 
The  fynde  of  heli  mot  stenie  the 

No  man  hath  harde 
Of  such  a  cowarde 
And  such  a  mad  ymage 
Caried  in  a  cage  : 
As  it  were  a  cotage 
Or  of  suche  a  mawment 
Caryed  in  a  tent , 
In  a  tent:  nay  nay 
But  in  a  mountayne  gay 


Lyke  a  great  hill :  lor  a  W3nadmil 

Therein  to  coucbe  styli 

That  no  man  hym  kyll 

As  it  were  a  gote 

In  a  shepe  cote 

About  hym  a  parkę 

Of  a  madde  war^ 

Men  cali  it  a  toyle 

Therin  lyke  a  royle 

Sir  Dunkanye  dared 

And  thus  ye  prepared 

Youre  carkas  to  kepe 

Lyke  a  sely  shepe 

A  shepe  of  Cottyswolde 

From  rayne  and  from  colde 

And  from  raynning  of  tappet 

And  suche  after  clappes 

Thus  in  your  cówardly  castell 

Ye  decte  you  to  dwell 

Such  a  captayne  of  fors 

He  madę  no  great  fors 

If  that  ye  had  tanę 

Your  tast  deedly  bane 

With  a  gon  stone 

To  make  you  to  grone 

But  byde  the  sir  Topias 

Nowe  into  the  castelt  of  Bas 

And  lurke  there  lyke  an  aa 

With  some  Scott yshe  as 

With  dugges  dugges  dugges 

I  shrewe  thy  Scottishe  lugges 

Thy  munpynnys  and  thy  crag 

For  thou  can  not  bat  brag 

Lyke  a  Scottyshe  hag 

Adue  nowe  sir  wrig  wrag 

Adue  sir  dalyrag 

Thy  mellyng  is  but  mockyng 

Thou  mayst  giue  vp  thy  cocking 

Gyue  it  up.    And  ery  creke 

Lyke  an  huddy  peke  : 

Whereto  shuld  I  morę  speke 
Of  suche  a  farly  freke 
Of  suche  an  home  keke 
Of  suche  an  bolde  captayne 
That  dare  nat  turne  agayne 
Nor  durst  nat  crak  a  worde 
Nor  durst  nat  drawe  his  swerde 
Agaynst  the  lyon  white 
But  ran  away  quyte 
He  ran  away  by  nyght 
In  the  owie  flygbt 
Lyke  a  cowarde  knyght 
Adue  cowarde  adue 
Fais  knight  and  mooste  rotnie 
I  render  the  &ls  rebelie 
To  the  flingande  fende  of  belle. 

Harke  yet  sir  duke  a  worde 
In  emest  or  in  borde 
What  haue  ye  villayn  foiged  ? 
And  viruleotly  dysgorged 
As  though  ye  wolde  parbrake 
Your  auauns  to  make 
With  wonls  enbosed 
Ungraciously  engrosed 
Howe  ye  wyli  vndertake 
Our  oyall  kyng  to  make 
His  owne  realme  to  forsake 
Suche  lewde  langage  ye  spake: 

Str  Dunkan  in  the  deuill  waye 
Be  well  ware  what  ye  say. 
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Ye  saye  Łhat  he  and  ye 
Whyche  he  aod  ye  ?  let  se 
Ye  meane  Frauoces'French  kyng 
Sbulde  bring  about  tbat  thing 
I  my  tbott  lewde  lurdi^oe 
Tbat  ney ther  of  you  twayne 
So  hardy  nor  so  bolde 
His  countenaunce  to  beholde 
If  our  moost  royall  Harry 
Łyst  with  you  to  varry 
.  Foli  soone  ye  should  miscary 
For  ye  durst  nat  tany 
With  bym  to  stryue  a  sŁownde 
If  he  on  yoa  but  froonde 
Nat  for  a  thousande  pounde 
Ye  durst  byde  on  the  groiinde 
Ye  wolde  ryn  away  ronnde 
And  cowardly  tourne  your  backes 
For  all  your  comly  crackes 
And  for  feare  par  case 
To  loke  hym  in  the  fBce 
Ye  wolde  defoyle  the  place 
And  ryn  your  way  apace 
Thoughe  I  trym  you  thys  tracę 
Witb  Englyshe  somwbat  base 
Yet  sana  voster  grace 
TherbjT  I  shall  pnrchace 
No  displesaunt  rcwarde 
]f  ye  wele  can  regarde 
Your  cankaide  cowardnesse 
And  your  sbamfiil]  doublenesse 

Are  ye  nat  frantyke  madde  ? 
And  wretcbedly  bestadde 
To  rayle  agaynst  his  grace 
Tbat  shall  bring  you  fuli  bace 
And  set  you  in  suche  case 
Tbat  bytwene  you  twayne 
Tbere  shaibc  drafi'en  a  trayne 
Tliat  shalbe  to  your  pajrne 
To  llye  ye  shalbe  feyne 
And  neuer  tourne  agayne : 

What  wofd  Fraances  our  friar? 
Be  suche  a  false-  lyar 
So  madde  a  cordylar 
So  madde  a  murmurar 
Ye  muse  somwhat  to  far 
All  out  of  joynt  ye  jar 
6od  let  you  neuer  thriue 
Wenę  ye  daucockes  to  driue 
Our  kyng,  out  of  his  reme 
Ge  beme  rankę  Scot  ge  beme 
With  fonde  Fraunces  Frencb  kyng 
Our  mayster  shall  you  brynge 
I  trust  to  lowe  estate 
And  matę  you  with  chek  matę : 

Your  braynes  are  ydell 
It  is  time  for  you  to  brydell 
And  pype  in  a  ąuibyble 
For  it  is  impossible 
For  you  to  bring  about 
Our  kyng  for  to  driue  out 
Of  tbis  his  realme  royall 
And  lande  imperiall 
So  noble  a  prince  as  he 
In  all  actyuite 
Of  hardy  merdali  actes 
Fortnnate  in  all  his  foytes : 

And  nowe  I  wyli  me  dresse 
His  TBliaunce  to  eKpresse 


Thougb  insnfflcient  ara  I 
His  grace  to  magnify 
And  laude  eąuiualently 
Howe  be  it  loyally 
After  myne  aJlegyaunce 
My  pen  I  will  auaunce 
To  extolI  his  noble  grace 
In  spyght  of  thy  cowardes  facd 
In  spyght  of  king  Fraunces 
Denoyde  of  all  nobles 
Deuoyde  of  good  corage 
Beuoyde  of  wysdome  sagę 
Mad :  frantyke,  and  sauage 
Thus  he  dothe  disparage 
His  blode  with  fonde  dotage : 

A  prince  to  play  the  page 
It  is  a  rechelesse  ragę 
And  a  luna  tykę  ouerage 
What  though  my  stile  be  rude  ? 
With  trouthe  it  is  ennewde 
Trouth  ought  to  be  rescude 
Trouthe  should  nat  be  subdude 

But  nowe  will  I  expounde 
What  noblenesse  dothe  abounde 
And  what  honour  is  founde 
And  what  yertues  be  resydent 
In  our  royall  regent 
Our  perelesse  president 
Our  kyng  most  exce1leiit: 

In  merciall  prowes 
Łyke  rnto  Hercules 
In  prudence  and  wysdom 
X.yke  vnto  Salamon 
In  his  goodly  person 
Lyke  rnto  Absolon 
In  loyalte  and  foy 
Lyke  to  Ector  of  Troy 
And  his  glory  to  iocres 
Lyke  to  Scipiades 
In  n^al  mageste 
Lyke  vnto  Pcholome 
Lyke  to  duke  Josoe 
And  thevaliaunt  Machube: 

That  if  I  wolde  reporte 
All  tbe  roiall  sorte 
Of  his  nobilyte 
His  magnanymyte 
His  animosite 
His  fragalite 
His  lyberalite 
His  affiibilite 
His  humanyte 
His  stabilite 
His  humilite 
His  benignite 
His  royall  dignyte, 
My  lernyng  is  to  smali 
For  to  recount  them  all. 

What  loseis  than  are  y« 
Lyke  cowardes  as  ye  be 
To  rayle  on  his  astate 
With  wordes  inordinate. 

He  rules  his  cominaltc 
With  al  i  benignite 
His  noble  baronage 
He  putteth  thcm  in  corage 
To  exployte  dedes  of  armyfl 
To  the  domage  and  harmys 
Of  suche  as  be  his  foos 
Whereuer  he  rydes  or  goos 
s 
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His  s^biectps  he  dothe  supporte 
Maintayne  th(.'in  with  comforte 
Of  his  moste  princeły  poite 
As  all  men  oan  rcporte: 

Than  ye  be  a  knappishe  sorte 
£t  faitez  a  luy  grant  torte 
With  your  enbosed  iawes 
To  rayłe  on  hym  lyke  dawes 
The  fende  scrache  out  your  mawes : 

All  his  subiectes  and  he 
Moost  louyngly  agre 
With  hole  hart  and  true  mynde 
Thcy  fynde  his  grace  so  kyude 
"Wherwith  he  doth  thcm  bynde 
At  houres  to  be  redy 
With  hym  to  łyue  and  dye 
Their  bodyes  and  Łheir  gode 
And  to  spende  their  hart  blode 
With  hym,  in  all  dystresse 
Alway  in  redynesse. 
To  assyst  his  noble  grace 
In  spyght  of  thy  cowardes  face 
Moost  false  attaynted  traytour 
And  false  forswome  faytour. 

Auaunte  cowarde  recrayed 
Thy  pridc  shalbe  alayd 
With  sir  Fraunces  of  Fraunce 
We  shall  pype  you  a  daunce 
Shall  tourne  you  to  myschauns: 

I  redę  you  loke  abouŁ 
For  ye  shalbe  driuen  out 
Of  your  lande  in  sborte  space 
We  will  so  folowe  in  the  chace 
That  ye  shall  haue  no  grace 
For  to  tourne  your  face 
And  thus  sainct  George  to  borowe 
Ye  shall  haue  shame  and  sorowe. 

ŁENUOY. 

Go  lytell  quayre  quick1y 
Shew  tbem  that  shall  you  redę 
How  that  ye  are  lykely 
Ouer  all  the  worlds  to  sprede : 

The  fals  Scottes  for  dred 
With  the  duke  of  Albany, 
Beside  the  water  of  Twede 
They  fled  fuli  cowardly. 

Tbough  your  Englishe  be  rude 
Barreyne  of  eloquence 
Yet  breuely  to  conclude 
Grounded  is  your  sentence 
On  trouthe,  vnder  defence 
•   Of  al  r  trewe  Engly shemen 
This  mater  to  credence 
That  I  wrate  with  my  pen. 

SKEŁTON  lAUREAT:  OB8EQUIOU8  AND  LOYAŁ. 

TO  MY  hOHDB  CARDYNAŁ8  RIGHT  NOBLE 
GRACE,   &C. 

ŁENUOY. 

Go  lytell  quayre  apace 
In  moost  humble  wyse 
Befbre  his  noble  grace 
That  caused  you  to  deuise 
This  łytel  enterprise 
And  hyita  moost  lowly  pray 
lo  his  mynde  to  comprise 
Those  wordes  his  grace  dyd  saye 
Of  aa  ammas  gray. 


Je,  Foy  enterment 
En  sa  bonę  grace. 


TOB     BOKE    COMPTŁED    BY    MAISTER  SKEŁTOff, 
POKT    LAUREATE    CAŁŁEO 

SPEAKE  PARROT, 

My  name  is  parrot,  a  bird  of  paradise 
By  natui-e  deuised,  of  a  wonderous  kynd 
Dienteli  dieted,  with  diuers  delicate  spice 
Tyl  Enphrates  that  floud,  driaeth  me  into  lode 
Where  men  of  that  countrey,  bi  fortunę  me  fiod 
And  send  me,  to  great  ladyes  of  estate 
Then  parrot  must  haue  an  aimoa  or  a  datę 

A  cage  curiously  caruen,  with  siluer  pin 
Properly  painted,  to  be  my  couertowre 
A  myrrour  of  glasse,  that  I  may  tote  thcrin 
Tbese  maidens  ful  mekely  with  many  a  diuers  floor 
Freshly  they  dresse,  and  make  swete  my  boure 
With  speke  parrot  I  prai  you,  ful  courteou&ly  tbei 
Parrot  is  a  goodly  byrdj  a  pręty  popagey      [say 

With  my  becke  bent,  my  litle  wanton  eye 
My  fedcrs  freshe,  as  is  the  emrawde  grene 
About  my  necke  a  circulet,  lyke  the  ryche  nibye 
My  lyttle  legges,  my  fetę  botb  fetę  and  cleane 
I  am  a  minion,  to  wayt  vpon  the  quene 
My  proper  parrot,  my  lytle  pretty  foolc 
With  ladieą.!  leame,  and  go  with  them  to  soole. 

Hagh,  Jia,  ha,  parrot,  ye  can  langh  pretely 
Parrot  hath  not  dined,  of  al  this  long  day 
Lyke  your  pus  cat  parrot  can  route  and  ery 
In  Lattyn,  in  Ebrew,  Araby  and  Caldey 
In  Grekę  tonge,  parrot,  can  both  speake  aod  saye 
As  Percius  that  poet,  doth  report  oif  me 
Suis  expedivit  psitaco  suum  Chaire. 

Howse  Frenche  of  Parrise,  parrot  can  leame 
Prononsynge  my  purpose,  after  my  properte 
With  perliez  bten,  parrot  ou  parlez  rien 
With  Duche,  with  Spaąish,  my  tonge  can  agre 
In  EngUsh,  to  God  parrot  can  supple 
Christ  saue  king  Henry  the  eight  our  roial  king 
The  red  rosę  in  honour,  to  florish  and  spring. 

With  Katherin  incomparabic:  our  rulal  quene 
also  [ffsce 

That  pareles  pomgarnet  Christ  saue  ber  noble 
Parrot  sauies,  habler  castiliano 
With  si  dasso  de  costo,  in  Turkey  and  in  Tracę 
V  ifl  consilii  exper8,  as  teacheth  me  Horace 
Mole  ruit  sua,  whose  dices  at  pregnaunte. 

My  lady  maisters,  damę  Philology 
Gaue  me  a  gift,  in  my  nest  whan  I  lay 
To  leame  al  language,  and  it  to  speke  aptely 
Now  pandez  mory,  wax  franticke  som  men  saye 
Proneles  orfreneses,  may  not  faold  her  way 
An  almon  nowe  for  parrot,  delicatly  drest 
In  salue  festa  dies  toto,  their  doth  best 

Moderata  iuvant,  but  toto  doth  excede 
Discression  is  mother  of  noble  vertues  all 
Niden  agan,  in  Grekę  tonge  we  redę 
But  reason,  and  wit  wanteth  their  prouinciaU 
When  wiliiilnes,  is  vlcar  generall 
Hec  res  acu  tangitur,  parrot  par  ma  foy 
Ticez  vQiu  parrot,  tenez  vous  coye. 


SPEAKE  PARROT. 


S59 


Besy,  beiy,  besy,  and  bebines  agayne   < 
Sue  pensez  toz  parrot,  whaŁ  meneth  this  besines 
Uitalus  in  Oreb,  troubled  Aruus  bniyn 
Melehisedecke  mercifulF,  madę  Moloc  merciles 
To  wise  is  no  vcrtue,  to  medling,  to  rentles 
In  measare  is  treasure,  cam  Hensu  marturato 
Ne  tropo  saang,  ne  tropo  mato 

Aram  was  fired,  witb  caldies  fire  called  Ur 
Job  was  brought  up,  in  the  land  of  Hus 
The  linage  of  Lot,  toke  supporte  of  Assnr 
Jereboseth  is  Ebnie,  who  list  the  law  discus 
Peace  parrot  ye  prate,  as  ye  were  ebrius 
Howst  the  lyoer  god,  van  hemńck  ic  seg 
In  popetinggrew  peres,  whan  parrot  was  an  eg. 

Wbat  is  this  to  purpose,  ouer  in  a  whinnin  meg 
Hop  Lobin  of  Lowdcon,  wold  haue  a  bit  of  bread 
The  Jebet  of  Baldock,  was  madę  for  Jacke  leg 
A  narów  ^nfethered,  and  withouŁ  an  hed 
A  bagpype  without  blowyng,  standeth  in  no  sted 
Some  run  to  far  before,  some  run  to  far  behinde 
Some  be  to  cburlish,  and  some  be  to  kynd. 

Ic  dien  serueth  for  erstrych  fetber 
Ic  dien,  is  tbe  language  of  the  land  of  Beme 
In  AfTric  tongue,  Byrsa  is  a  toni^e  of  lether' 
In  Palestina,  there  is  Jerusalem 
Collustrum  now  for  parot,  whit  bred   and  swete 

creme 
Oiir  Thomase  she  doth  trip>  our  Jenet  the  doth 

shail 
Parrot  hath  a  blacke  beard,  &  a  faire  grene  tayle 

Morysh  myne  owne  shelf,  the  ostermonger  say 
FaŁe,  fate,  fate,  ye  trysh  water  lag 
In  flettering  fables,  men  fynde  but  lytel  fayth 
But  moveatur  tcrra,  let  the  world  wag 
Łet  syr  wrig  wrag,  wrastle  wyth  sir  declarag 
Euery  man,  after  bis  maiier  of  wayes 
Pawbe  Tene  aruer,  so  the  Welche  man  saycs 

Suche  shredls  of  sentence,  strowed  in  tłie  shop 
Of  anncieut  Aristippus,  and  such  other  mu 
I  gather  together,  and  close  in  my  crip 
Of  my  wanton  conccyt,  unde  depromo 
Dilemata  docta,  in  pedagogio 
Sacro  ▼atnm,  wherof  to  you  1  breake 
I  pray  you,  Ict  parrot  haue  lybcrtie  to  speke : 

But  ware  the  cat  parrot,  ware  tbe  faise  cat 
With  who  is  there,  a  mayd,  nay,  nay,  I  trow 
Ware  ryat  parrot,  ware  ryot,  ware  that 
Meate,  meate  for  parrot:  meate  I  say  how 
Tbus  diuers  of  language,  by  learnyng  1  grow 
With  bas  me  swete  parrot :  bas  me  swete  swete 
To  dwel  amonge  ladies,  parrat  is  mcte. 

Parrot,  parrot,  parrot,  praty  popigay 
With  my  bekę  I  can  pyke,  my  lytlo  pręty  too 
My  deligbt  is  solas,  pleasure:  di^port  and  play 
Łyke  a  wanton  whan  I  will,  I  rele  to  and  froo 
l4uTOt  can  say,  Cesar,  aue,  also 
But  parrot,  hath  no  fouour  to  Esebon 
Aboue  all  other  byrdes,  set  parrot  alone. 

Uhda,  Esebon,  for  Jeremy  doth  wepe 
Sion  is  in  sadnes,  Rachel  ruly  doth  loke 
Madłonita,  Jetro,  our  Moyses  kepeth  hys  shepe 
Gedeon  is  eon,  that  Zalroane  vndertoke 
Oreband  Zfib,  of  Judicum  redę  the  bokc 


Now  Gebal,  Amon,  and  Amoloch,  harke,  harke, 
Parrot  pretendcth  to  be  a  bibil  ciarkę. 

O  Esebon  Esebon,  to  the  is  come  agayne 
Seoii  the  regent  amoreorum 
And  hog  that  fat  hog,  or  basan  dothe  retayne 
Tbe  crafty  coiitroinus  canaueorum 
And  assiłum*  whilom,  refugium  miserorum 
Non  phannm  sed  prophanum,  standeth  in  littla 

sted 
Uluła  Esebon,  for  lepŁ  is  starkę  ded. 

Estbon,  Maribon,  Wheston,  nexte  Bamet 
A  trim  tram  for  an  hors  mil  it  wer  a  nise  thing 
Deintes  for  dammoysels,  Chaffer  far  fet 
Bo  ho  doth  barkwel,  bot  hough  ho  ruleth  the  ring 
From  scarpary  to  tartari  renoun  therin  doth  spring 
With  he  said,  &  we  said  ich  wot  now  what  ich 
2uod  magnus  est  dominus  ludas  Scarioth.      [wot 

Ptholomie,  and  haly  were  cunnyng  and  wyse 
In  the  voI  vel,  in  the  quadrant,  and  in  the  astroloby 
To  prognosticate  truli  the  chaunce  of  fbrtunes  dise 
Some  trete  of  their  tirikis,  aome  of  astrology 
Some  pseudo  propheta  with  chi  romancy 
If  fortunę  be  frendly,  and  grace  be  tbe  guyde 
Hunoure  witli  renowne,  will  renne  of  that  side 

Manon  caton 

Agaton  quod  parata  In  Greca 

Let  parrot  I  pray  you,  haue  liberty  to  prate 
Por  aurea  lingua  greca,  ought  to  be  magnified 
If  it  wer  cond  perfitely,  and  afker  the  ratę 
As  lingua  latina,  in  schole  matter  occupied 
But  our  Oiekis,  their  Grekę  sq  wel  haue  applied 
That  they  cannot  aay  in  Grekę,  riding  by  the  way 
How  hoeteler,  fetche  my  horse  a  bottel  of  hay. 

Neither  frame  a  silogisme,  in  phriesesomorum 
Formaliter  &  grece,  cum  medio  termiuo 
Our  Grekes  ye  walów,  in  the  washbol  aiigolicorum 
For  thougb  ye  can  tel  in  Grcke  what  is  phormio 
Yct  ye  sckeout  your  Grrke,  in  Capricoruio 
For  they  scrape  out  good  scńpture,  and  set  in  a 

gal 
Ye  go  about  to  amend,  and  ye  mar  all. 

Some  argue,  secnndom  quld  ad  simpltciter 
And  yet  he  would  be  rekened,  pro  Ariopagita 
And  some  make  diRtinctions,  multipliciter 
Whcther  ita  were  before  non,  or  non  before  ita 
Nether  wise  nor  well  lerned  but  like  hermophra- 

dita 
Set  Sophia  aside,  for  euery  Jarkę  raker. 
And  euery  mad  medler  most  now  be  a  maker. 

In  achademia  parrot,  darc  no  probleme  kepe 
For  grecisań,  so  occopieth  the  chayre 
That  latinum  fiiri,  may  fal  to  rest  and  ślepe 
And  sylogisari,  was  drowned  at  Sturbridge  faire 
Triuiale,  and  quatriuialsy  so  sore  now  they  appair 
That  parrot  that  popagay,  hath  pity  to  beholde 
How  Łhe  rest  of  good  leming,  is  roulled  up  aod 
trołde 

Albertus  de  modo  sfsmificandi 
And  Donatus,  be  dryuen  out  of  schole 
Priśians  hed  brokcn,  now  handv  dandy 
And  inierdidascolos,  is  rekened  for  a  fole 
Alexander,  a  jrander  of  Menanders  pole 
With  da  cansalcs,  is  cast  out  of  the  gate 
And  da  racionales^  dare  not  sbew  his  pate, 
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Plant  si  in  his  comedtes,  a  child  shal  now  rehers 
And  medil  with  Suintilian,  in  his  declarations' 
That  pety  Caton,  can  scaiiŁly  construe  a  yerse 
With  Aueto,  io  Grcco,  and  sućh  solempn  saluta- 

cions 
Can  skantly  the  tensis,  of  his  conjagacions 
Setting  tbeir  mindes,  so  much  of  eIoquenoe 
That  of  theyr  scole  maters,  lost  is  the  hole  sen- 

tence 

"Now  a  nutmeg,  a  nutmeg,  cum  gariopholo 
For  panrot  to  pikę  vpon,  his  brayne  for  to  stable 
Swete  synamum  stickes,  and  pleris  commusco 
In  paradise,  that  place  of  pleasure  perdurable 
The  progeny  of  parrottis,  were  faire  aod  fauoraUe 
Now  in  yallc  £brou,  Parrot  is  £iyne  to  fede 
Christ  crasse  and  saiict  Nicolas,  parrot  be  your 
good  pede 

The  myrronr  that  I  tote  in,  quasi  diaphonum 
Vet  quasi  sppculum,  in  Euigmate 
Blencum,  or  elles,  £mtimaticum 
For  logicions  to  loke  on,  somwbat  sophistice 
Retorcions  and  oratoum,  in  freshe  humanite 
Support  parrot,  I  pray  you  which  your  suffrage 

ornat 
Of  confuse  tantum,  avoyding  the  checkmate 

But  of  that  suposicion,  that  called  is  arte 
Confuse  distrubitiue,  as  parrot  hath  deuised 
Let  euery  man,  after  his  merit,  take  hys  part 
For  in  this  proces,  parrot  notbing  hath  surmised 
No  matter  pretended,  nor  notbing  enterprysed 
But  that  metaphora,  alegoria  with  all 
Sball  be  his  protection,  bis  pauis  and  his  wali. 

For  parrot  is  no  churlish  chough  nor  no  fleked 

py 

Parrot  is  no  pendugum,  that  men  cali  a  oarlyng 

Parrot  is  no  woodcocke,  nor  no  bntterfly 

Parrot  is  no  stamring  stare,  that  men  cali  a  star- 

ling 
But  parrot  is  minę  own  derę  harte,  and  my  der- 

ling 
Melpomenę  the  fair  maid,  she  bumished  his  bekę 
I  pray  you  let  parrot  haue  libertie  to  speke. 

Parrot  is  a  fayre  byrde  for  a  lady 
God  of  his  goodnes  framed  and  wrought 
Whan  parrot  is  dead  she  dotb  not  putrify 
Ye  all  thinge  mortall  shali  tum  vnto  iioughte 
Except  mannes  soule,  that  Christ  so  derę  bought 
That  neuer  may  dye,  nor  neuer  dye  shall 
Make  much  of  parrot,  that  popegay  royal. 

For  that  pereles  prynce,  that  parrot  did  crcat 
He  madę  you  of  notbing,  by  his  magisty 
Pointę  wel  this  probleme,  that  parrot  doth  prate 
And  remembre  among,  how  parrot  and  ye 
Shal  lepe  from  this  life,  as  merye  as  we  be 
Pompę,  pryde,  honour,  ryches  and  worldly  luste 
Parrot  saith  plainly,  shall  tourne  all  to  dust 

71)U8  parrot  doth  pray  you 
With  heart  most  tender 
To  reken  with  this  recule  now 
Aod  it  to  lemember 
Pfitacus  ecce  cauo  nec  sunt  mea  carmina  phebo 
Dignascio  Tamenest 
Plena  camena  dao. 


Secundum  Skeltonida  famigeratnm 
In  piereorum  Cathalago  numeratnm 

Galathea. 
Itaque  Consolamini  inuicem 
In  uerbls  istis. 

Candidi  lecŁores  callide  callete 
Yestrum  faoete,  psitacum. 

Galathea. 
Now  kus  me  parrot,  kus  me,  kus,  kos,  kos 
Gods  blessing  light  on  thy  swete  litle  mus 
Vita  &  anima 
Zoe  kai  psyche 

Aquinates      Amen, 
Concubunt  grece,  Non 
est  hic  senno  pudicus 

Actica  dictamina 
Ergo        Suus  plumbilamina 

Vel  spuria  Yitulamina 

Anertat  hoc  Vxania, 
Amen  amen 
And  set  to  a.  d. 
And  then  it  is  amend 
Our  new  found  a.  b.  c. 
Cum  ceteris 
paribus* 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  NOBLE  PRINCM 
KYNGE  EDWARD   THE  FORTH, 

PER  SKBŁTONIDEM  ŁACRSATUM. 

M18BRBMINI  mei,  ye  that  be  my  frendes 

This  worlde  hath  formed  me  down  to  fiill 

How  may  I  endure  wben  that  euery  thynge  endei 

What  creature  is  boroe,  to  be  eternali 

Now  there  is  uo  morę  but  pray  for  me  all 

Thus  say  I  Edward,  that  late  was  your  kyog 

And  xxiii,  yeares  ruled  this  imperiall, 

Some  Tnto  pleasure,  and  some  to  no  likyng 

Mercy  I  aske  of  my  misdoyng 

What  auaileth  it,  iriends  to  be  my  fb 

Sith  1  can  not  resist,  nor  amend  your  complain* 

Suia  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio.  [ing 

I  ślepe  now  in  molde,  as  it  is  naturall 
As  eartb  vnto  earth,  hath  his  reuerture 
What  ordeyned  God,  to  be  terrestriall 
Without  recours,  lo  the  earth  of  naturę 
Who  to  liue  euer,  may  be  surę 
What  is  it  to  trust,  on  mutahifite 
Sith  that  in  this  world,  notbing  may  indnre 
For  now  am  I  gone,  that  late  was  in  prosperitę 
To  presume  thervppon,  it  is  but  a  vauitie1 
Not  certaine  :  but  as  a  chery  fayre  ful  of  wo 
Raygned  not  I  of  late  :  in  greate  felicite 
Et  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio. 

Where  was  in  my  lyfe,  snch  one  as  I 
While  lady  fortunę  with  me  had  continuaunct 
Graunted  not  she  me,  to  haye  victory 
In  England  to  raine,  and  to  contribute  Fraance 
She  toke  me  by  the  band,  and  led  me  a  daunce 
And  with  her  sugred  lips,  ou  me  smyled 
But  what  for  her  dissembled  countenaunce 
I  could  not  beware,  til  I  was  begiled 
Now  from  this  world,  she  hath  me  excild 
When  I  was  lothest,  hens  for  to  go 
And  I  am  in  age,  but  as  who  saith  a  child. 
Et  ecce  nunc  in  puliiere  d«raio« 


AGAINST  THE  SCOTTES. 


Sfil 


I  łnd  ynoogh,  I  beld  me  not  contente 
Withoot  remembrannce,  that  I  Khoułd  dye 
And  morę  oaer  to  incroche,  redy  was  I  bente 
I  knew  not  bow  loog,  [  should  it  occupy 
I  madę  tbe  tovfer  stroDgtSf  I  wyst  not  why 
I  knew  not  to  wbom,  I  purchased  Tetersall 
I  amended  Douer,  on  tbe  mountayne  h^e 
And  London  1  pronoked,  to  ibrtify  tbe  wal 
I  madę  Notingam,  a  place  royal 
Wyndsor,  Eltam,  and  many  other  mo 
Yet  at  the  łast,  I  went  from  them  al 
Et  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio. 

'Wh&re  is  now,  my  conqae8t  and  victory 
Where  is  my  ricbes,  and  my  royal  araye 
Wbere  be  my  ooursere,  and  my  borses  bye 
Wbere  is  my  myrtb,  my  solas,  aud  play 
As  ^anite  to  nought,  al  is  wandred  away 
O  lady  Beste,  longe  for  me  may  ye  cal 
For  I  am  departed,  til  domes  day. 
But  lorę  ye  tbat  loid^  tbąt  is  soveraygne  of  all 
Where  be  my  castels,  and  buildinges  royall 
Bttt  Winsore  alone,  nowe  I  have  no  mo 
And  of  £ton,  tbe  prayers  perpetoall 
Et  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio. 

Wby  sboulde  a  man,  be  proud  or  presume  bye 
Saioci  Bernard,  therof  nobly  dotb  treate 
Sythe  a  man,  is  nothing  but  a  sacke  of  stercorri 
And  sball  retume,  vnto  wormes  meate 
Wbye,  wbat  came  of  A]exander  tbe  great 
Cr  elsse  of  stronge  Sampson,  wbo  can  tell 
Wher  no  wormes  ordened,  theyr  flesb  to  freat 
And  of  Salomon,  that  was  of  wit  tbe  well 
Absolon,  profered  bis  beare  for  to  sel 
Yet  for  al  his  beutie,  wormes  eat  bim  also 
And  1  but  late  in  honour  did  exccll 
£t  ecoe  nunc  in  poloere  dormio. 

I  baTe  played  my  pageyond,  now  am  I  pastę 
Ye  wot  well  all,  I  was  of  nq  great  yeld 
Tfais  al  tbing  concluded,  shalbe  at  tbe  last 
When  deatb  approchetb,  then  lost  is  tbe  felde 
When  sitben  this  worlde,  me  no  longer  up  belde 
Nor  nongbt  wold  conserue  me,  berę  in  my  place 
In  manus  tuas  domine,  my  spirite  Tp  I  yealde 
HumUy  beseching,  tbe  Cjod  of  his  grace 
O  ye  cuitesse  commens,  your  bartes  Tnbrace* 
Beningly  now  to  pray  for  me  aJso 
For  rigbt  wel  you  know,  your  kyng  I  was 
£t  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio. 

FINI8. 


8KELT0N  LAUREATE  AGAimT  THB 

SCOTTE& 

Against  the  proud  Scottes  clatteryng 
That  neuer  wyli  leave  theyr  tratlying 
Wan  thcy  tbe  felde,  and  lost  their  kynge 
They  may  wel  say,  fye  on  tbat  winning. 

Lo  tbese  fond  Scottes. 
Aud  tratling  Scottet 
How  they  are  blind. 
In  their  owne  minde 
And  will  not  know. 
Their  ouerthrow 
At  Branxston  morę. 
They  are  so  stowra 


So  fmntike  mnd. 
They  say  they  bad 
And  wan  tbe  felde. 
With  speare  and  sbield 
That  is  as  trew. 
As  blackeisblew. 
And  grene  is  gray. 
What  euer  they  say 
Jemmy  is  dead. 
And  closed  in  leade 
That  was  theyr  own  king. 
Fy  on  that  winntog. 

At  Fk>ddon  hills. 
Oure  bowes  our  bylles 
Slewe  all  the  floure. 
Of  theyr  honoure. 
Are  not  tbese  Scottes. 
Foles  and  sottes 
Suche  boste  to  make. 
To  prate  and  crake 
To  Skce  to  brace. 
All  voyde  of  grace 
So  proud  of  bart, 
So  ooerthwart 
.        So  out  of  frame. 
So  voyd  of  shame 
As  it  is  enrold. 
Wrytten  and  told 
Within  this  quaire. 
Wbo  list  to  repair 
And  ther  in  reed. 
Shal  fiod  in  deed 
A  mad  reckening. 
Considering  all  tbing 
That  the  Scottes  may  sin. 
Fye  on  tbe  winning 

WHEN  THE  SCOTTE  ŁYUEP. 

lOŁT  Jemmy,  ye  scornefull  Scot 

Is  it  come  vnto  your  lot 

As  solempne  summer  for  to  be 

It  greeth  nought  for  your  degrc 

Our  kyng  of  Engłand  for  to  fight 

Your  soueraine  lord,  our  prince  of  migbt 

Ye  for  to  send,  soch  a  citacion 

It  shaineth  al  your  nougbty  nacion 

In  comparison,  but  kynge  koppyng 

Unto  our  prince,  anointed  kyng 

Ye  play  Hop  Lobbyn  of  Lowdean 

Ye  shew  ryght  wei,  what  good  ye  can 

Ye  may  be  lord  of  Locrian 

Chryst  sence  you,  with  a  frying  pan 

Of  Edingfoorow,  and  salncte  Jonis  towne 

Adieu  syr  sommer,  cast  of  3rour  crowne. 

WHEN  THE  SCOT  WAS  8ŁAYNE. 

CONTIMUALŁY I  sball  remember 

The  mery  monetb  of  September 

With  tbe  xi.  day  of  Uie  same 

For  tban  began,  our  myrthe  and  gamę 

So  tbat  now  I  haue  deuised 

And  in  my  minde,  I  haue  comprised 

Of  the  proude  Scot,  kyng  Jemmy 

To  wryte  some  lyttell  tragedy 

For  no  manner  consideration 

Of  any  sorowful  lamentation 

But  for  tbe  special  consolacion 

Of  al  our  royal  Euglysb  nacion 

Melpomenę,  O  muse  tragediall 

Uuto  your  grace,  for  grace  now  I  cali 
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To  guyde  my  pen,  and  my  pen  to  enbibe 
Illumine  me,  your  poet,  and  your  scribe 
Tbat  witli  mixture  of  aloes  and  bitter  gali 
I  may  compound,  confecŁures  for  accordiałl 
To  angre  tbe  Scottes,  and  Irish  kiteringes  withal 
That  late  were  discomfect,  with  battaile  marcial 

Tbalta,  my  muse,  for  yoa  also  cali 
To  touche  them  with  tauntes  of  yoar  armonye 
A  medley  to  make,  of  mirth  with  sadnes 
The  hartes  of  England,  to  comfort  with  gladues 
And  uow  to  begyn,  1  wyli  mc  adres 
To  you  rehersyug,  the  somme  of  my  proces.. 

Kynge  Jamy,  Jemmy,  Jocky  my  joye 
Summood  our  king,  why  did  ye  so 
To  you,  nothing  it  did  accord 
To  summon  our  king,  your  soueraigne  lorde 
A  kyng  a  summer,  it  was  great  wonder 
Know  ye  not  suger,  and  salt  asonder 
Your  summer  to  saucye,  to  malepert 
Your  harroM  In  armes,  not  yet  halfe  expcrt 
Ye  tbottght  ye  did,  yet  valiauntlye 
Nor  worth  thre  skippes  of  a  pye 
Syr  skyr  galyard,  ye  were  j.o  skit 
Your  w  ii,  than  ran  before  your  wyt. 

Your  legę  yc  layd,  and  your  aly  • 

Your  franticke  fable,  not  worth  a  fly 
Frenche  kyng,  or  one  or  other 
Regarded  you  sbould  your  lord  your  brother 
Trowed  ye  sir  Jemy,  his  noble  grace 
Prom  you  sir  Scot,  would  tourne  his  face 
With  gup  syr  Scot,  of  Galawey 
Now  is  your  pryde  fali  to  decay 
Małe  vrid,  was  your  fals  entcnt 
For  to  offende  your  presiden^ 
Your  lord,  your  brother  and  your  rcgenL 

In  him  is  figured,  Mdchiscdecke 
And  ye  were  disloyall  Amalecke 
He  is  oure  noble  Scipione 
Annoynted  kynge,  and  ye  were  nonę 
Thoughe  ye  vntrulye  your  father  baue  slayne 
His  tytle  is  true,  in  Fraunce  to  raygne 
And  ye  proude  Scot,  Dunde,  Dunbar 
Pardy  ye  were,  his  homager 
And  suter  to  his  pariiament 
For  your  vntruthe,  now  are  ye  sbent 
Ye  bare  yourself,  comwhat  to  bold 
Therfore  ye  lost,  yóur  copy  hołd 
Ye  were  bonde  tenent,  to  his  estate 
J<ost  is  your  gamę,  ye  are  cbecke  matę 
Unto  tlje  castell  of  Norram 
]  understande,  to  sonę  ye  came 
At  Branx8ton  morc,  and  Flodden  hilles 
Our  Englysh  bowes,  our  Engłysh  byllet 
Against  you  gaue  so  sbarpe  a  shower 
Tbat  of  Scotland,  ye  lost  the  flower 
The  white  lyon:  there  rampaunte  of  moode 
He  raged  and  rentę  out  your  hart  bloude 
Ple  the  white,  and  you  the  red 
The  white  there  slewe  the  red  starkę  ded 
Thus  for  your  guerdon  quyt  are  ye 
Thanked  be  God  in  trinite 
An^  swete  sainct  George  our  ladyes  knyghte 
Your  eye  is  oute,  adewe  good  nyghte. 

Ye  were  starkę  mad  to  make  a  fray 
His  grace  beyng  out  of  the  way 
But  by  the  power  and  m'ght  of  God 
For  your  tayle  ye  madę  a  rod 
Ye  wanted  wit,  sir  at  a  worde 
Ye  lost  your  spurs:  ye  lost  your  sword 


Ye  might  haue  busked  you  to  huntly  bankes 
Your  pryde  was  peuysb  to  play  suche  pranket 
Your  pouerte  could  not  attayne 
With  our  kyng  royal,  war  to  maintaine. 

Of  the  kyng  of  Nauerne,  ye  myght  take  heed 
Ungraciousły  howe  be  dothe  speede 
An  double  dealynge,  so  he  dyd  dreame 
That  he  is  kynge,  withoute  a  reamc 
And  for  exaumple,  he  woulde  nonę  take 
Escperiens  hath  brought  you  in  such  a  brake 
Your  wealthe,  your  joy,  your  sport,  your  play 
Your  braggyng  bost,  your  royal  aray 
Your  beard  so  brym,  as  borę  at  baye 
Your  seuen  systers,  that  gun  so  gay 
Ali  haue  ye  lost,  and  castc  awaye. 
Thus  fortunę  hath  tumed  you:  I  dare  wd  saye 
Now  from  a  kyng,  to  a  ciot  of  clay 
Oute  of  robes,  ye  were  shaked 
And  wretcbedly  ye  lay,  starkę  all  naked 
For  lacke  of  grace,  bard  was  your  bap 
Tbe  popcs  cures,  gaue  yoa  tbat  etap. 

Of  the  out  yles,  the  rough  foted  Scottes 
We  haue  wel  eased  them  of  the  bottes 
The  rude  rancke  Scottes,  lyke  droncken  Danes 
At  Englysh  bowes  haue  fetched  theyr  banes 
It  is  not  sitting,  in  tower  and  towne 
A  summer,  to  were  a  kynges  crowne 
Fortune  on  you,  therfore  did  frowne 
Ye  were  to  hye,  ye  are  cast  downe 
Syr  sum  ner  now,  where  is  your  crowne 
Cast  of  your  crowne,  cast  vp  your  crowne 
Syr  Summer,  now  ye  have  lost  your  crowne 
^ood  Skelton  laureate,  oratoure  to  kynges  most 
royal  e.statc. 

ScoTiA  redac-tnm  fdrmam  prouincias 
Regis  parcbit  nutihus  Anglis: 
Alioriuin  (per  desertum  sin)  super  cbcmbim 
Cherubin,  serapliim,  seraphinque  ergo,  &c 

UNTO    DTVERS    PEOPŁE    THAT    RBMORD   THIS 
RYMIMG  AGAINSTE  TUB  SCOT  JEMMY. 

I  AM  now  constrayned 

With  words  nothynge  fayned 

Thts  inuectire  to  make.    For  som  people  sake 

That  lyst  for  to  iangell 

And  waywardly  to  wrangell 

Againste  this  my  makynge 

Their  males  thereat  shakynge 

At  it  reprehending.     And  venemously  stingyng 

Rebukynge  and  remordyng 

And  nothynge  accordynge 

Cause  they  haue  nonę  other 
But  for  that  he  was  hys  brother 
Brother  ?nnaturall.     Unto  our  kyng  royalt 
Against  whome  he  dyd  figbte 
Faislye  agaynst  all  ryghte 
Lyke  tliat  vntrue  rebell 
Falsle  Cayne  agaynst  Abell. 

But  wbo  so  thereat  pyketh  mood 
The  tokens  are  not  good 
To  be  true  Englysh  blood 
For  if  they  understood 
His  traitourly  dispight 
He  was  a  recrayed  knighte 
A  subtill  sysmatike 
Righte  neare  an  heritike 
Of  grace  out  of  the  state 
And  died  eicpnąmuaioate 


WARE  THE  HAWKE. 


263 


And  for  he  was  a  Icynre 
The  morę  sbameful  rekenynise 
OT  bym  shoulde  men  reporte 
In  earnest  and  in  sporte 
He  acantlye  loueth  oare  kynge 
Tbat  gradgetb  at  this  thinge 
That  caste  suche  ouerthwartes 
Percase  baue  boHowe  hartes. 

fli  TERITATEM  DICO,QVARE  NON  CRED1TI8  MIHI. 
CHORV8  DE  DYS  CONTRA  flCOTTCS,  CUM  OMNI 
PROCB8SIONAI.I  FE9T1UITATE  SOŁEMPNISAUIT 
HOC  BPITOMA.  XII.  DIE  SEPTEMBRI8.  &C. 

Sałub  festa  dies  toto  resonabilis  asuo 

dna  Soottus  lacobus  obrutus  ense  cadit 
Barbara  Scottorum  gens  perfida  plena  roalorum 

Yincitur  ad  Noriam,  uertitur  inque  fugam 
Yasta  palus  sed  campestris  (borie  memoratur 

Braiixion  morę)  scottins  terra  perosa  fuit 
Scottica  castra  fremantFloddun  sabmuntibus  altis. 

Suae  ^alłde  inoadens  dissipat  angla  maims 
Millia  Scottorum  trusit  gens  nngiica  passim 

LoKuriat  tepido  sanguine  pinguis  burnus 
Ftrs  animas  miseri  mtseras,  misere  sub  umbi:as 

Pars  mit  in  foueas,  pars  subiit  latebras 
lam  quid  agit  lacobus,  damnonim  germine  cretus 

Persidus.    Vt  nemix>th  lapsus  ad  ima  rnit 
Dic  modo  Scottoram  dudum  malesane  malorum 

Rector  nunc  regens  mortuus  exce  iaccs 
Sic  Leo  te  Rupidus  Leo  caadidus  inoiitus  ursit 

Suo  Leo  in  Rubins  ultima  fata  luis 
Anglia  duo  choreas  resonent  tua  tympana  psallas 

Da  laudes  Domino.     Da  pia  vota  Deo. 

nac  ŁAUREATDl  SKEŁTONI9  REGINA  ORATOR 
CHORUS  DEDI8.  &C  SUPER  TRIUMPHAŁI  YIC- 
TORIA  CONTRA  GM.ŁOS,  &.C.  CANTAUIT  80LEM- 
NITER  HOC  EŁOGIUM  IN  PROFESTO  DIUl 
10HANN18  AD  DECOŁŁATION  EM. 

Salce  festa  dies  toto  memorabilis  suo. 

ftoa  rex  Uenricus  Oallico  bella  premit 
Henricus  rutilans  Octauos  bostis  in  amiia 

Tir  winne  gentis  moenia  strauit  humi 
Sceptriger  Anglorum  bello  \'alidissimus  hector 

Francorum  gentis  coUa  superba  terit 
Be  Cleremount  clarus  dudum  dic  galie  superbe 

Vnde  superbus  eris?  carcere  nonne  gemis? 
Discite  Francorum  geus  cetera  capta,  Britannum 

Noscite  magnanimuni,  subdite  vosque  sibi 
Gloria  Cappadocis  diuse  miles  qu8e  MarisB 

lllius  hic  sub  ope  Gallica  rcgna  reget 
Hoc  insigue  bonum  diuino  Numine  gestum 

AngUca  gens  referat  semper,  ouansqae  canat 
Per  Skeltonida  laureatum, 
Oratorem  regium. 


BERB  AiTER  FOLOWETH  THE  BOOKB,lNTITUI.ED, 

IVj4RE  THE  HAWKE, 

Prologus  Skcltonidis  laureati  super  Ware  tbe 

Hawke. 

Thi8  worke  deuised  is 
For  such  as  do  amis 
And  specially  to  controule 
Suche  as  baue  cure  of  soule 
That  be  so  farre  abused 
They  cannot  be  exco8ed 


By  reason  nor  by  lawę 
But  that  tbey  play  tbe  dawe 
To  )iawke  or  elsse  to  hunte 
From  the  aułter  to  tbe  funte 
With  crye  vnre.uerente 
Before  the  sacramente 
Within  tbe  ho!y  church  boutłdit 
Tbat  of  our  faith,  the  ground  is 
That  prycst  that  hawkes  so 
AU  grace  is  farre  him  fro 
He  semeth  a  sismatike 
Or  elsse  an  hcritike 
For  faith  in  him  is  faynte 
Therefore  to  make  complaynte 
Of  suche  mysaduised 
Parsons,  and  disgised 
This  boke  we  haue  deuised 
Compcndiouslye  coinprised 
No  good  priest  to  ofFend 
But  such  dawes  to  amend 
lu  hope  that  no  man  shall 
Be  miscontent  withall. 

I  shall  you  make  relacion 
By  waye  of  apostrofaction 
Under  supjwrtacion 
Of  your  pacient  tolleracion 
How  I  Skelton  laureat 
Deuised  and  aiso  wrate 
Upon  a  lewde  curate 
A  parson  beneficed 
But  nothing  we  11  aduised 
He  shall  be  as  now  nameles 
But  he  shall  not  be  blameles 
Nor  be  shall  not  be  sbameles 
For  surę  he  wrought  amis 
To  hawke  in  my  churche  of  Dis 
This  fonde  frantike  fauconer 
With  by 8  poluted  pawtner 
As  priest  Ynreuerent 
Straight  to  the  sacrament 
He  madę  his  hawke  to  ily 
With  hogeous  showte  and  crye 
The  hye  aulter  he  strypt  naked 
There  on  he  stode  and  craked 
He  shoke  down  al  tbe  clothes 
And  sware  horrible  othes 
Before  the  face  of  God 
By  Moyses  and  Arons  rod 
Or  that  he  thence  yede 
His  hawke  should  pray  and  fede 
Upon  a  pigeons  ma  we 
The  bloude  ran  downe  raw 
Upon  the  auter  stone 
The  hawke  tyred  on  a  bonne 
And  in  the  holy  place 
She  muted  there  a  chace 
Upon  my  corporas  face 
Such  sacrificium  laudis 
He  niade  with  such  gambawdis. 

OBSERYATE. 

His  second  hawke  waiced  geryc 
And  was  with  flying  wery 
She  had  flow  in  so  oft 
That  on  the  rode  loft 
She  perked  ber  to  rest 
The  feuconer  thcn  was  prest, 
Came  running  with  a*dow 
And  cryed  stów  stów  stów 
Bot  sbe  would  not  bowe 
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He  then  tp  be  snre 

Call.ed  her  with  a  lure 

Her  meate  was  yery  crude 

She  had  not  wd  endude 

She  was  not  cleane  ensaymed 

She  was  not  wel  reclaymed 

Bot  the  £iwconer  unfayned 

Was  much  morę  febler  brained 

The  hawke  bad  no  lyst 

To  come  to  bis  fyst 

She  loked  as  she  bad  the  Ironce 

With  tbat  he  gare  ber  a  bounce 

Fal  ypon  the  gorge 

I  wył  not  iayne  nor  forge 

The  hawke  with  that  clap 

Feli  down  with  euil  bap 

The  church  dores  wer  sparred 

Fast  bolted  and  barred 

Yet  with  a  pręty  gin 

I  fortuned  to  come  in 

This  rebell  to  bebolde 

Whereof  bym  I  contronld 

Bat  he  sayd  that  be  wolde 

Agaynst  my  mynde  and  will 

In  my  cburche  hawke  styli. 

CONSIDBRATE. 

On  sainct  John  decollacion 
He  hawkedon  this  facion 
Tempore,  vesperarum 
Sed,  non  secundam  Sarum 
*But  like  a  marche  haram 
His  braynes  were  so  parum 
He  sayde  he  woułd  not  let 
His'  houndes  for  to  fet 
To  hunte  there  by  lyberte 
In  the  di  spite  of  me 
And  to  halowe  there  the  foxe 
Downe  went  my  offeryng  box 
Boke  bel  and  candell 
Al  that  be  might  bandell 
Cross  staffe,  lectrine  aud  banner 
Fel  done  on  thys  manner. 

DBŁIBBRATE. 

With  troll,  ci  tracę  and  trouy 
They  ranged  hankin  bouy 
My  charch  all  about 
Thys  fawconer  gan  shoute 
These  be  my  gospellers 
These  be  my  pistillers 
These  be  my  queristers 
To  help  me  to  singe 
My  hawkes  to  mattens  ring 
In  tbispriestly  giding 
His  hawke  then  flew  vpon 
The  rode  with  Mary  and  John 
Delt  he  not  lyke  a  fon 
Delt  he  not  lyke  a  daw 
Or  elsse  is  this  Goddes  law 
Decrees  or  decretals 
Or  boly  sinodals 
Or  elsse  prouincials 
Thus  witbin  the  wals 
Of  holy  cburche  to  deala 
Thus  to  ringe  a  peale 
With  his  hawkes  belles 
Dontles  suche  losels 
Make  the  church  to  bt 
In  smal  auctborite 


A  ourate  in  speciaU 
To  snapper  and  to  fal  I 
Into  this  open  crime 
To  lakę  on  this  were  time 

YIGIŁATB. 

But  wbo  so  that  lokei 
In  the  officiaU  bokes 
Ther  ber  may  see  and  reed 
That  this  is  matter  in  deed 
How  be  it  mayden  meed 
Madę  them  to  be  agreed 
And  so  the  scribe  was  feed 
And  the  Pbarasaye 
Than  durst  nothing  say 
But  let  the  matter  slip 
And  madę  truth  to  trip 
And  of  the  spirituall  law 
Tbey  madę  but  a  gew  gaw 
And  toke  it  oat  in  drynke 
And  this  the  cause  doth  shrink 
The  charch  is  thus  abused 
Reproched  and  polluted 
Corrcction  hath  no  place 
And  al  for  lacke  of  grace 

DBPŁORATB. 

Loke  now  in  EzoAi 
And  de  arca  domini 
With  regum  by  and  by 
The  Bibel  wyl  not  lye 
How  the  tempie  was  kept 
How  the  tempie  was  swept 
Where  sanguis  tauroruJB 
Aut  sanguis  vitulorum 
Was  offered  within  the  wtlw 
After  cereroonials 
W  ben  it  was  poluted 
Sentence  was  esecuted 
By  way  of  expiacion 

OIUUflTATB. 

Then  much  morę  by  the  rode 
Where  Christes  precious  blond 
Daily  offred  is 
To  be  poluted  this 
And  that  be  wished  witb  all 
That  the  downes  dongę  downe  might 

fali 
nto  my  chalis  at  mas 
When  consecrated  was 
The  blessed  sacrament 
O  priest  unreverent 
He  sayde  that  he  would  bunt 
From  the  aulter  to  the  funt 

RETORBCATB. 

Of  no  tjrrande  I  redę 
Tbat  80  farre  dyd  excede 
Neither  yet  Dioclesian 
Nor  yet  Domisian 
Nor  yet  croked  Cacus 
Nor  yet  dronken  Baccus 
Notber  Olibrius  nor  Dionisioi 
Nother  Pfaalary 
Rehersed  in  valery 
Nor  Sardanapall 
ITnbappiest  of  all 
Nor  Nero  the  worst 
Nor  Clawdiui  the  cant 
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Norspet  EgeM 
Nor  yet  tyr  ^herumbnt 
Notber  Zorobabell 
Nor  cniell  Jesabell 
Nor  yet  Tarąiiinias 
Whome  Titus  Liuinf 
In  writinge  doth  enroU 
I  bave  red  them  poll  by  poH 
Tbe  storye  of  Aristobel 
And  of  ConsUotinobel 
Whiche  citye  Miacreantes  wan 
And  fllue  many  a  cbristen  man 
Yet  the  Sowden  nor  the  Turke 
Wronght  neaer  such  a  worke 
For  to  let  tbeir  hawkes  flye 
In  the  cbnrch  of  Saint  Sophy 
With  much  matter  morę 
That  I  kepe  iu  storę 

PEN8ITATB. 

Then  in  a  tabel  playne 
I  wrote  a  Terse  or  twayne 
Whereat  he  madę  disdayne 
The  pekyshe  parsons  brayne 
Coulde  not  reache  nor  attaine 
What  the  sentence  mente 
He  sayde  for  a  croked  intent 
TTie  wordes  were  paraerted 
And  this  he  oaerthwarted 
Of  the  whiche  processe 
Ye  maye  knowe  morę  CKpresse 
If  it  pleasc  you  to  loke 
In  the  residue  of  this  booke. 

HBRB  AFTBR  POŁŁOWETH  THE  TABLB. 

ŁoKB  on  this  tabul 
Whether  thou  art  abul 
To  redę  or  to  spel 
What  these  verses  teL 

Słccolo  lutueris  esŁ  colo  bunraard 
Nixphedras  uisarum  caniuter  tauntantes. 

Raterplas  Natanbrianum  sudus  itnogenns, 
]8.ias.    U.  19.4.    13.    3.    8.    1.  teoualet. 

Cartula  stet  precor  hssc  yello  temerandapetulco 

Hos  rapiet  numeros  non  homo  sz  mała  tras. 

£x  parte.     Rem  carte  aduerte   aperte,  pone 
Busam  arethusam  bano. 

Whereto  shoulde  I  rehers 
Tbe  sentence  of  lny  vers. 
In  them  be  no  scholes 
For  braynsicke  franticke  foles 
Constraas  hoc,  domine  Dawcocke. 

Ware  the  bawke. 

Maister  Sophista 
Ye  8implex,  silogista 
The  denelyshe  dogmatista 
Yonr  hawke  on  your  fista 
To  hawke  when  your  Usta 
In  ecciesia  ista  domine  cacapisti 
With  thy  hawke  oo  Ihy  fisty 
Kunquid  sic  dixist«    Nunquid  sic  fecisti 
Sed  vbi  hoc  legisti 
Ant  Tnde  hoc,  doctor  Dawcocke, 

Ware  tbe  hawke. 

Doctor  Dialetica 
Where  finde  you  in  Ipotetica 
Or  in  Cathagoria.    Latina,  sine  dorica 
To  Tse  your  hawkes,  forica 
Id  propiciatorioy  tanguam,  diuresorio 


Unde  hoc,  domine  Dawcoke. 
Ware  the  hawke. 

• 

Saye  to  me  Jacke  Haris 
Suare  accuparis  ad  sacramentum  altarit 
For  no  reuens  thou  spares 
To  shake  my  pygeons  federis 
Super  arcam  federis 
Unde  hoc,  doctor  Dawcocke 

Ware  the  hawke. 

Sir  dominus  robiscum  par  aucupiuDi 
Ye  madę  yonr  hawke  to  cum 
Desuper  candelabnim 
Christi  crucifixi 
To  fede  vpon  your  fistye 
Dic  inimice  cnicis  Christi.    Ubi  didicisti 
Facere  hoc,  domine  Dawcocke 
Ware  the  hawke. 

Apostata  Julianus 
Nor  yet  Nestorianus 
Thou  shalt  no  where  redę 
That  tbey  dyd  such  a  deda 
To  let  theyr  hawkes  fly 
Ad  ostiuni  tabemacnii 
In  quo  est  coipus  Domini 
Cauc  hoc,  doctor  Dawcocke 
Ware  the  hawke. 

This  doutlcsse  ye  raued 
Dis  churche  ye  thus  depraaed 
Wherfbre  as  1  be  saoed 
Ye  are  therefore  be  knaued 
Suare,  quia  euangelia 
Concha,  et  conchelia 
Ancipiter,  et  sonalia 
Cetera,  quoque  talia 
Tibi  sunt  equalia 
Unde  hoc  domine  Dawcocke 
Ware  the  hawke. 

Et  relis  et  ralis  et  reliqualis 
From  Granado  to  Galis 
From  Winchelsee  to  Wales 
Non  est  brainsicke  tales 
Nec  minus  racionalis.    Nec  magis  bestii 
That  singges  with  a  chatis 
Construas  hoc  doctor  Dawcocke 
Ware  the  hawke. 

Mased  witles  smery  smyth 
Hampar  with  your  hammer  ypon  thy  styth 
And  make  here  of  a  sickel  or  a  saw 
For  though  ye  ]ive  a  bundred  yere  ye  shal 
dye  a  daw 

Vos  ralete  doctor  indiscrete 

8KEŁTONI8  AP08TROPHAT  iU>  DIUUM  lOHANNBM' 
OECOŁŁATUM  IN  CUIUS  PROFESTO  FIEBAT  HOC 
AUCUPIUM, 

O  MEMORANDA  dies  qua  decolare  lohaones  Acu- 
pium  facłthaud  quandam  quod  fecerit  infra  eccle- 
siam  de  dis  uiolans  sua  sacra  sacrontm  rector  de 
Whiphostooke  dcctor  cognomtne  Daucocke,  et 
dominus  Wodcocke,  probatis.  probat  hic.  probat 
baec  hoc. 

Libertas  veneranda  pils  concessa  poetis,  discendi 
est  queconque  piacent  quecuuque  joyabunt  te  vel 
quscunque  \ralent  iustas  defendere  causas  vel 
qu<ecunque  volent  stolidos  mordere  petulcot. 
Ergo  dabis  veniam. 
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QUOD  BKELTON  LAUREAT. 

AU  noble  men  of  this  take  bede 
And  beleue  it  as  your  crede. 

To  hastye  of  fientence 
To  feane  for  nonę  oBence 
To  scarce  of  your  espens 
To  large  in  necligence 
To  slacke  in  recompens 
To  hawte  in  excellence 
To  ligbte  intelliceiice 
And  to  lyghte  of  credence 
Where  thesc  kepe  residcnce    - 
Keason  is  banysbed  tbence 
And  also  damę  Prudence 
With  sobcr  pacience. 

Ali  noble  men  of  this  take  hedc 

And  beleue  it  as  your  crede 

Then  wythoute  collosyon 
Markę  well  tbis  conclusion 
Tborowe  suche  abusion 
And  by  suche  illusion 
Uiito  greate  confu^ion 
A  nobell  man  may  fali 
And  bys  honoure  appall 
That  yf  ye  thiuke  this  shall 
Kot  rub  you  on  the  gali 
Then  the  deuill  take  all 

Ali  nobell  meu  of  this  take  bede.  &c. 

QVOD  BKEŁTON  lJVUREATE. 

Ye  may  heare  now,  in  this  rhime 
Hour  euery  thing,  must  baue  a  time. 

Time  is  a  thing,  that  no  man  may  resist 

Time  ia  traiisitory,  and  irreuocable 

Who  saith  the  contrary,  time  passethas  him  list 

Time  must  be  taken,  in  season  couenable 

Take  time  wben  time  is,  for  time  is  ay  mutable 

All  thing  hath  time,  vho  can  for  it  prouide 

Bidę  for  time  ivho  wił,  for  time  wil  no  man  abide 

Tymę  to  be'sad,  and  time  to  play  and  sporte 
Titne  to  take  rest,  by  tray  of  recreation 
Ty  me  to  study,  and  time  to  use  comfort 
Tymę  of  pleasure,  and  time  of  consolation 
Thtts  time  hath  his  time,  of  di^ers  maner  fiicion 
Tymę  for  to  eate  and  d rynkę,  for  thy  repast 
Tymę  to  be  liberał],  and  time  to  make  no  wast 

Tymę  to  travet,  and  time  for  to  rest 
Time  for  to  speake,  and  time  for  to  hołd  tbi  peace 
Time  woulde  be  Tsed,  wben  time  is  best 
Time  to  begin,  and  time  for  to  cease 
And  when  time  is,  put  thy  s^lf  in  prease 
And  when  time  is>  to  holde  thy  selfe  a  backe 

The  rotes  take  their  sap,  in  time  of  Terę 
In  time  of  sommer,  floures  freshe  and  grene 
]i>  timo  of  haruest,  men  their  come  shere 
In  time  of  wintcr  tht?  north  wind  waxeth  kene 
So  bitterly  biting,  the  floures  be  not  sene 
The  kniendis  of  Janus,  with  his  frostes  horę 
TLut  time  is,  irhen  pcople  mustliue  upou  the  storę 
Suod  Skelten  laureaU 


Of  heauen  and  earth.    O  I^ide  incomperable 
Of  al  )ierfection9  the  essenciall  most  perfigiite 
O  Maiker  of  roankind,  that  formed  day  and  nigbt 
Wbose  power  imperial,    compreheodeth  euery 

place 
Minę  hart,  my  mind,  my  thought,  my  holedelite 
1 8  after  this  lyfe,  to  se  tby  glorious  face. 

Whose  magnificence,  is  incomprebensible 
Al  arguments  of  reason,  which  far  doth  excede 
Whose  deite  doutles,  is  indiuisible 
From  whom  al  goodnes,  and  vertue  doth  procede 
Of  thy  support,  al  ereatures  bave  nede 
Assist  me  good  Lord,  and  graunt  me  of  thy  grace 
To  liue  to  thy  pieasure,  in  word  thought  and  dede 
And  after  this  lyfe  to  see  thy  glorious  &ce. 

TO  THE  SECONDK  PARSOM E. 

O  BENIGNB  Jesu,  my  souerain  lorde  and  kpge 
The  only  sonne  of  God,  by  filiacion 
l'he  second  parson,  without  begiuning 
Both  God  and  man,our  faith  maketh  plain  relacioo 
Mai-y  the  muther,  by  way  of  incamacion 
Whose  glorious  passion,  our  soules  doih  reuiue 
Agnin  al  bodely,  and  ghostly  tribulacion 
D<:fcud  me  with  thy  piteous  woundes  fiue 

O  pereles  prynce,  paynted  to  the  death 
Rofully  rent,  thy  body  wan  and  blo 
For  my  redempcion,  gnue  vp  thy  vytal  breathe 
Was  neuer  sorow,  lyke  to  thy  dtadty  wo 
Grannt  me,  uut  of  this  world  when  1  shal  go 
Tbioe  endles  mercy,  for  my  preseruaUue 
A;;aiust  the  world,  the  flesh,  the  deuill  also 
Defende  me  with  thy  piteous  woundes  fiue. 

TO  THE  HOŁT  GH03T. 

O  FIRY  sentence,  inflamed  with  aH  grace 
Enkyndeling  hertes,  with  brandes  cbarilable 
l*he  endlesse  riswarde  of  pieasure  and  solące 
To  the  Father,  and  the  Son,thou  art  commiinicable 
In  yoitate,  which  is  inseperoble 
O  water  of  lyfe,  O  wel  of  consolacion 
Against  al  suggestions  deadly,  and  dampnable 
Rescu  me  good  Lorde,  by  your  preseruacion. 

To  wbome  is  appropryed,  the  Holy  Ghost  by 
The  third  parson,  one  God  in  Trinite  [n*n» 

Of  perfyt  loue,  thou  art  the  ghostlye  flame 
O  mirrour  of  mckcues,  peace  and  tranqailityc 
My  comfort,  my  counsel,  my  parfit  charity 
O  watcr  of  lyfe,  O  wel  of  consolacion 
Against  all  storms,  of  han)  adversitie 
Riescu  me  jrood  Lord,  by  thy  preseruation. 
Amen. 

ii2uod  Skelton  lanrcśte. 


j4  PRAYER 
to  the  father  of  heauen. 

O  RAD1ANT  luminary  of  light  interminnble 
Cclestiall  father,  potenciall  God  of  might 


Herę  after  folowelh  the  boke  callcd  Elinour 
Rumming. 

THE  TUNNYNG  OF  ELYSOUR 
RUMMING'. 

PER  tKBŁTON  ŁAUREATE. 

Tell  you  I  chill 
If  that  ye  wyli 

'  A  woman  who  sold  ąle  near  Leatherhed  ia 
Surroy.     C, 


EUNOUR  RUMMING. 
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AwhUebefttill 
Ofacomelyegyll 
That  dwelt  oa  a  hyll 
But  she  is  not  gryll 
For  she  is  somewhat  sagę 
And  well  woroę  in  age 
For  her  Yisage 
It  woulde  asswage 
A  mannes  courage 

Her  lothelye  leare 
Is  nothynge  clcare 
"Bot  ▼glye  of  chearc. 
Droupye  and  drowsye 
Scuiry  and  lowsy 
Her  face  all  bowsy 
Comelye  crinckled 
Wonderously  wrynkled 
Lyke  a  rosie  pigges  eare 
Brystled  with  here 

Her  lewde  lyppes  twayne 
They  slauer  men  sayne 
Xyke  a  ropye  rayne 
A  gum  my  glayre 
She  is  Yglye  fayre 
Her  nose  some  dele  boked 
Add  camouslye  croked 
Neuer  stoppinge 
But  euer  dropping 
Her  skin  lose  and  slacke 
Orained  like  a  sacke 
With  a  croked  backe 

Her  eyen  gowndye 
Are  fuli  vnsowndy 
For  they  are  biered 
And  she  graye  heared 
Jawed  lyke  a  Jetty 
A  man  would  bave  pity 
To  se  how  she  is  gumbed 
Fingured  and  thumbed 
Gentlyjoynted 
Gresed  and  annointed 
Up  to  the  koocMes 
The  bones  her  buckles 
Together  madę  £aste 
Her  youthe  is  farre  pafttd 
Foted  lyke  a  piane 
Legges  like  a  crane 
And  yet  she  wyl  iet 
Lyke  a  iolly  set  . 
In  her  furred  flocket 
And  gray  russet  rocket 
With  simper  the  cocket 
Her  huke  of  Lyncole  grane 
It  hadde  bene  hers  I  wenę 
Morę  then  fortye  yeare 
And  so  it  doŁhe  appeare 
And  the  grene  bare  thredes 
Looke  lyke  sere  vedes 
Wythcred  lyke  haye 
The  woli  wome  awaye 
And  yet  1  dare  saye 
She  thinketh  her  selfe  gaye 
Uppon  the  holye  daye 
When  she  dothe  her  araye 
And  girdeth  in  her  getes 
Stitched  and  pranked  with  plctea 
Her  kirtdl  Briiftowe  red 
With  plothes  vppon  her  heade 
That  they  way  a  so^e  of  leade 


Wrythen  in  a  wonder  wise 
After  the  Sanusins  glse 
With  a  whim  wham 
Knit  with  a  trim  tram 
Uppon  her  brayne  panna 
Like  an  Egiptian 
Capped  aboute 
Whan  she  goeth  oute 
Her  selfe  for  to  sbewe 
She  driueth  downe  the  dewe 
With  a  paire  of  heies 
As  brodę  as  two  wheles 
She  hobbles  as  a  gose 
With  her  blauket  bose 
Her  shone  smered  with  talów 
Gresed  vpon  dyrt 
That  baudeth  her  skyrt 

PRIMUS  PASSUS. 

And  thi^  comely  damę 

I  Ynderstande  her  name 

Is  Elynoure  Rumminge 

At  borne  in  her  wonnyng 

And  as  men  say 

She  dwelt  in  Sothray 

In  a  certa  i  ne  stede 

By  syde  Lederhede 

She  is  a  tonnishe  gyb 

The  deuell  and  she  be  sib. 
But  to  make  vp  my  tale 

She  brueth  noppy  ale 

And  maketh  therof  poorte  sale 

To  trauellers,  to  tiukers 

To  sweterSy  to  swinkers 

And  all  good  ale  drynkers 

That  wyli  nothinge  spare 

But  dryncke  tyli  they  stare 

And  bi^nge  them  selfe  bare 

With  now  away  the  marę 

And  Iet  vs  sley  care 

As  wise  as  an  bare 

Comc  who  so  wil 
To  Ellnour  on  the  bil 
With  fil  the  cup  fiU 
And  sit  there  by  still 
Earelye  and  late 
Thither  commeth  Kate 
Cislye  and  Sarę 
With  theyr  legges  bare 
And  al 80  theyr  fetę 
Hardely  fuli  vnswete 
With  their  heles  dagged 
Theyr  kyrtelles  all  to  iagged 
Theyr  smockes  all  to  ragged 
With  titters  and  Utters 
Brynge  dyshes  and  platters 
With  all  theyr  mighte  runnyng 
To  Elynoure  Rummynge 
To  baue  of  her  tunninge 
She  leaneth  them  of  the  same 
And  thus  begłnneth  the  gamę 

Somc  wenches  come  vnbrased 
Wyth  theyr  naked  pappes 
That  flippes  and  flappes 
It  wygges  and  it  wapges 
Lyke  tawny  saffron  bagges 
A  sorte  of  foul  drabbes 
All  scuruy  with  scabbes 
Some  be  flye  bytten 
Some  skewed  as  a  kyttea 
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Some  with  a  sho  cloute 
Bynde  tbeir  beades  aboute 
Some  bave  no  herelace 
Tbeyr  lockes  about  tbeir  face' 
Tbeyr  tresses  untniste 
AU  filii  ofvDlttBte 
Some  looke  strawrye 
Some  cawrye  mawrye 
Fuli  untidye  teggeft 
Lyke  rotten  egges 
Such  a  lewde  sorte 
To  Elynoure  resorte 
Prom  Łydę  to  tyde 
ilbyde  abyde 
Attd  to  you  sball  be  toulde 
Iłowe  ber  ale  is  soalde 
To  mawte  and  to  molde 

SEC1JN1N78  PASSUS 

Some  bave  no  monye 
Tbat  thitber  commye 
For  tbeir  ale  to  paye 
Tbat  is  a  shrewde  aray 
Elinoure  sweared  naye 
Ye  sball  not  beara  awaye 
My  ale  for  nougbte 
By  liim  tbat  me  bougbte 

With  bey  dogge  baye 
Have  tbese  dogges  awaye 
With  gette  me  a  staffe 
The  swyne  eate  my  draffe 
Strike  the  hogges  wii^  a  clubbe 
Tbey  haue  dronk  vp  roi  suilling  tab 
For  be  tbere  never  so  much  prese 
lliese  swine  go  the  hye  desę 
The  sowę  with  ber  pygges 
The  bore  his  taile  wrygges 
Against  the  hye  bench. 
With  fo,  ther  is  a  stench 
Gatber  yp  tbou  weiich. 
Seest  thoa  not  wbat  is  fali 
Take  Tp  drit  and  all. 
And  beare  out  of  the  hal 
God  geue  it  ii  preuipg. 
Clenly  as  euel  cbeuing  . 

But  let  us  turne  plain^ 
Ther  we  left  againe 
For  as  ill  a  patch  as  that. 
The  hens  run  in  the  mashiat 
For  they  go  to  roust 
Straight  ouer  the  ale  ionst 
And  dongę  whan  it  commes 
In  the  ale  tunnes 
Then  Elinour  taketb. 
The  mash  boi  and  sbaketh 
The  bennes  dongę  away. 
And  skommeth  it  in  a  traf 
Wherc  as  the  yest  is. 
With  ber  maungy  fistis 
And  somtime  she  blens 
The  dongę  of  ber  henncs 
And  the  ale  together. 
And  sayth  gossip  come  bither 
Tbis  ale  shal  be  thicker 
And  floure  the  morę  quicker 
For  I  may  tel  you 
I  leamed  it  of  a  Jcwe 
Wbam  I  began  to  brewe 
And.  I  baye  founde  it  trew 
Drinke  nowe  while  it  is  neir 


And  ye  may  it  broke 

It  sball  make  you  loke 

Younger  tban  ye  be 

Yeres  two  or  tbre  . 

For  ye  may  prove  H  by  ma 

Bebold  she  sayd  and  see 

How  bright  I  am  of  Ue 

Ich  am  not  cast  a#ay 

That  can  my  husband  saye 

Whan  we  kysse  aud  playe 

In  luste  and  iu  likynge 

He  calleth  me  his  whiting 

His  mullinge  and  his  nittine 

His  nobbes  and  his  counye 

His  sweting  and  bys  bonny 

With  basse  my  pręty  bonny 

Tbou  arte  worthe  good  and  monny 

This  make  I  my  felyre  fanny 

Tyli  that  be  drcame  and  dronnye 

For  after  all  oure  sport 

Than  will  be  rout  aud  snort 

Then  sw^etely  together  we  ly 

As  two  pygges  in  a  stye. 

To  cease  me  semeth  Insst 
And  of  this  tale  to  least 
And  for  to  leaue  this  letter 
Beoause  it  is  no  better 
And  becnuse  it  is  no  swetter 
We  wyli  no  farther  ryme 
Of  it,  at  this  time 
But  we  wyl  turne  playne 
Where  we  left  agayne. 

TERTIUS  PASSUS. 

Some  instede  of  coine  and  monny 

Will  come  and  brynge  ber  a  conny 

Or  else  a  pot  with  honni 

Some  a  knife  and  some  a  spone 

Some  brynge  tlieir  bose,  some  ther  ahone 

Some  ran  a  good  trot 

With  a  skyllet  or  a  pot 

Some  fyll  tbeir  pot  fuli 

Ofgood  Lemsteruoll 

An  huswtfe  of  truste 

Whan  she  is  a  thrust 

Suche  a  webbe  can  spyn 

Her  thryfte  is  fuli  thyn 

Some  go  strayghte  thyther 
Be  it  siaty  or  slider 
Tbey  holde  the  hye  waye 
Tbey  care  not  wbat  men  saye 
Be  tbat  us  be  maye 
Some  lothe  to  be  espyde 
S  tme  start  in  at  the  backe  syde 
Ouer  the  hedge  and  pale 
And  all  for  the  good  ale 

Some  renne  tyli  thcy  swete 
Bryng  with  tbem  malt  or  whcte 
And  damę  Elinoure  entreat 
To  byrle  them  of  the  best 

Than  comcth  an  otber  gest 
She  swercd  hy  the  rode  of  rest 
Her  lyppcs  are  so  drye 
Without  drynke  she  must  dye 
Therefore  fyll  it  by  and  by 
And  haue  here  a  pecice  of  ry 

Anone  cometh  anotber 
As  drye  as  the  otber 
And  wyth  hćr  dothe  bryng 
Mele,  salt,  or  otber  tbing 
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Her  barnest  girdłe,  her  wedding  ringe 

To  paye  for  hir  scot 

Ab  cometh  to  her  lot 

Som  briogeth  her  busbandes  bood 

Because  the  ale  is  good 

Anotfaer  broogbt  her  his  cap 

Tu  offer  to  tbe  ale  tap 

With  flaxe  and  with  towe 

With  hey  and  with  howe 

Syt  we  down  a  rowe 

And  dryncke  tyli  we  blowe 

And  pype  tirlye  tyrlowe 

Some  layde  to  pledge 
Theyr  hatchet  and  their  wedge 
Their  hekell  and  their  rele 
Their  rock,  their  spinning  whele 
And  some  went  so  narrow 
They  laid  to  pledge  their  wharrow 
Their  ribskin  and  their  spindell 
Tbejrr  nedel  and  their  thimbell 
Herę  was  scante  thryfte 
Wban  they  madę  such  sbyfte 

Their  tbnist  was  so  great 
They  asked  never  for  meate 
But  drincke  still  drynke 
And  let  the  cat  winkę 
Let  V8  washe  oure  gommes 
From  the  dry  crommes 

aUARTUS  PASSVS. 

Some  for  very  ncde 
Lay  down  a  skain  of  threde 
And  some  a  skaiii  of  yanie 
Bothe  beanes  and  pease 
Smali  chafler  dothe  ease 
Sometime>  now  and  than 
Another  there  was  that  ran 
With  a  good  brassepan 
Hercoloure  was  fuli  wan 
She  ran  In  al  the  baste 
Unbrased  and  vnlaste 
Tawnye  swart  and  swallowa 
Łyke  a  cake  of  tallowe 
I  sweare  by  all  hallowe 
It  was  a  stare  to  take 
The  deuill  in  a  brake. 

And  than  came  baltynge  Jona 
And  bronghte  a  gambone 
Of  bakon  that  waft  reastye 
But  Lorde  as  she  was  testya 
Angrye  as  a  waspye 
She  began  to  yane  and  gaspy 
And  bad  Elynoure  go  bet 
And  fyll  in  good  meate 
It  was  derę  that  was  farre  fet 

Another  bronghte  a  spycke 
Of  a  bacon  flicke 
Her  tongue  was  verye  quicke 
Bat  she  spake  somewhat  thicke 
Her  felowe  did  stammer  and  stut 
Bat  she  was  a  foule  slut 
For  her  moiithe  fomed 
And  her  bellye  groned 
Jonę  sayne  she  had  eaten  a  fyest 
By  Cbriste  sayde  she  thou  lyest 
I  haue  as  swete  a  breathe 
As  thou  with  shamefull  deathe 

Then  Elinonr  sayd,  ye  callettes 
I  sball  breake  yonr  paiettat 


Withont  yc  nowe  eease 

And  so  was  madę  the  drouken  peaca 

That  thider  came  droncken  Aleś 

And  she  was  fuli  of  tales 

Of  tidinges  in  Wales. 

And  of  saiuct  James  in  Gales 

And  of  the  Portyngales 

With  lo  gossip  1  wis 

Thus  and  thus  it  is 

There  hath  ben  greate  warre 

Betwene  Tempie  barre 

And  tbe  crosse  in  Cheape 

And  there  came  an  heape 

Of  mil  Stones  in  a  roate 

She  speaketh  thus  in  her  snoote 

Sneuelynge  in  her  nose 

As  thoughe  she  had  the  pose 

Lo  berę  is  an  olde  tippet  . 

And  ye  wil  geue  me  a  sippet 

Of  your  stale  ale 

God  sende  yoa  good  sale 

And  as  she  was  dryokynge 

She  fcU  ip  a  wynkynge 

With  a  barlye  hoode 

She  pyste  where  she  stoode 

Than  began  she  to  wepe 

And  forthwith  fell  on  ślepe 

Elynoure  tooke  her  vp 

And  błessed  her  wyth  a  cup 

Of  new  ale  in  cornes 

Aleś  founde  therein  no  thomea 

But  suppetf  it  yp  at  ones 

She  found^^rin  tio  bones 

Qi;iNTU8  PASSUS. 

Now  in  cometh  another  rabel 
Fyrst  one  with  a  ladell 
Another  ^vith  a  cradell 
And  with  a  syde  sadel 
And  there  began  a  fabel 
And  clatterynge  and  a  babell 
Of  foles  silly 

That  had  a  fole  with  willy 
With  iast  you,  and  gup  gillye 
She  coulde  not  lye  stillye 
Then  came  in  a  genet 
And  swarc  by  sainct  Bennet 
I  dranke  not  this  sennet 
A  draughte  to  my  paye 
Elynoure  1  the  pray 
Of  thyne  ale  let  vs  assaye. 
Add  haue  here  a  pilch  of  gray 
I  weare  skinnes  of  oonye 
That  causeth  1  loke  so  donny  ' 
Another  than  dyd  hyche  her 
And  broughte  a  pottcl  pycher 
A  tonnel^  and  a  bottel 
But  she  had  lost  the  stoppel 
She  cut  of  ber  sho  sole 
And  stopped  therwith  the  hole. 

Amonge  all  tbe  blonuner 
Another  brought  a  skommer 
A  frying  pan  and  a  slice 
Elynoure  madę  the  pryce 
For  good  ale  eche  wbit. 

Than  starte  in  mad  Ksrt 
That  had  lytle  wyt 
She  semed  some  deale  sake 
And  brought  vp  a  peny  cbak* 
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To  damę  Eliaoure 

For  A  draaghte  of  lycour. 

Than  Margery  milkę  dueke 
Her  kirtell  she  did  vp  tucke 
An  ynche  aboue  her  kne 
Her  legges  that  ye  might  se 
But  they  were  sturdy  and  slubbied 
Mighty  pestels  and  clubbed 
As  fayre  and  as  white 
As  the  fote  of  a  kitę 
She  was  somwhat  fonie 
Croke  necked  lyke  an  owle 
And  yet  she  broagbte  ber  fees 
A  cantel  of  Essex  cbese 
Was  well  a  fbte  thicke 
Fuli  of  maggottes  quicke 
It  was  huge  and  greate 
And  mightye  stionge  meate 
For  the  deuill  to  eate 
It  was  tarte  and  punyete 
Another  sorte  of  sluttes 
Some  broughte  walnutes 
Some  appłes,  some  peares 
Some  brought  their  clippinge  sheres 
Some  broughte  thys  and  that 
Some  broughte  1  wote  neare  wbat 
Some  broughte  theyr  husbandes  hat 
Some  podynges  and  lynkes 
Some  tripes  that  stinkes 

But  of  all  thys  throoge 
One  came  them  amonge 
She  semed  halfe  a  leche 
And  began  to  preach 
Of  the  tewesday  in  the  wcke 
Whan  the  marc  doth  keke 
Of  the  vertue  of  an  ynset  leke 
Of  her  husbandes  breke 
With  the  feders  of  a  ąuaile 
She  could  to  bourde  on  sayle 
And  with  good  ale  barme 
She  could  make  a  charm 
To  healpe  with  all  a  styŁche 
She  semed  to  be  a  wytche 
And  anoŁhec  brought  two  gosliogs 
That  wer  noughty  froslings 
Some  brought  them  in  a  wallet 
She  was  a  cumlye  callet 
The  goslinges  were  untide 
Elinour  began  to  chide 
They  be  wrethocke  thou  hastę  bront 
They  ar  shyre  shaking  nougbt  • 

8BXTU8  PASSUS. 

Maud  ruggy,  thither  skipped 
She  was  vg1ye  hipped 
And  vglye  thicke  lipped 
Like  an  onion  sided 
Like  tan  ledder  hidcd 
She  had  her  so  guided 
Betwene  the  cup  and  the  wali 
That  she  was  tbere  with  all 
Into  a  palsey  fali 
With  that  her  hed  shaked 
And  her  handes  qnaked 
Ones  heade  woki  haue  aked 
To  se  her  naked 
She  dranke  so  of  the  dregges 
The  dropsy  was  in  ber  legges 
Her  face  glistring  lyke  glassa 
AU  foggye  fat  she  was 
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She  had  aiso  the  gonte 
In  all  her  joyntes  aboute 
Her  brelh  was  soare  and  stal6 
And  smelled  all  of  ale 
Suche  a  bedfeilawe 
Wold  make  one  cast  bis  craw 
But  yet  for  all  that 
She  drancke  on  the  mashe  fat 
There  came  an  olde  rybibe 
She  halted  of  a  kybe 
And  had  broken  her  shyn 
At  the  thresbold  cummyng  im 
And  fell  so  wy  de  open 
That  one  myght  se  her  token 
The  deuil  there  on  be  wroken 
Wbat  nede  all  this  be  spokea 
She  yelled  lyke  a  całfe 
Rysę  vp  on  God*s  balfe 
^Sayde  Elynoure  Rummynge 
1  be  shrewe  the  for  thy  cummyng 
As  she  at  ber  did  plucke 
Quake,  quake,  sayde  the  dacka 
In  that  lampatrams  Itzp 
With  fye,  couer  the  sbap 
Wyth  sum  flip  flap 
God  geue  it  yll  happe 
Sayde  Elynoure  for  shame 
Lyke  an  honest  damę 
Up  she  stearte,  balfe  lamę 
And  skantlye  coulde  go 
For  payne  and  for  wo 

In  came  another  dant 
Wyth  a  gose  and  a  gaut 
She  had  a  wide  wesant 
She  was  notfaynge  pleasaont 
Necked  lyke  an  oliphant 
U  was  a  buUifant 
A  gredy  cormerante 
Another  brought  ber  garlik  hedf 
Another  brought  her  bedes 
Of  jet  or  of  coale 
To  ofier  to  the  ale  pole 
Some  brought  a  wimble 
Some  brought  a  thymble 
Some  brought  a  silke  lace 
Some  brought  a  pincase 
Some  her  husbandes  gowne 
Some  a  pillowe  of  downe 
Some  of  the  iiapeiy 
And  all  this  shyfte  they  make 
For  the  good  ale  sake 

A  straw  said  bele  stande  Ttter 
For  we  haue  eggea  and  butter 
And  of  pigeons  a  payre- 

Then  stert«  forthe  a  fisgigge 
And  she  brought  a  borę  pigge 
The  flesh  thereof  was  rankę 
And  her  breath  strongly  stanke 
Yet  or  she  wentę  she  dranke 
And  gate  her  greate  thancke 
Of  Elynoure  for  ber  ware 
That  she  thither  bare 
To  paye  for  her  share 
Nowe  trulye  to  my  tl^iAkiJige 
This  is  solempne  driDkynf  ^ 

0 
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Soft  ąuoth  one  high  sibbil 
And  let  me  with  you  bibill 


WHY  COME  YE  NOT  TO  COURT. 
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She  sate  downe  in  the  place 
Witb  a  śorye  face 
Wbey  wurmed  aboute 
Garnisbed  was  ber  SDOute 
Witb  berę  a  ud  Łbere  a  puscul 
Lyke  a  scabbrd  muscull 
Th  iii  ale  sayde  she  is  uoppy 
JLet  U8  sippe  aod  soppy 
Aod  not  spił  a  droppy 
For  so  mote  i  boppye 
It  coletb  well  my  coppy 

Damę  Elinoure  sayde  sbe 
Haue  here  is  for  me  . 
A  doute  of  London  pinnes 
And  witb  Łfaat  she  beginnes 
The  pot  to  ber  plucke 
And  dranke  a  good  lucke 
She  swinge  up  a  quarte 
At  ones  for  ber  part  - 
Her  pauuche  was  so  puffed 
And  so  witb  ale  stuffed 
Had  she  not  byed  apace 
Sbe  had  defoyled  the  place 

Tban  began  the  sport 
Amonge  tbat  dronken  sort 
Damę  Elyuoure  sayde  they 
I<ende  here  a  cocke  of  hay 
To  make  all  thynge  cleane 
Ye  wote  well  w  bat  we  meane 

But  syr  amonge  all 
Tbat  sate  in  that  hall 
lliere  was  a  pricke  me  deintia 
Sate  lyke  a  saintye 
Aod  bęgan  to  paintye 
As  thougbe  she  woulde  fainty 
She  madę  it  as  koy 
Asa.  legę  demoy 
She  was  not  halfe  so  wise 
As  she  was  peiiysb  nysę 
She  sayde  neuer  a  worde 
But  rosę  from  the  borde 
And  ralled  for  our  damę 
Elyuoure  by  name 
We  supposed  I  wys 
That  she  rosę  to  pisse 
But  the  verye  grounde 
Was  for  to  compounde 
Witb  Elynonr  in  the  spence 
To  paye  for  her  cxpence 
I  haue  no  penny  nor  grotę 
To  pay  sayd  she,  God  wot 
For  washinge  of  my  throte 
But  my  bedes  of  amber 
Berę  them  to  your  chaumber 
Then  Elynour  dyd  them  hide 
Wytbin  ber  beddes  syde 
But  some  tban  sat  rigbte  sad 
Tbat  notbynge  had 
There  of  theyr  one 
Neythcr  gelt  nor  pawne 
Suche  were  tbere  mennye 
Tbat  had  not  a  pennye 
But  whan  they  should  walkę 
Werę  fayne  witb  a  chalke 
To  jc^re  on  tbe  balke 
Ot  scarc  on  the  tayle 
God  gfiie  it  yll  bayle 
Fbr.jBy  fyngers  ytcbe 
I  bave  written  to  mych 
Of  this  mad  mummyng 
Uf  Elynoure  Rommynge 


Thus  endeth  the  gest 
Of  this  worthye  fest. 

Suod  Skelton  laureat 

ŁAUREATI    SKBŁTONIOI8    IN    DE8PECTU    lilAŁIG- 
NANTIUM  DISnCON. 

QvAMVi9  insanis,  quamvts  marcescis  inanis 
Inuidi  cantamus,  baec  loca  plena  locis 

Bień  men  souuient. 

Omnes  feminas,  quse  vel  nimis  bibuke  sunt,  yel 
quas  sordida  labe  sqttaloris,  aut  quam  Spurca 
fceditatis  macula,  aut  verbosalaquacitate  notantur, 
poeta  invitat  ad  audiendum  honc  libelluib,  &c. 

Gbria,  squalida,  sordida  ftemina,  prodiga  verbif 
Hue  currat,  properet  yeniat  sua  facta  libellns 
Iste  Yolutabit:  Paean  sua  plectra  sonando 
Materiam  risus  cantabit  carmine  rauco. 

FINIS. 

Su  od  Skelton  laureate. 


HERE  AFTER  FOŁOWBTH  A  ŁITŁB  BOKB  WHICB 
HATH  TO  NAME» 

WHY  COME  YE  NOT  TO  COURT, 
Compiled  by  Mayster  Skelton  poetę  laureate. 

The  rehicent  mirror  for  all  prelats  and  presidents 
as  well  spirituall  as  temporall  sadly  to  loke 
vpon,  deuised  in  Rnglish  by  Skelton* 

All  noble  men  of  this  take  hede 
And  beleue  it  as  yowr  crede. 

To  hastye  of  sentence 
To  fearce  for  nonę  ofFence 
To  scarce  of  your  expence 
To  large  in  negligence 
To  slacke  in  recompence 
To  haut  in  ezcellence 
To  lyght  intellygence 
And  to  lygbt  in  credence 
Wbcre  these  kepe  resydenoe 
Reason  is  banisbed  thence. 
And  also  damę  PrudenCe 
"Wyth  sober  Pacience 
All  noble  men,  &c. 

Tban  without  colluslon 
Markę  well  thys  conclusion 
Through  sucb  abusion 
And  by  suche  illusioii 
Unto  great  confusion 
A  noble  man  may  fali 
And  bis  bonoure  appall 
And  yf  ye  thynke  thys  shal 
Not  rubbe  you  on  the  gali 
Tban  the  deuyll  take  all,  &c 

HaiC  Tates  ille,  de  quo  loqunntur  in  illis. 

For  oge  is  a  page 
For  the  court  fuli  unmeete 
For  age  cannot  ragę 
Nor  basse  ber  swecte  sweete 

But  whan  age  seeth  that  ragę 
Dotbe  asswage  and  refrayne 
Tban  wyli  age  have  corage 
To  come  to  conrt  agayne. 
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'.     Bat 

Helas,  sagę  ouemge 
To  madly  decayei 
That  age  for  dottage 
Is  reooaered  now  a  dayet 
Thus  age  graunt  domage 
Is  nothyng  set  by 
And  ragę  in  arerage 
Doth  renne  lamentably. 
So 

That  ragę  mnst  make  pillage 
To  catche  that  catche  maye 
Aod  wyth  suche  foiage 
Huote  tfae  boskage 
That  bartes  wyl  runne  awaye    , 
Bothe  bartes  and  bindes 
With  all  good  mindes 
Parę  well,  than  haue  good  day 

Than  haae  good  day  adew 
For  defaute  of  rescew 
Some  men  may  bappely  rew 
And  theyr  heades  mew 
The  time  doth  faste  ensew 
That  hales  begin  to  brew 
I  drede  by  swete  Jesu 
Tbis  tale  will  beto  trew 
In  faytb  dicken  thou  crew. 

In  fayth  dicken,  thou  crew,  lec. 

DiCKEH,  thou  crew  douŁles 
For  traelye  to  exprefse 
There  bath  be  much  exce8 
With  banketyng  brayniesse 
With  ryoting  recbles 
With  gambaudyng  tbr3rftles 
With  spendi  and  waste  witles 
Treating  of  truce  restlesse 
Pratyng  for  peace  peaslesse 
They  coantring  at  Cales 
Wrange  y%  on  the  wales 
Chief  councelour  was  carelea 
Gronyng  gronching  gpraceles 
And  to  nonę  entent 
Our  talwod  is  all  brent 
Our  ftigottes  are  all  spent 
We  may  biow  at  the  cole 
Our  mars  bath  cast  ber  fole 
'And  Mocke  hatb  lost  ber  shoo 
What  may  she  do  tbertoo 
An  end  of  an  old  song 
Do  right  and  no  wrong 
As  right  as  a  rammes  borne 
For  tbriit  is  threde  bare  wome 
Our  sbepe  are  shrewdlye  shorna 
And  trouthe  is  all  to  torne 
Wisdome  is  laught  to  scome 
Fauel  is  false  forsworne 
Jauel  is  nobly  borne 
Hauel  and  Haruy  hafter 
Jackc  Trauell  and  Cole  crafter 
We  shall  heare  morę  hereafler 
With  polling  and  sbauynge 
Wiih  borowyng  and  crauyng 
With  reuyng  and  rauyng 
With  swearing  aml  btaryng 
There  yayleth  no  reasonyng 
For  wil  doth  rule  al  thyng 
Wyl,  wyl,  wyl,  wyl,  wyl, 
He  ruleth  alway  styl 
Good  reason  and  good  skyll    , 
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They  may  gailicke  pili 
Cary  sackes  to  the  mil 
Or  pescoddes  they  may  sbil 
Or  els  go  roste  a  stone 
There  is  no  man  bnt  one 
That  hatb  the  strokes  alone 
Be  it  blacke  or  wbite 
All  that  be  doth  is  right 
As  right  as  a  cammocke  croked 
Thys  bil  wel  ouer  loked 
Clerely  perceiue  we  may 
There  went  the  bare  awaye 
The  bare,  the  fos,  the  gray, 
The  bart,  the  hinde,  the  bucke 
God  seod  ys  better  lucke. 
God  send  ts  better  lucke,  Ace* 

TwiT  Andrew,  twit  Scot 
Get  heme,  ge  scoure  thy  pot 
For  we  haue  spent  our  shot 
We  shall  haue  a  tot  quoi 
From  the  pope  of  Romę 
To  weaue  all  in  one  lome 
A  webbe  of  Lylse  wulce 

Opus  małe  dulce. 
The  deuill  kysse  his  cule 

'  For  whiles  he  doth  nile 
All  is  warse  and  warse 
The  deuill  kysse  his  arse 
For  whetber  be  ^lesse  or  curse 
It  can  not  be  muchę  worse 
From  Baumberow  to  Bothambar 
We  haue  cast  vp  oikre  war 
And  madę  a  worthy  truse 
Wyth  gup  leuel  suse 
Our  mony  madly  sent 
And  morę  madly  spent 
From  Croydon  to  Kent 
Wote  ye  whither  they  went  ? 
From  Winćhdsy  to  Rye 
And  all  not  wortbe  a  flye 
From  Wentbridge  to  Hull 
Our  army  waxeth  duli 
With  tume  all  home  agayne 
And  neuer  a  Scot  slayne 
Yet  the  good  erle  of  Surray 
The  French  men  he  doth  fraye 
And  Texeth  them  day  by  day 
With  all  the  power  be  maye 
Tbe  Frenchemen  he  bath  fainted 
And  madę  their  hertes  attained 
Of  cheualry  he  is  tbe  flour 
Our  Lord  be  his  succoure 
The  Freuch  men  he  hath  so  mated 
And  their  courage  abated 
That  they  are  but  halfe  men 
Like  foxesJn  their  den 
Like  cankerd  cowardes  all 
Like  heons  in  a  stone  walie 
They  kepe  them  in  their  holdes 
Lyke  ben  herted  cokoldes 

But  yet  they  ouer  shoote  us 
With  crownes  and  with  scuŁus 
With  scutes  and  crownes  of  gold« 
I  drede  we  are  bougbt  and  solde 
U  is  a  wonders  warke 
They  shoote  all  at  one  markę 

<  At  the  cardinals  bat 
They  shote  all  at  that 
Out  of  their  stronge  townes 
They  thote  at  bim  with  crowpei  > 
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YTith  crownes  of  gold  embiased 
Thcy  make  him  so  arnased 
And  his  eyeri  so  dased 
That  he  ne  see  can 
To  koow  God  nor  maa 
He  is  set  so  hye 
lo  his  ierarchy 
Of  frantike  frenesy 
And  folysh  fantasy 
That  in  the  chambre  of  stan 
Ali  matters  there  he  mars 
Clapping  bis  rod  on  the  borde 
Ko  man  dare  speake  a  word. 
For  he  hath  all  the  saying 
Without  any  renaying 
He  rolleth  iii  his  recordes 
He  saith,  how  say  ye  my  lordcs  ? 
Is  not  my  reason  good 
Good  euln  good  Robin  hood 
Some  say  yes.     And  some 
Sit  still  as  they  were  do  me 
Tbus  thwarting  ouer  thome 
He  raleth  al  the  roste    . 
With  bragging  and  with  bostc 
Borne  vp  on  euery  syde 
With  pompę  and  with  pryde 
With  trompe  vp  alłelujra 
For  damę  Philargerya 
Hath  so  his  hart  in  hołd 
He  loueth  nothyng  but  gold 
And  Asmodeus  of  hel 
Maketh  his  membrcs  swel 
With  Dalyda  to  Meli 
That  wanton  damsell 

Adew  philosophia 
Adew  theologia 
Welcome  damę  Simonia 
With  damę  Castiiroergia 
To  cir3mke  and  for  to  e.ite 
Sweet  Ipocras  and  s^ete  meate 
To  kepe  his  fleshe  chaste 
In  Lente  for  a  repaste 
He  eateth  capons  stewed 
Fesannt,  and  partriche  mewed^- 
Spareth  neytber  mayd  ne  wyfe 
This  is  a  postels  lyfe 

Helas  my  hart  is  sory 
To  tell  of  vayne  giory 
But  now  vpon  this  story 
I  wyli  no  furthcr  rime 
Tyli  another  tirae 

Tyli  another  time. 

Wrat  newes  what  newes 
Smali  newes  that  true  is 
That  be  worth  two  kues 
Bat  at  the  nakcd  stcwcs 
I  vnderstande  howe  that 
The  sygn  of  the  Cardinall  hat  *). 
That  ione  is  now  shit  vp 
With  gup  wrhore  gup,  nowe  gap 
Gup  Gilliam  Trauillian 
With  iast  you  I  say  Jullian 
Wyli  ye  beare  no  coles 
A  matny  of  roaresollcs 
That  occupy  thcir  holes 
Fali  of  pocky  moles. 
What  heare  ye  of  Lancashire 
They  were  not  payd  theyr  hyra 
They  ar«  fell  as  any  fyr« 
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What  hcare  ye  of  Cheshyre 
'  They  haue  layde  all  in  the  myre 
They  grudge  and  sayde 
Their  wages  were  not  paydc 
Some  sayde  they  were  afrayde 
Of  the  Scottishc  hoste 
For  all  their  crake  and  boste 
Wilde  6re  and  thunder 
For  all  this  worldly  wonder 
A  hundred  mylę  a  sunder 
They  were  whau  they  were  ncxt 
That  is  a  tnie  tiext 

What  hćaie  ye  of  the  Scottes 
They  make  vs  all  sottcs 
Poppyng  folysh  dawos 
They  make  vs  to  pyli  strawes 
They  play  their  old  prankes 
Afterhuntly  bankcs 
At  the  streme  of  Banokes  burne 
They  did  vs  a  shrcwde  tunie 
Whan  Edward  of  Kaniaruari 
Lost  all  that  his  faŁlier  wan 

Wliat  here  ye  of  the  lord  Dakers 
He  maketh  vs  lackc  rakers 
He  .sayes  we  are  but  crakers 
.  He  caileth  vs  Ea.«cland  nieii 
Stronge  harted  lyke  an  hen 
For  thf  Scottes  and  he 
To  well  they  do  a^ree 
With  do  thou  for  mee 
An'l  I  shal  do  for  thee 
Whiles  the  red  hat  doth  endure 
Ile  maketh  himself  cockc  suro 
The  red  hat  with  his  lure 
Bryngeth  al  thinges  vnder  curc 
But  as  the  world  nowe  goose 
What  heare  yc  of  the  lord  Bose 
Nothyng  to  purpoiC 
Not  \«orth  a  cockly  fosę 
Their  hcrtes  be  in  their  bose 
The  erle  of  Northnmberlaud 
O^rc  take  nothing  on  band 
Our  barons  be  no  bolde 
Into  a  mouse  hole  they  wold 
.    Runne  away  and  cret^p 
Like  a  mainy  of  sheep 
Dare  not  loke  out  a  dur 
For  drede  of  the  raaystife  cur 
For  drede  of  the  buuchcrs  <h)g 
Wold  wirry  them  like  an  hog 
JFor  and  this  curre  do  gnar 
They  must  stande  all  a  far 
To  holde  vp  their  hand  at  the  bar 
For  all  their  nob!e  bloude 
He  plockes  them  by  the  hood 
And  shakes  them  by  the  carc 
And  bryns^  them  in  suche  feare 
He  baitetb  them  lyke  a  heare 
Lyke  an  oxe  or  a  bul 
Their  wittes  he  say th  are  dul 
He  saith  they  have  no  brayne 
Their  estate  to  maintaine 
And  make  to  bowe  thcir  knee 
Before  his  maiestee. 

Judges  of  the  kinges  lawcs 
He  countes  them  folcs  and  dawst 
Sergeauntes  of  the  coyfe  eke 
He  sayeth  they  are  to  sęka 
In  pleating  of  thcir  case 
At  the  commune  place 
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Or  at  the  Kinges  benche 

He  wringeth  them  such  a  wrenohe 

That  all  our  learned  men 

Dare  not  set  thcyr  penne 

To  płete  a  true  trialł 

WithiikWestuiin  ter  hall 

In  tbe  Chauncery  where  he  sittet 

But  suche  as  he  admittes 

Nonę  so  hardy  to  speake 

He  saith,  thou  huddy  peake 
Tby  learniug  is  to  lewd 
Tby  tounge  i 9  not  well  thewde 
To  seeke  befbre  our  grace 
And  openly  in  that  place 
He  rages  and  he  raues 
And  calls  thtm  cankerd  knaues 
Thus  royaily  he  doth  dcale 
Under  the  kinges  brodę  seale 
And  in  the  Checker  he  them  checkes 
In  the  Ster  chambre  he  nods  and  becks 
And  beareth  him  (here  so  stout 
That  no  man  dare  rout 
Duk-',  earle,  barun,  nor  lorde 
But  to  his  sentence  must  accorde 
Whether  he  be  knight  or  squyer 
All  meu  fbłow  his  desyre 
What  say  ye  of  tbe  Scottish  kyng 
That  18  auother  thing 
He  18  but  an  yon^yng 
A  tali  worthy  striplyiig 
Her  is  a  whispring  and  a  whinlyng 
He  should  be  hilher  brought 
But  and  it  were  wi  II  sought 
1  trow  all  will  be  nought 
Not  worth  a  shittel  cocke 
Not.worth  a  souic  calstocke 

There  goeth  many  a  lye 
Of  tbe  duke  of  Albany 
That  of  shoiUd  go  his  head 
And  brought  in  ąuicke  or  dead 
And  all  Scotland  oures 
The  mountcnauflce  of  two  houces  * 

But  as  some  men  iayu 
I  dredc  of  some  false  trayn 
SubtelJy  wrougbt  siialbe 
Under  a  fained  treate 
But  within  monethes  three 
Men  may  happely  sce 
Tlie  trechery,  and  the  prankes 
Of  the  Scottishc  bankes' 

What  heure  ye  of  Burgoniona 
And  the  Spanyaides  oiiions  ł 
They  haue  slain  our  Etiglishmen 
Aboue  thrce  score  and  ten 
For  al  your  amitee 
No  bet  ter  they  agree 
God  saue  my  lord  Admirell 

What  heai-e  ye  of  Muttrel  ? 
There  wyth  I  dare  not  mel 
Yet  what  heare  ye  tell 
Of  our  graund  counsel  ? 
I  could  say  some  what 
But  speake  ye  no  morę  of  that 
For  drede  of  the  red  liat 
Take  peper  in  the  nose 
For  than  thyne  head  of  gose 
Of  by  the  hard  arse 
But  there  is  some  trauars 
Betwene  bome  and  some 
That  makes  our  sire  to  glum 


It  is  some  what  wrong* 
That  his  berde  is  so  long 
He  mometh  in  blacke  clothing: 
I  pray  God  saue  the  kyng 
Where  euer  he  go  or  ride 
1  pray  God  be  his  guide 
Thus  will  I  conclude  my  stile 
And  fali  to  rest  a  whyle 

And  so  to  rest  a  while,  &c. 

Oncb  yet  agayn 
^  Of  you  I  wold  fraine 
\      Why  come  ye  not  to  courte 
To  which  court  ? 
To  the  kinges  court 
Or  to  Hampton  court } 

Nay  to  the  kinges  court 
The  kynges  court 
Should  haue  the  exellence 
But  Hampton  court 
Hath  the  preemincnce 
And  Yorkes  place 
With  my  loides  gmce 
To  whose  magnificence 
Is  all  the  confluence 
Sutes  and  supplications 
Embassades  of  all  naciona 
Straw  for  law  cauon 
Or  for  the  law  common 
Or  for  lawę  eioill 
It  shall  be  as  be  wyli 
Stop  at  law  tancrete 
An  obstract  or  a  coucrete  - 
Be  it  soure  be  it  sweete 
^  His  wisdome  is  so  discrete 
That  in  a  fume  or  an  hete 
Warden  of  the  Flete 
Set  him  fast  by  the  fetę 
And  of  his  royal  poure 
Wlian  him  lyst  to  loure 
Than  haue  him  to  the  Tóure 
Saunz  aultcr  remedy 
Haue  him  forth  by  and  by 
To  the  Marshalsy 
Or  to  the  Kinges  benche 
.  He  diggeth  so  in  the  trench 
Of  the  court  royall 
That  he  nileth  them  all 
So  he  dothe  mdermynde 
And  such  sleightes  dothe  fynde 
That  the  kinges  mynde 
By  him  is  subuerted 
And  so  streatly  coarted 
In  credcnsing  his  tales 
Tbat  al  is  but  nutshules 
That  any  other  sayth 
He  hath  in  him  such  faith 

Now,  y4»t  al  this  might  be 
Suifred  and  taken  in  gree 
If  that,  that  he  wrougbt 
To  any  good  end  wer  bj'ought 
But  all  he  bryiigcth  to  nought 
But  God  tbat  me  deare  bougbt 
He  beareth  tbe  king  on  haud 
7*hat  he  must  pyl  his  land 
To  make  his  cofers  i^,vch 
But  he  layeth  al  in  tbe  dycbe 
And  vseth  such  abusibn 
That  in  the  conclusion 
AU  commetb  to  confusioai 
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Peredue  the  canse  whye 
To  tell  the  trouth  plainlye 
He  18  so  ambicious 
So  sbamełes,  and  so  vicioui 
And  so  supersticious 
And  so  mucb  obliaious 
lYom  whens  that  he  came 
Tbat  he  falleth  in  Acisiam 
Whicb  tniely  to  expres8e 
Is  a  foi-gptfulnes 
Orwylful  bliodnes 
Whenvith  the  Sodomitę^ 
Lost  tbeir  inward  sigbtes 

The  Gommońans  also 
Were  bro(U[ht  to  deadiy  wo 
As  scripture  recordes 
A  cecitate  cordis 
In  the  Łatyn  synge  we 
Libera  nos  Domine 

But  this  mad  Amaleckc 
Łike  to  Amamelek 
He  r^^rdetb  lordes  i"^^^ 

No  inore  than  pot  sbordet 
He  is  in  suche  elacion 
Of  his  exa1tacion 
And  the  supportacion 
Of  our  soueraine  loide 
That  God  to  recorde 
He  ndeth  al  at  will 
Withont  reason  or  skyll 
Howbeit  they  be  prymordyall 
Of  hys  wretcbed  originafl 
And  his  base  progeny 
And  his  gresy  genealogy 
He  came  of  the  saiike  roiall 
That  was  cast  out  of  a  bouchers  stall. 

But  howe  euer  he  was  borne 
Men  would  haue  the  lesse  scome 
If  he  could  consider 
His  byrth  and  rowme  together 
And  cali  to  his  mynde 
How  noble  and  how  kynde 
To  hym  be  bath  founde 
Our  touerayne  lord,  chief  grouud 
Of  all  tbya  prelacy 
And  set  hym  nobly 
In  great  aucthorite 
Out  firom  a  Iow  degre 
Wbłch  he  can  not  see 
For  be  was  parde 
No  doctour  of  deuinitie 
Nor  doctor  of  the  law 
Nor  of  nonę  other  saw 
But  a  porę  maister  of  arte 
God  wot  htfd  little  part 
Of  the  quatriuial8 
Nor  yet  of  triuialff 
Norof  pbilosophye 
Hor  of  phłlology 
Nor  of  good  pollicy 
Nor  of  astronomy 
Noracquainted  worth  a  fly 
"With  honourable  Haly 
Nor  with  royal  Ptholomy 
Nor  with  Albumasar 
To  treate  of  any  stor 
Fyxt  or  els  mobil 
His  Latin  tounge  doth  hobby  1 
He  doth  but  clout  and  cobbel 
InTuUisfacultie 
Called  humanitie 
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Yet  proudly  he  dare  pretend 
How  no  man  can  bim  amend 
But  haue  ye  not  heard  this  n 
How  an  one  eyed  man  is 
Wel  sighted,  when 
He  is  amonge  blynd  men. 

Than  our  proces  for  to  stable 
This  man  was  ful  vnable 
To  reche  to  such  degree 
Had  not  our  prince  be 
Koyall  Henry  the  eyght 
Take  him  in  such  conceyte 
That  he  set  him  on  beyght 
In  exemplyfieng 
Great  AiexRnd(*r  the  king 
In  writing  as  we  finde 
Which  of  his  royal  minde 
And  of  his  noble  pleasure 
Transceoding  out  of  measure 
Thought  to  do  a  thyng 
That  pertaineth  to  a  kyng 
To  make  vp  one  of  nougth 
And  madę  to  him  be  brought 
A  wretched  porę  man 
Which  his  liuing  wan 
With  planting  of  leekes 
By  the  dayes  and  by  the  weeke« 
And  of  this  porę  zassał 
He  madę  a  kyng  royal 
And  gaue  him  a  realme  to  nile 
That  occupyed  a  showel 
A  mattoke,  and  a  spade 
Before  that  he  was  madę 
A  kyng»  as  I  haue  told 
And  ruied  as  he  wold 
Such  is  a  kynges  power 
To  make  within  an  hower 
And  worke  such  a  mirade 
That  shalbe  a  spectacle 
Of  renowme  and  worldly  famę 
In  likewise  now  the  same 
Cardinall,  is  promoted 
Yet  with  leurd  conditions  hoted 
As  hereafter  bene  noted 

Presumpcion  and  Tain  glorie 
Enuy,  wrath,  and  lechery 
Couetes,  and  gluttony 
Slothful  to  do  good 
Now  frantike,  now  starkę  wodę 

Sbuld  this  man  of  such  modę 
Rule  the  swerde  of  myght 
How  can  be  do  right 
For  he  wyli  as  soone  smygfat 
His  freend,  as  his  foe 
A  prouerbe  longe  a  t^o 

Set  vp  ye  wretche  on  hye 
In  a  trone  triumpbantly 
Make  him  a  great  estate 
And  he  wil  play  checke  matę 
With  royall  maiestee 
Count  hym  self  as  good  as  hc 
A  prelate  potenciall 
To  rule  vnder  Bellyall 
As  ferce  and  as  cruell 
Ab  the  feende  of  bel 
His  seruaantes  meniall 
He  dothe  reaile  and  brali 
Lyke  Mahoand  in  a  play 
No  man  dare  bim  withsaye 
He  bath  diipighi  and  scorn* 
At  then  that  ha  węl  borne 
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He  rebakes  tbem  and  rayles 

Ye  horsons,  ye  vassayles 

Ye  knaues,  ye  churles  sonnes 

Ye  ribands,  not  worŁb  two  pluinin» 

Ye  rainbeaten  beggars  reiagj^cd 

Ye  recrayed  rufliiis  all  ragged 

'With  stoape  thou  bauel 

Renne  tbou  iauel 

Thou  peuish  pie  pecked 

Thou  losel  loDg  necked 

Thus  daily  they  be  decked 

Taunted  and  checked 

That  tbey  are  so  wo 

They  wot  not  whetber  to  ga 

No  man  dare  come  to  the  specbe 
Of  tbis  gentel  Jacke  breche 
Of  what  estate  he  be 
Of  spińtual  dignitie 
Nor  duke  of  hye  degree 
Nor  marque8y  earle^  nor  lord 
Which  sbrewdiy  doth  accord 

Thus  be  borne  so  base 
AU  noble  men  sbouid  out  face 
His  countinaunce  lyke  a  kayser 
My  lord  la  not  at  layser 
Sir  ye  must  tary  a  stound 
Tyl  bet  ter  layser  be  found 
And  sir,  ye  must  daunce  attendauDce 
And  take  pacient  sufferaunce 
For  my  lordes  grace 
Hath  now  no  time  nor  spące 
To  speake  with  you,  as  yet 

And  thus  they  shal  syt 
Chuse  thcm  syt  or  flit 
Stand,  walkę,  or  ride 
And  his  laiser  abide 
Parchattncc  iialf  a  yere 
And  yet  neuer  the  nerę 

This  dauqgerous  dowsipera 
Like  a  kinges  pere 
And  within  this  sixteen  yere 
He  wold  have  ben  right  ^yn 
To  baue  ben  a  chaplayn 
And  baue  taken  riebt  great  pain 
With  a  porę  knight 
What  so  euer  hc  hight 
The  chief  of  his  own  counsel 
They  can  not  well  tell 
Whan  they  with  him  should  mci 
He  is  so  fierce  and  fel 
He  rayles  and  he  rates 
He  calleth  them  dóddy  patet 
He  grinnes  and  he  gapes 
As  it  were  Jacke  Napes 
Such  a  mad  Bedlem 
.  For  to  rule  this  realm 
It  is  a  wonderous  case 
That  the  kinges  grace 
Is  toward  him  so  minded 
And  so  farre  bliiided 
That  he  can  not  peroeiue 
How  he  doth  him  disceyue 
I  dought  least  by  sorsery 
Or  such  other  loselry 
As  witch  crafty  or  charming 
For  be  is  the  kinges  derlyng 
And  bis  sueete  hart  rotę 
And  is  gouerned  by  tbis  mad  koote 
For  what  is  a  man  the  better 
for  thejcynges  letter 


For  be  wil  terę  it  a  lunder 
Wberat  much  I  wondcr 
How  such  a  boddy  poule 
So  boldly  dare  controule 
And  so  malapertly  witbstand 
The  kynges  owne  band 
And  settes  not  by  it  a  mite 
He  saytb  tbe  kyng  doth  wryte 
And  wryteth  he  wot  not  wiiat 
And  yet  for  all  that 
The  kyng  his  clemcncy 
Despenseth  with  his  dcraenay 

But  what  his  grace  doth  thinke 
I  baue  no  pen  or  ynke 
That  therwith  can  mel 
But  wel  1  can  tel 
How  Fraunces  Petrarke 
That  much  noble  clerke 
Writeth  how  Chariemaine 
Could  not  him  self  refrayiie 
But  was  rauisht  with  a  ragę 
Of  a  lyke  dotage 
But  howe  that  came  aboufee 
Redę  ye  tbe  story  out 
And  ye  shal  finde  surely 
It  was  by  nicromansy 
By  carectes  and  coniuracion 
Under  a  ccrtayne  constellacłon 
And  a  certyne  fumigacion 
Under  a  stone  oo  a  gold  ryng 
Wrought  to  Charlemain  the  kynv 
Whiche  constrayned  him  forcebly 
For  to  loue  a  certaine  body 
Aboue  all  other  inordioatlye 
This  is  no  fable  nor  no  lie 
At  Acon  it  was  brougbt  to  pas 
As  by  minę  auctor  tried  it  was 
But  let  my  masters  matliematical 
Tel  you  the  rest,  for  me  they  shall 
They  haue  the  ful  intelligcnce 
And  dare  V8e  the  experience 
In  there  obsolute  consciencc 
To  practiąue  such  abolete  science 

For  I  abhor  to  smatter 
Of  one  so  deuillysbe  a  matter 
But  I  will  make  further  relacion 
Of  this  Isagogicall  colalion 
How  master  Gaguine  tbe  crowiiider 
Of  the  feates  of  war 
That  were  done  in  Fraunce 
Maketh  remembraunce* 
How  kyng  Lewes  of  late 
Madę  up  a  great  estate 
Of  a  )K>re  wretcbed  man 
Wherof  much  care  began 
Wberof  much  care  began 
Johannes  Balua  was  his  name 
Minę  auctor  writeth  the  same 
Promoted  was  be 
To  a  cardinals  dignitie 
By  Lewes  tbe  kynge  aforesayd 
Witb  him  so  wel  apayd 
That  he  madę  him  hys  chaunoeUr 
To  make  a1l«  or  to  mar 
And  to  nile  as  him  listę 
Tyl  he  checked  aŁ  the  fiśta 
And  agayne  all  reawn 
Committed  opeotreason 
And  against  bis  lord  aouerajm 
Wherefore  he  suflTred  paia 
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Was  heded  drawen  and  quarterd 
And  dyed  stinkyogly  martred 

Loe  yet  for  all  tfaat 
He  ware  a  cardinals  hat 
In  him  was  smali  favth 
As  minę  auctor  sayth 
Not  for  that  I  meane 
Suche  a  casoelty  should  be  seene 
Or  suche  cbaunce  should  fal 
Unto  our  Cardinal. 

Almightye  God  I  trust 
Hath  for  him  discuste 
That  of  force  he  muste 
Be  faythfut),  trae  and  iuste 
To  oure  most  royal  kynge 
Chief  rotę  of  his  makyng 
Yet  it  is  a  wilye  roouse 
That  caii  bylde  his  dwelling  house 
Witbiu  the  cattes  eares 
Withouten  drede  or  feare 
It  18  a  nice  reconing 
To  putal  the  gouernyng 
Ali  the  rule  ef  this  Und 
Into  one  maus  hand 
One  wise  mans  head 
May  stand  somwhat  in  stede 
Bat  the  wittes  of  many  wyse 
Mach  better  can  deuise 
By  their  circamspection 
And  their  sad  direction 
To  cause  the  commune  weale 
liunge  to  endnre  in  beale 
Christ  kepe  king  Henry  the  eygbt 
From  trechery  and  disceipt 
Aud  graunt  him  grace  to  know 
The  faucon  from  the  crow 
The  wolfe  from  the  lam  be 
From  whens  that  maistife  came 
I^t  him  neuer  confounde 
The  gentil  greybound 
Of  this  matter  the  ground 
Is  rasy  to  expound 
And  sonę  may  be  perceyued 
How  the  world  is  conueyed 

But  harke  my  frend  one  worde 
In  eamest  or  in  borde 
Tel  me  now  in  this  stede 
Is  maister  Mewt  as  dead 
The  kinges  French  sccretary 
And  bis  Tutrue  aduerbary 
For  he  sent  in  writing 
To  Fraunces  the  French  kynge 
Of  our  masters  counsel  in  eueri  tbing 
That  was  a  perillous  rekenyng 

Nay,  nay,  be  is  not  dead 
But  be  was  so  payned  in  the  head 
Tbat  be  shall  neuer  eat  morę  bred 
Now  he  is  gone  to  anotber  stede 
Witb  a  bul  under  lead 
By  way  of  eommission 
To  a  straunge  iuńsdiction 
Called  IMming^s  Dale 
Farre  beyonde  Portyngale 
And  hath  bis  pasporte  to  pas 
Ultra  sauro  matas 
To  the  deuil  syr  Sathanas 
To  Pluto  and  syr  Bell  y al 
The  deuils  Ticare  generall 
And  to  his  colledge  conuentuall 
As  wel  calodemonial 


As  to  cacademoniall 

To  puruey  for  our  cardinall 

A  palące  pontiiicall 

To  kepe  his  court  prouinciall 

Upon  articles  iudiciall 

To  coDtend  and  to  striue 

For  his  prerogatiue 

Within  that  consistory 

To  make  sommons  peremptorye 

Befoi**:  some  prothonotory 

Imperial  or  papai 

Upon  this  matter  misticall 

1  haue  told  you  part,  but  not  all 

Herę  after  percbaunce  I  shall 
Make  a  large  memoriall 
And  a  ftirther  rehersall 
And  morę  paper  I  thinke  to  biot 
To  the  court  why  I  came  not 
Desiring  you  aboue  all  thing 
To  kepe  you  from  laughyng 
Whan  ye  fali  to  redyng 
Of  this  wanton  scrowle 
And  pray  for  Mewtas  soule 
For  he  is  wel  past  and  gone 
That  wold  God  euery  chone 
Of  his  affinitie 
Werę  gone  as  wel  as  be 
Amen,  amen,  say  ye 
Of  your  inward  charitie. 
Amen. 

Of  your  inward  charitie. 

It  were  greate  ruthe 
For  writinge  of  truthe 
Auye  mannę  shoulde  be 
In  perplexitic 
Of  displeasure 
For  I  make  you  surę 
Where  trouth  is  abhord 
It  is  a  playne  recorde 
That  there  wantes  grace 
In  whose  place 
Dothe  occupye 
FuH  Tngraciously 
Fals  flattery- 
Fals  trechery 
Fals  bryberye 
Subtyle  Sym  Sly 
Wilh  mad  folye 
For  wbo  can  ^t  lye 
He  is  best  set  by 
Than  ferewell  to  thee 
WelthfuU  felicitee 
For  prosperitie . 
Awaye  than  wyli  flee 
Than  muste  we  agree 
With  pouertye 
For  misery 
With  penurye 
Miserably 
And  wretchedly 
Hathe  madę  Askry 
And  oute  crye 
Folowynge  the  chase 
To  dryue  away  grace 
Yet  sayest  thou  percase 
We  can  lacke  no  grace 
For  my  lordes  grace 
And  my  ladyes  grace 
With  trey-deose  ase 
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And  ase  in  tbe  face 

Some  haute  and  some  bace 

Some  daunce  the  tracę 

Euer  in  one  case 

Markę  me  that  chase 

In  the  tenniB  play 

For  siuke  quater  trey 

1s  a  tal  man 

He  rob,  but  we  ran 

May  the  gye  and  the  gan 

Tbe  graye  goose  is  no  swan 

The  waters  were  wan 

And  beggers  they  ban 

And  they  cursed  Datan 

De  trrbu  Dan 

That  this  worke  began 

Pałam  et  dam 

With  Balak  and  Bałam 

The  goiden  ram 
Of  Flemmyng  dam 
Sem,  Japheth,  or  Cam  ? 
But  how  come  to  pas 
Your  cupboorde  that  wai 
Is  turned  to  glasse 
From  siluer  to  brasse 
From  golde  to  pewter 
Or  els  to  a  newter  ' 
To  copper,  to  tyn 
To  leade,  or  alcumin 
A  goldsmyth  your  majnre 
But  tbe  chefe  of  your  fayre 
Might  stand  now  by  potters 
And  suche  as  sel  trotters 
Pytchars  and  potshordes 
This  shiewdiy  accordes 
To  be  a  cupborde  for  lordes 

My  lord  now  and  sir  knyghte 
Good  euen  and  good  nyghte 
For  now  sir  Tristram 
Ye  muste  weare  buckram 
Or  Canuas  of  Cane 
For  sil  kos  or  wane 
Our  royals  that  shone 
Our  nobles  are  gone 
Amonge  the  Burgonions 
And  Spanyardes  onyons 
And  the  Flanderkyns 
Gyl  sweates  and  Cate  spinnes 
They  are  happy  that  wynues 
But  Englande  may  well  say 
Fye  on  this  winnyng  alway 
I>(ow  nothing,  but  pay  pay 
With  laughe  and  lay  downa 
Borougb,  citie  and  towne 
Good  springe  of  Lanam 
Muste  counte  what  became 
Of  his  clothe  makyng 
He  is  at  such  takyng 
Thoug:h  his  purse  wal  dul 
He  must  taY  for  his  wul 
By  naturę  of  a  new  writ 
My  lordes  -grace  nameth  ii 
A  quia  non  satisfacit 
In  the  spit^ht  of  his  teeth 
He  must  pay  agayne 
A  thousand  or  twayn 
Of  his  guld  in  storę 
And  yet  he  payde  beforc 
And  hondred  ponnd  and  roore 
Which  pincbeth  hym  sore 


My  lordes  grace  wil  bryng 
Downe  thys  hye  sprynge 
And  brynge  it  so  Iowę 
It  shal  not  euer  flow 

Suche  a  prelate  I  trow 
Were  wortłiy  to  row 
Thorow  Ifbe  streytes  Marocke 
To  the  gybbetof  Baldock 
He  wold  dry  vp  the  itreamet 
Of  nine  kynges  ręaime 
AT  riuers  and  wels 
Al  waters  that  swels 
For  with  vs  be  so  mels 
That  within  England  dwels 
I  would  he  were  somwbere  eli 
For  els  by  and  by 
He  will  drinke  vg  so  dry 
And  sucke  ts  so  nye 
That  men  shall  scantly 
Hauc  penny  or  halpennye    • 
Ood  saue  bys  noble  grace 
And  graunt  him  a  place 
Endlesse  to  dwel 
Witlithedeuiilofhel 
For  and  he  were  there 
We  nead  neuer  feare 
Of  the  feeades  blacke 
For  I  Tndertake 
He  wold  so  brag  and  crake 
That  he  wold  than  make 
The  deuils  to  quake 
To  sbudder  aud  to  sbake 
Lyke  a  fier  drakę 
And  with  a  cole  rake 
Bruse  them  on  a  brake 
And  binde  them  to  a  stake 
And  set  hel  on  fyre 
At  his  owne  desire 
He  is  such  a  grym  syre 
And  such  a  potestolate 
And  suche  a  potestate 
That  he  wold  breke  tbe  braynes 
Of  Lucifer  inhis  chaines 
And  rule  them  eche  one 
In  Lucifers  trone 
I  would  he  were  gone 
For  amonge  V8  is  nonę 
That  ruleth,  but  he  alone 
With  oute  all  good  reason 
And  all  oute  of  season 
For  Folam  Peason 
With  him  be  not  geson 
They  grow  very  rankę 
Upon  euery  bankę 
Of  his  herbers  greene 
With  my  lady  bright  and  sbeene 
On  their  gamc  it  is  secn 
They  play  not  al  cleen 
And  it  be  as  1  weene 

But  as  touching  discretion 
With  sober  direction 
He  kepeth  them  in  subiection 
They  can  haue  no  protection 
To  rule  nor  to  guide 
But  all  must  be  tryde 
And  abide  tbe  coirection 
Of  him  with  ful  affection 
For  as  for  wytte 
The  deuill  speed  whitte 
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łBat  brainsicke  and  brąynietat 

'Witles  and  reachlesse 

Careles  and  shamelesse 

Thriflles  and  gracelesse 

Together  are  bended 

And  so  condiscended 

That  the  commune  weith 

'Shal  neuer  baue  good  helth 

Bat  tattcrd  and  ti^ged 

Ragged,  and  rugged 

Shaurn  and  sborne 

And  all  threde  bare  wonit 

Such  gredines 

Such  ncdices 

Miserablcnes 

With  wretchedncs 

Haih  brongbt  in  distres 

And  much  heauines 

And  great  dolour 

England  the  flour 

Of  relaceut  bonour 

Jn  old  commemoracion 

Most  royal  English  nacion 

Now  all  is  out  of  facion 

Almost  in  desolacioo 

I  speake  by  protestacion 

God  of  his  tniseracion 

Send  better  reformacion 
Ło,  for  to  do  shamftdly 

He  jndgeth  it  no  foły 

fiut  to  write  ef  his  shame 

He  saythe  we  are  to  blame 

What  a  frensi  is  this       ^ 

No  shame  to  do  amys 

And  yet  he  is  a  shamed 
To  be  shamefully  named 
And  oft  prechours  be  blamed 
Bycausc  they  baue  proclamed 
His  madnes  by  writing 
His  simplenes  resiting 
Hemording  aud  biting 
With  cbiding  and  with  fitiog 
Shewyng  him  Goddes  laws 
He  calleth  the  preachers  dawes. 
And  of  hely  scriptures  saires 
He  cottoteth  them  for  gigawei 
And  putteth  them  to  scilence 
And  with  ^irordes  of  vioIence 
Łike  Pharao,  void  of  grace 
Did  Moyses  sore  manase 
And  Aroił  sore  he  thret 
The  word  of  God  to  leŁ 

This  Maumet  in  likewise 
Against  the  chnrch  doth  rise 
The  preachoure  he  doth  dispise 
With  crakyng  in  such  wise 
So  bragging  all  with  bost 
That  no  preachoui*  almost 
Dare  speake  for  hys  lyfe 
Of  lordes  grace,  nor  his  wyfe 
For  he  hath  such  a  bul 
He  may  take  whome  he  wul 
And  as  many  as  him  likes 
May  eat  pigges  in  Lent  for  pykei 
After  the  sectes  of  herettkes 
Por  in  Lent  he  wił  eate 
Al  ma  ner  of  fieshe  meate 
That  he  can  any  where  geitt 
Wltb  other  abusions  great 
Whereof  to  trete 
It  wold  make  the  deuill  to  swet 


For  al]  priuileged  plac«8 

He  brekes  and  defaces 

AU  places  of  religion 

He  hath  them  in  dertsion 

And  maketh  such  prouisioa 

To  driue  them  at  diuision 

And  finally  in  conclusion 

To  bring  them  tu  confusion 

Sainct  Albons  to  recorde 

Wberof  this  vn^racious  lorde 

Hath  madę  him  self  abbot 

Against  their  willes  god  wot 

Al  this  he  doth  deale 

Ynder  sitrength  of  the  great  seaTl 

And  by  his  legacy 

Which  madiy  he  doth  applye 

Unto  an  extrauagancye 

Pyked  out  all  good  law 

With  reasonśthat  ben  raw 

Yet  whan  he  toke  first  bis  bat 

He  said  he  knew  what  was  whA 

Al  justice  he  pretended 

Al  thlnges  shoald  be  amended 

Al  wronges  he  wold  redress 

Al  iniuries  he  wold  repres 

Al  periuries  he  wold  oppresse 

And  yet  this  graceles  elfe 

He  is  periured  himselfe 

A6  płainlye  it  dothe  appere 

Who  list  to  enquere 

In  the  regestry 

Of  my  lord  of  Cantorbury 

To  whome  he  was  professed 

In  thre  pointcs  expressed 

The  6rst  to  do  him  reuerence 
The  second  to  owe  him  obediencB 
The  third  with  wholc  affection 

To  be  vnder  his  subiection 

But  now  he  maketh  obiection 
(Jnder  the  protection 

'Of  the  kinges  great  seale 

That  he  setteth  neuer  a  deale 

By  his  former  othe 

Whether  God  be  pleasod  or  wrotk 

He  maketh  so  proud  pretence 

That  in  his  eąuipolens 

He  iudgeth  him  equiualent 

With  God  omnipotent 

But  yet  beware  the  rod 

And  the  stroke  of  God 
The  apostel  Peter 

Had  a  porę  miter 

And  a  porę  cope 

Whan  he  was  create  pop« 

Fyrst  in  Antioche 

He  did  neuer  approche 

Of  Romę  to  the  see 

Wytl)  suche  dignitie 

Sainct  Dunstan  what  wai  he 

Nothing  he  saieth  lyke  to  me 

Tbere  is  a  diuersitie 

Bcftwene  him  and  me 

We  passe  bym  in  degre 

As  legntus  a  latere 
Ecce  sacerdos  magnus 

That  wyli  bed  vs  and  hangę  w 

And  strai-zhtly  strangle  V8 

That  he  maye  fang  vs 

Deere  and  decretall 

Constitucion  prouinciall 
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Nor  nol  awe  canonicall 

Shal  let  the  preest  pontificall 

To  sit  in  causa  sangainis 

Noiv  God  ainende  that  is  amis 

For  I  8uppo9e  that  he  is 

Of  Jeremy  the  whisking  rod 
The  flayle,  the  scourge 
Of  almighty  God 

This  Naman  Sirus 
So  fel  and  so  irous 
So  ful  of  nielancholy 
With  a  flap  before  his  cye 
Men  wenę  that  hc  is  pocky 
Or  els  his  surgions  they  lye 
For  as  far  as  they  can  spy 
By  the  craft  of  surgery 
It  is  manus  Domini 
And  yct  this  ptoud  Antiochutf 
He  is  so  ambicious 
So  elate,  and  so  Yicious 
And  so  cruol  harted 
That  he  will  not  be  conuerted 
For  he  setteth  God  a  parte 
He  is  now  so  ouerthwart 
And  so  payned  with  panges 
That  al  his  trust  hanges 
]n  Balthosor,  which  healed 
Dorni ngos  nosc,  that  was  wheled 
That  Lumberdes  nose  meaii  I 
That  standeth  yct  awry 
It  was  not  heałed  aJderbest 
It  standeth  somewhat  on  the  H-est 
.  1  meaot:  Domingo  Lomelyn 
That  was  won  te  to  win 
Miiolie  mony  of  the  kyng 
At  the  cardes  and  haserding 
Baliliasor  that  healed  Domingos  pose 
I*rom  the  puskilde  pocky  pose 
Now  with  his  gummes  of  Araby 
Malh  promised  to  hele  our  cardinals  cie 
Yet  some  surgions  put  a  dout 
Lest  he  will  put  it  clean  out 
And  make  hym  lamę  of  bis  ncther  lims 
God  scnd  hym  sorow  for  his  sinnes 
Sum  men  might  aske  a  question 
By  whosp  suggestion 
T  toke  on  hand  this  warke 
Thus  boldly  for  to  barkę 
And  men  listę  to  harke 
And  my  wordes  markę 
I  >vyl  answere  lyke  a  clcrke 
For  truły  and  rnfayned 
I  am  forcebly  constrained 
At  Juuinals  requesŁ 
To  wryght  of  this  giorious  gest 
Of  this  vaine  giorious  beast 
His  famę  to  be  encreast 
At  eueiy  soicmpne  feast 

Suia  diiHcilc  est 

Satiram  non  scribere  ? 
Now  master  doctour,  ho  w  saye  ye 
"Wliat  so  eucr  your  name  be 
W  bat  though  ye  be  namelesse 
Ye  shal  i  not  escape  blamelesse 
Nor  yet  shal  scape  shamelesse 

Mayster  doctor  rn  your  degre 
Your  self  madly  ye  oiicr  see 
Blame  Juuinall  and  blame  not  me 

Maister  doctor  diricum 
Omne  animi  yicium^  &c. 


As  Juuinall  doth  record 

A  smali  defaute  in  a  great  lorde 

A  lytle  ery  me  in  a  greate  estate 

Is  muchę  morę  inordinate 

And  morę  horrible  to  beholde 

Tban  any  other  a  thousand  fold 

Ye  put  to  blame  ye  wot  nerę  wbome 

Ye  may  weare  a  cockes  coome 

Your  foiid  hcd  in  your  fiirred  bood 

Hołd  ye  your  tounge  ye  can  no  good 

And  at  morę  conuenient  time 

I  may  fortunę  for  rime 

Somwhat  of  your  madnesse 

For  smali  is  your  sadnesse 

To  put  any  man  in  lacke 

And  say  yll  behynde  hys  backe 

And  my  wordes  markę  trulye 

That  ye  cannot  byde  thereby 

For  Smegma  non  est  sinamomam 

But  de  absentibus  nil  nisi  bonum 

Complaine  or  do  what  ye  will 

Of  your  complaint  it  sbal  not  skiłl 

This  is  tbe  tenor  of  my  bil 

A  daucocke  ye  be,  and  so  shalbe  still 

Sequitur  epitoma 

De  morbilloso  Thoma 

Nec  non  obscaeno 

De  Poliphemo,  &c. 

PoRRO  perbelle  dissimulatnm 
lilum  Pandulphum  tantum  legatom 
Tam  formidatum  nuper  prelatun 
Naman  Syrum  nunc  longatum 
In  solitudine  jam  commoratum 
Neapoiitano  morbo  gra^atum 
Malagmate,  cataplasmati  statum 
Pharmacopole  ferro  foratum 
Niliilo  magis  al!eviatum 
Ni  bilo  melius  aut  medicatum 
Relictis  famulis  ad  fiimulatum 
Suod  tollatur  infamia 
Scd  major  patet  insania 
A  modo  ergo  Ganea 
Abhorreat  ille  Ganeus 
Dorni  nus  małe  Cretecus 
Aptius  Dictus  Tetricus 
Phanaticus  freneticus 
Graphicus  sicut  Metricus 
Autumat. 

Hoc  genus  dictaminis 
Non  egit  cxaminis 
In  centtloquio  nec  centimetro 
Honorati  Grammatici  Maui-i. 

Decasticon  viru{entum  in  galeratum^ 
Licaonta  marinum,  &c. 
Proh  dolor,  ecce  maris  lupys  9c 

ner|uissimus,  ursus 
CarniOcis  vitulus  Britonumque 

bubulcus  iniquu8 
Conflatus,  vitulus,  vel  Oreb  vel 

Salmana,  vel  Zeb. 
Garduns,  &  crudclis  Asaph  qui 

Datan  reprobatus 
Elandus  &  Achitophel,  regis 

scelus  omne  Brilantium 
Ecciesias,  qui  namque  Thomas 

Confundit  ubiquc 
Non  sacei-  iste,  Thomas 

Sed  duro  corde,  Goleas 
Suem  gestat  Malus 
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sathane  caret  (obsecro  culus 
Fundens  Aspaltum  (precor) 

hu  DC  Ycrf^um  lege  cautum 
Aspeiiiis  nihil  est  misero 

Apostropha  ad  Londini    cives    (citando   mnlum 
asino  aureo  galerato)  in  occurępm  asiui,  &c. 

£xciTAT  asinus  multum  mirabile,  s\«a 
Caicibus  O  vestro  cives  occurite  Asello 
fiui  regnum  regemque  re;;it  qui  yestra  giibernat 
Predia,  diviŁiaB,  nummos,  gasas,  spoliando. 
Dixit  alludcns,  immo  illudens  perodoxam  de 
asino  aureo  galerato.     xxxiit. 
Hec  Tatis  ille,  de  quo  loquuntur  mille. 

FINIS. 


^ 


HERB  AFTER  FOŁOWETH  A  ŁITLE  BOKE  CA1.ŁED 

COLYN  CLOUT, 

COMPIŁED  BT  MASTER  8KEŁT0N  POET  ŁAU- 

REATE. 

Snis  consurgat  raecum  ad^ersus  malignantes  ?  aut 
qułs  stabłt  mecum  adTersas  operautes  iniqui- 
tatem  ?  Nemo  domine. 

Wrat  can  it  aualle 
To  dryue  forth  a  ^nayle 
Or  to  make  a  sayle 
Of  an  herynges  taile 
To  rymc  or  to  rayle        ,^^i 
To  write  or  to  indyte^.  •' 
Xyther  for  dclite 
Or  els  for  despite 
Or  bookcs  to  comptie 
Of  diuers  maner  of  style 
Vyce  to  reuile 
And  sinne  to  exyle 
To  teache  or  to  preche 
As  reasoo  wyli  reach 
Saye  thys  and  saye  that 
His  bead  is  so  fat 
He  wottcth  ncuer  what 
Nor  wherof  he  speakcth 
He  cryeth  and  he  creketh 
He  pryeth  and  he  peketh 
He  eh y des  and  he  chatters 
He  prates  and  he  patters 
He  clytters  and  he  clatters 
He  medles  and  he  smattert 
He  gloscs  and  he  flatiers 
Or  if  he  speake  plaine 
Than  he  lackoth  brayne 
He  i s  but  a  foole 
l£t  him  go  to  scoole 
A  three  footed  stoole 
That  he  may  downe  syt 
Fot  he  lacketh  wit 
And  if  that  he  hit 
The  nayle  on  the  head 
It  standeth  in  no  stede 
The  deuytl  they  say  is  dead 
The  Cenili  i.^  dead, 
It  may  wel  s?o  be 
Or  eh  they  wold  see 
Otherwise  and  flce 
From  worldly  vanitie 
And  foule  covetousnes 
And  other  wretchednet 
Fickcll  falsencsse 


Varyablenes8C 
With  rnstablenesse 

And  if  ye  stand  i  dout 
Who  brought  this  ryme  about 
My  narae  is  Colyn  Clout 
I  propose  to  shake  out 
Ali  my  conning  bagge 
Lyke  a  clarkely  hagge 
For  though  my  rime  be  ragged 
Tatbered  and  iagged 
Rudely  rayne  beaten 
Rusty  and  moothe  eaten 
If  ye  talke  Weil  therewyth 
It  hath  in  it  some  pith 
For  as  iarre  as  I  can  see 
It  is  wrong  with  eche  degree ,  ^ V  ^     't 
Forthe  temporalty    i  It  **-""" 
Accus^h  the  spirituatty 
The  spirituall  agayn 
Doth  grudge  and  complain 
Upon  temporall  men 
Thtts  eche  of  other  biother 
The  tonę  against  the  tother 
Alas  they  make  me  shoder 
For  m  hoder  moder 
The  churche  is  put  in  faulte 
The  prelates  ben  so  haut 
They  say  and  loke  so  hyc 
As  though  they  wold  flye 
Aboue  the  steny  sky 
Lay  men  say  indede 
How  they  take  no  hede  ^  a  >  > 

Their  scly  ihepc  to  fede  A^-^-^M*^  f 
But  plucke  away  and  puj 
The  fleces  of  their  wull 
Unnethes  they  levc  a  locke 
Of  wull  amonge  their  flocke 

And  as  for  theyr  connyng 
A  glumming  and  a  mummyng 
And  make  thcrof  a  iape 

They  gaspe  and  they  gapę 

Al  to  haue  promocion 

There  is  their  whole  deuocion 

With  money,  if  it  will  hap 

To  cath  the  forked  cap 

Forsoth  they  are  to  le^d 

To  say  so  all  be  shrewd 

Whattrow  ye  they  aay  morc|^ 

Of  the  byshoppcs  lore^ 

How  in  matters  they  bfe  raw 

They  lumber  forth  the  law  (r 

To  herke  Jacke  and  Gyl   •- 

Whan  they  put  vp  a  bil  •^ 

And'judge  it  as  they  will   -" 

For  other  mens  skill      ^         * 

Expounding  out  their  dausei  i 

And  leaue  their  owne  causes  •/ 

In  their  principal  cure  Jf 

They  make  but  lytle  sura  ^ 

And  meddels  very  light  J. 

In  the  churches  right  ^ 

But  ire  and  venire    / 

And  sol  fa,  so  alamire  / 

That  the  premenire   ^ 

Is  like  to  be  set  a  fire^ 

Ir  their  jurisdictions*^    _        ^ 

Tlirough  temporall  amictions  \ 

Men  say  they  haue  prescriptions  vv 

Against  the  spiritoal  contradictions   K 

Accompting  them  as  fictioni    ąj 
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And  whiles  tbe  heades  doe  ihis 
The  remnauiit  is  amis 
Of  the  dei-gy  all 
BoŁh  great  and  smatl 
I  wot  ueuer  how  thcy  warke 
But  tbas  tbe  people  carke 
And  surely  thus  they  say 
Byshoppes  if  they  may 
Smal  houses  wold  kepe 
But  slumbre  fbrth  and  ślepe 
And  asMy  to  crepe 
Within  tbe  nobłe  wallei 
Of  tbe  kinges  halles 
To  fat  their  bodies  fuli 
Their  soules  lamę  and  dul 
And  haue  ful  litle  care 
How  euil  their  shepe  £ire 

The  temporality  say  plain 
How  bishoppes  disdam 
Sermons  for  to  make 
Or  sucb  łabour  to  take 
And  for  to  say  troutfa 
A  great  pait  is  ful  slouth 
But  the  greatest  part 
Is  for  they  haue  but  smal  art 
Aud  right  selender  cunnyug 
Within  their  heades  wunning 
But  this  reason  they  take 
How  they  are  able  tp  make 
With  their  gold  and  treasure 
Clerkes  out  of  measure 
•  And  yet  that  is  a  pleasure 
How  be  it  some  tbere  bee 
Almost  two  or  tbree 
Of  that  dignity 
Fuli  worshipful  Clerkes 
As  appeareth  by  their  werkes 
Like  Aaron  and  Ure 
The  wolfe  from  the  dore 
To  wary  and  io  kepe 
From  their  gostly  shepe 
And  their  spiritual  lammet 
Sequestred  from  rammes 
And  from  tiie  berded  gotei 
With  their  hery  cotes 
Set  nought  by  gold  ne  g^tes 
Their  names  if  1  durst  tel. 

But  they  are  lothe  to  mel 
And  lothe  to  hang  the  bel 
About  the  cattes  necke 
For  dred  to  haue  a  checke 
They  are  fain  to  play,  dcuz  deck 
How  be  it  they  are  gcŃod  men 
Much  harted  lyke  an  hen 
Their  lessons  forgotten  they  hane 
That  Becket  them  gaue 
Thomas  manum  mittit  ad  fbrtia 
Spemit  damna  spernit  opprobria 
NuUa  Thomam  frangit  injuria 
But  now  euery  spirituall  father 
Men  say  they  had  rather 
Spcnde' muchę  of  their  share 
Than  to  be  combred  with  cara 
Spende,  nay  but  spare 
For  let  see  who  that  dare 
Shoe  the  mockish  marę 
They  make  her  winch  and  kicke 
But  it  is  not  worthc  a  leekt 
Boldnesse  is  to  seeke 
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The  churclie  for  to  defende 
Take  me  as  I  intende 
For  lothe  I  am  to  offende 
In  tliys  that  I  haue  pende 
I  tell  you  as  men  say 
Amend  when  ye  may 
For  usque  ad  montem  iare 
Men  say  ye  cannot  appare 
For  some  say  ye  bunt  in  parkes 
And  hanke  on  hobby  larkes 
And  otber  wanton  warkes 
Wben  the  nigUt  darkes. 

Wbąt  hatb  Jaymen  to  doe 
The  gray  gose  łar  to  shoe 
Lyke  houndes  of  heli 
They  ery  and  they  yell 
How  that  ye  aell 
The  grace  of  the  Holy  Gost 
Thus  they  make  their  bost 
Through  euery  cost 
How  some  of  you  do  eat 
In  Lenton  season  6e8h  meat 
Fesauntea  patriche  and  cranes 
Men  cali  you  therfore  prophaoes 
Ye  picke  no  shrympes  nor  pnmes 
Saltfish,  stockfish  nor  herring 
It  is  not  for  your  ^'eartng 
Nor  in  holy  Lenton  season 
Ye  wil  neither  beaneff  ne  peason 
But  ye  looke  to  be  let  looee 
To  a  pygge  or  to  a  goose 
Your  george  not  endewed 
Without  a  capon  stewed 
Or  a  stewed  cocke 
Under  her  surfled  smocke 
And  her  wanton  wodicocke 

And  how  when  ye  geue  orden 
In  your  prouindall  borden 
As  insipientes. 
Some  are  insufficieiites 
Some  parum  sapientes 
Some  nihil  intelligentes 
Some  valde  negligentes 
Some  nullum  sensum  habentes 
But  bestialły  and  Tntaught 
But  whau  they  haue  once  caught 
Dominus  yobiscum  by  the  hed 
Than  renne  they  in  euere  stede 
God  wot  with  dronken  nolłes 
Yet  take  they  cures  of  soules 
And  woteth  neuer  what  they  redę 
Pater  noster  nor  Crede 
Construe  not  worth  a  whistle 
Nether  Gospel  nor  Pistle 
Theyr  Mattins  madły  sayde 
Notbing  deuoutly  praid 
Their  leaming  is  so  smali 
Their  prymes  and  houres  fal 
And  lepe  out  of  their  lippes 
Lyke  sawdust  or  dry  chippes 
I  speake  not  now  of  al 
But  tbe  moste  parte  in  generał 
Of  suche  Tagabundus 
Speaketh  totus  mundus 
How  some  syng  let  abundus 
At  euerye  ale  stake 
With  welcome  hake  and  make 
By  the  bread  that  God  brake 
I  am  sory  for  your  sake 
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I  upeake  not  of  tiie  god  wife 

But  of  their  apostles  lyfe 

Cum  ipsis  ^el  illis 

Sui  loanent  in  v\\\\s 

£st  axor  vel  ancilla 

Wdcome  Jacke  and  Gilla 

My  pręty  Petronylla 

And  you  wił  be  ttilla 

You  sball  haue  yonr  wylla 

Of  such  pater  oo&ter  pekei 

Ali  the  worlde  speakes. 

In  you  the  faut  is  gupposed 

For  that  they  are  not  apposed 

By  iost  exaniinacion 

By  conniiig  and  conuersation 

liiey  baue  nonę  iustruction 

To  make  a  tnie  constniction 

A  priest  włthoat  a  letter 

Without  his  Ycrtue  be  greater 

Doutlesse  M-ere  much  letter 

Upon  him  for  to  take 

A  mattocke  or  a  rake 

Alas  for  very  shame 

Borne  cao  notdeclyoe  theirname 

Some  cannot  scarsly  redę 

And  yet  will  not  drede 

For  to  kepe  a  care. 

And  in  nothing  is  snre 
This  domiae  vobiscum 
As  wyse  a  Tom  a  tbrum 
A  chaplayne  of  truste 
Layth  all  in  the  dust 
Thus  I  €olin  Clout 
As  I  go  about 
And  wandryng  as  I  walkę 
1  beare  the  people  talke 
Mea  say  for  syłuer  and  golde 
Miters  are  bought  and  sold 
There -sball  no  clergy  appose 
A  myter  nor  a  crosse 
But  a  fuli  purse 

A  straw  for  Goddes  curso 
What  are  they  the  worse 
For  a  simoniake, 
Is  but  a  hennoriiake 
Aad  no  morę  ye  make 
Of  symony  men  say 
But  a  chikies  play 

Ouer  this  the  forsayd  laye 
Report  bow  the  pope  maye 
A  holy  anker  cali 
Out  of  the  stony  wali 
And  h3rm  a  bysshopp  mąka 
If  be  on  him  dare  take 
To  kepe  so  bard  a  rułe 
To  ryde  vpon  a  mnie 
Wyth  golde  atl  be  trapped 
In  purple  and  paule  be  lapped 
Some  hatted  and  some  capped 
Rycbely  be  wrapped 
God  wot  to  theyr  great  paynes 
In  rotchettes  of  fine  raynes 
Wbyte  as  morowes  mylke 
Their  tabertes  of  fiue  silke 
Their  stirops  of  mixt  golde  begarded 
Their  may  no  cost  be  spared 
Their  moyles  golde  doth  eate 
Theyr  neighbours  dye  for  meat 

What  care  they  though  GiU  sweat 
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Of  Jacke  of  the  Noke 
The  porę  .people  they  yoke 
With  sommons  and  citacions 
And  excommunication8 
Aboute  cburćhes  and  market 
The  by  shop  on  his  carpet 
At  borne  fuli  soft  doth  syt 
This  is  a  feareful  fyt 
To  beare  the  people  iangle 
Now  warely  they  wrangle 
Alas  why  do  ye  not  handle 
And  them  all  mangle 
Fuli  ialsly  on  you  they  lye 
And  shamefolly  you  ascry 
And  say  as  vntru)y 
As  the  butter  fly 
A  man  might  say  in  mocke 
Ware  the  wethercocke 
Of  Łhee  stepie  of  Poułes, 
And  thus  they  hurt  their  soules 
In  sciannderyng  you  for  truth 
Alas  it  is  great  ruthe 
Some  say  ye  sit  in  trones 
Łike  prynces  aquilonis 
And  shryne  your  rotten  bonet 
With  pearles  and  precious  stones 
But  how  the  commons  grouet 
And  tbe  people  mones 
For  preestes  and  for  lones 
Lent  and  neoer  payde 
But  from  day  to  day  delaid 
The  commune  welth  decayd    • 
Men  say  ye  are  tunge  tayde 
And  therof  speake  nothing 
But  dissimuling  and  głosing 
Wherfore  men  be  supposing 

That  ye  geue  shrewd  counsel 

Against  tlie  commune  wei 

By  poUyng  and  pillage 

In  cities  and  village 

By  taxyng  and  toUage 

Ye  haue  monks  to  haue  the  culerage 

For  coueryng  of  an  old  cottage 

That  oommitted  is  a  collage 

In  the  charter  of  doŁtage 

Tenure  par  senrice  de  sottage 

And  not  par  service  de  socage 

After  old  segoyours 

And  the  learning  of  Litleton  tenours 

Ye  haue  so  ouerthwarted 

That  good  lawes  are  subuerted' 

And  good  reason  peruprted 
Religious  men  are  fayne 

For  to  turne  agayne 

In  secula  seculorum 

And  to  for«ake  their  corum 

And  yagabundare  per  forum 

And  take  a  fyne  meritorum 

Contra  regulam  moiiim 

Aut-blacke  monacorum 

Aut  canonicorum 

Aut  Bernard  inorum 

Aut  crucifixorum 

And  to  synge  from  place  to  place 

Lyke  apostataas 
And  tbe  selfe  same  gamę 

Begon  and  now  with  shame 

AmoBgest  the  sely  nunnes 

My  lady  now  she  ninnes 


2S4r 


SKELTON'S  POEMS. 


Damę  Sybty  oiir  abbesse 

Damę  Dorotbo  and  lady  Bessę 

Damę  Sarę  our  pryoresse 

Out  of  theyr  cloy ster  and  quere 

With  an  heauye  cheere 

Must  cast  vp  tbeirblacke  rayles— 

What  Colin  there  thou  sfaailes 

Yet  thus  with  yll  bayles 

The  lay  fee  people  rayles 

And  ali  they  laye 
On  you  prelates  and  say 
Ye  do  wTong  and  uo  righte 
To  put  them  thus  to  flight 
No  Matins  at  midnight 
Boke  and  cbalis  gone  ąuite 
Plucke  away  the  leades 
Ouer  theyr  headea 
And  sel  away  theyr  bels     ■ 
Aud  al  that  they  haue  els 
Thus  the  people  tels 
Rayles  lyke  rebels 
Redę  shrewdiy  and  spels 
And  wyth  foundations  mels 
And  talke  lyke  titiuelles 
How  ye  breake  the  deades  willes 
Tume  monasteris  ioŁo  water  miUis 
Of  an  abbey  ye  make  a  graunge 
Your  workes  they  say  are  strauDge 
So  that  theyr  foanders  soules 
Haue  lost  theyr  beade  roules 
The  mony  for  theyr  masses 
Spent  among  wanton  lasses 
The  Dirigcs  are  forgotten 
Their  founders  lye  there  rotten 
But  where  theyr  soules  dwel 
Therwith  I  wil  not  mel 
What  could  the  Turke  do  morę 
Wyth  all  hys  false  lorę 
Turke,  Sarazen  or  Jcw 
I  report  me  to  you  • 

O  mercifol  Jesu 
You  sup)>ort  and  rescite 
My  stile  for  to  directe 
It  may  take  some  efiect 
For  I  abhorre  to  wryte 
How  the  lay  fee  despite 
You  prelates  that  of  ryght 
Shoiild  be  lahternes  of  light 
Ye  liue  they  say  in  delyte 
Drowned  in  deliciis 
In  gloria  et  diridis 
Into  honorable  honore 
In  gloria  et  splendore 
Fulgurantes  baste 
Viventes  parum  caste 
Yet  swete  meat  hath  soure  sauce 
For  after  gloria  laus 
Christ  by  crueltie 
Was  nayled  vpon  a  tree 
He  payed  a  bitter  pencion 
For  mans  redemption 
He  dranke  eisel  and  gali 
To  redeme  V8  withall 
But  swete  Ipocras  ye  drynke 
With  let  the  cat  winkę 
Ich  wot  what  eche  other  thynk 
How  be  it  per  assimule 
Some  men  thinke  that  ye 
Shall  haue  penaltie 
For  your  iDiquity 


Notę  what  I  say 
And  beare  it  wel  awaye 
If  it  please  not  the  ologys 
It  is  good  for  astrologis 
For  Ptholme  told  me 
The  Sunne  somtime  to  bee 
In  Arietę 

Ascendent  a  degree 
What  Scorpion  descending  - 
Was  80  then  preteoding 
Ali  fatall  for  one 
That  shall  sit  on  a  trone 
And  nile  all  thinges  alone 
Your  teeth  whet  on  this  booe 
Amongst  you  euery  chone 
And  let  CoUyn  Clout  haue  nonę 
Maner  of  canse  to  monę 
j      Lay  salye  to  your  own  sore 
For  els  as  I  sayd  before 
After  gftria  laus 
May  come  a  soure  sance 
Sory  therfore  am  I 
But  trouth  can  nener  lye 

With  language  thus  poluted 
Holy  church  is  bruted 
And  shameftilly  confuted 
My  pen  now  wyli  I  sharpe 
And  wrest  vp  my  harpe 
With  sharpe  twinking  trebels 
Ag^ynst  al  such  rebels 
That  labour  to  conibund 
And  bring  the  church  to  the  groand 
As  ye  may  daily  see 
Howe  the  laye  fee 
Of  one  aifinitee 
Consente  and  agree 
Agay nst  the  churcfae  to  be 
And  the  dignitee 
Of  the  byshoppes  fee 

And  eytber  ye  be  to  bad 
Or  els  they  are  mad 
Of  this  to  report 
But  ynder  your  supporte, 
Tyli  my  dying  day 
I  shall  bothe  wryte  and  say 
And  ye  shall  do  the  same 
How  they  are  to  błame 
You  thus  to  diffame 
For  it  maketh  me  sad 
How  that  the  people  are  glade 
The  church  to  depraue 
And  some  there  are  that  ranę 
Presuming  on  their  wit 
Whan  there  is  neuer  a  whit 
To  maintaine  argumentes 
Against  the  sacramentes 
Some  make  epilogation 
Of  highe  predestination 
And  of  residenation 
They  make  interpretation 
Of  an  awąuard  facion 
And  of  the  prescience 
Of  diuine  essence 
And  what  ipostatis 
Of  Christes  mnnhode  is 
Such  logikę  men  wyl  chop 
And  in  their  fury  hope 
When  the  good  ale  sop 
Dothe  dannce  in  their  fore  top 
Both  women  and  men 
Such  ye  may  wel  know  and  ken 
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That  agayn  presthode 
Their  malice  spred  abrode 
Bailtng  hainously 
And  disdainously 
Of  pricstly  dignities 
But  Łbeir  malignities 

And  some  haue  a  smacke 
Of  LuŁhers  sacke 
And  a  brenning  8paxke 
Of  Luthers  warke 
And  are  somwbat  suspoct 
In  Luthers  sect 
And  some  of  them  barkę 
Clatter  and  carpe 
Of  that  heresy  art 
Called  Wicleaista 
The  deuelishe  dogmatista 
And  some  be  Hussians 
And  some  bee  Arrians 
And  some  be  Pollegians 
And  make  much  yarians 
Betwene  tbe  clergy 
And  the  temporalty 
How  the  church  hath  to  mickel 
And  they  haue  to  litel 
And  bńng  him  in  mateńalities 
And  qualified  ąualities 
Of  pluralities 
Of  tryalities 
And  of  tot  ąuottes 
They  commune  like  Scottes 
As  commeth  to  their  lottes 
Of  prebendaries  and  deancs 
How  some  of  them  gleanes 
And  gathered  up  the  storę 
For  to  catch  morę  and  morę 
Of  persons  and.  yicaries 
They  make  many  outcryes 
They  cannot  kepe  theyr  wiues 
From  them  for  theyr  lyaes 
And  thus  the  loaels  striues 
And  lewdly  says  by  Christ 
Agaynste  the  sely  priest 
Alas  and  wel  awaye 
What  ayles  theym  thus  to  saye 
They  mougbt  be  better  adulsed 
Then  to  be  disgised 
But  they  haue  enterprysed 
And  shamefullye  surmised 
How  prelacy  is  sold  and  booght 
And  come  vp  of  nought 
And  where  the  prelates  be 
Come  of  Iow  degre 
And  set  in  maiesty 
And  spirituall  dignity 
Farwel  benignity 
Farwell  simplicitye 
Farwel  humilitye 
Farwel  good  charity 

Ye  are  so  puĆTed  wyth  pryde 
That  no  man  may  abide  . 
Your  high  and  loHly  lokes 
Ye  cast  up  then  your  bokes       .  / 
And  yertue  is  forgotten 
For  then  ye  wyl  be  wroken 
Of  euery  light  quarel 
And' cal  a  lord  a  iauel 
A  knight  a  knaue  to  make 
Ye  boste,  ye  fiice,  ye  crake 
And  Tpon  you  take 


To  nile  king  and  kayser 

And  if  you  maye  haue  layser 

Ye  bryng  all  to  nought 

And  that  is  all  your  thought 

For  the  lordes  temporall 

Their  rule  is  very  smali 

Almost  nothing  at  al 

Men  say  how  ye  appal 

The  noble  bloud  royal 

In  emest  and  in  gamę 

Ye  are  the  lesse  to  blame 

For  lordes  of  noble  bloude 

If  they  wel  understand 

How  conning  might  them  auaunce 

They  wouldpype  you  anotherdaunce 

But  noble  men  borne 

To  learne  they  haue  scome 

But  bunt  and  blowe  an  horne 

Łeape  over  lakes  and  dikes 

Set  nothing  by  politikes 

Therfore  ye  kepe  them  bace 

And  mocke  them  to  their  face 

This  is  a  petious  case 

To  you  that  ouer  the  wbeele 

IiOrdes  must  couoh  and  kneie 

And  breake  theyr*  hose  at  the  knee 

As  daily  men  may  sce 

And  to  remembraunce  cali 

Fortune  so  turneth  the  hall 

And  ruleth  so  ouer  all 

That  honour  hath  a  great  fali. 

Shal  I  tel  you  morę,  ye  shal 
I  am  loth  to  tel  all 
But  the  communalty  ye  cali 
Idols  of  Babilon 
De  tcrra  Zabulon 
De  terra  Neptalym 
For  you  love  to  go  trim 
Brought  Tp  of  poore  estate 
Wyth  pryde  inordinate 
Sodayniy  rpstarte 
From  the  dong  cart 
The  mattockes  and  the  shule 
To  reynge  and  to  rule 
And  haue  no  grace  to  thynke 
How  they  were  wont  to  drynke 
Of  a  lether  bottell 
With  a  knauish  stoppel 
Whan  mamockes  was  your  meate 
With  mould  brend  to  eat 
Ye  would  nonę  other  geate 
To  chew  and  to  guaw 
To  fil  therwith  your  maw 
Łodged  in  the  sti-awe 
Couching  yeur  drou<^y  heades 
Somtime  in  lousy  beddes 
Alas  this  is  out  of  miiide 
Ye  grow  now  out  of  kynde 
Many  one  haue  but  win<le  ' 
And  make  the  comraons  blinde 
But  qui  se  existimat  stare 
Let  him  wel  beware 
Łeast  that  his  fote  slip 
Aiid  haue  such  a  trip 
And  falle  in  such  decay 
That  all  the  world  myght  say. 
Come  down  on  the  diuels  way 

Yet  ouer  all  that 
Of  byshops  they  chat 
That  tbough  ye  ronnd  your  heare 
An  ynche  aboue  yeur  eare 
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And  aurei  patentes 
And  parum  intendent  es 
And  your  coureera  be  trapped 
Your  eares  they  be  stopped 
For  niaister  adulator 
And  doctour  aisentator 
And  blandior  biandirU 
With  mentor  mentińs 
They  Iblow  your  desyres 
Tbat  ye  can  not  espie 
And  so  they  blere  your  eye 
How  tbe  małe  doth  wrye 

A  las  for  Oods  will 
Whye  sytte  ye  prelatas  styl 
And  suffer  all  Łhis  yll 
Ye  blshoppe  of  estates 
Shoulde  open  the  brodę  gates 
For  your  ppiritual  charge 
And  confort  at  larfps 
Łike  lantemes  of  ligbt 
In  tbe  peoples  sighte 
In  pulpettes  anteutike 
For  the  wele  publikę 
Of  priesthod  in  thi s  case 
And  alwayes  to  cłiase 
Suche  mauner  of  sismaŁikc* 
And  halfe  herelikes 
That  wold  intoxicate 
Tbat  wold  conąuinate 
That  wold  contaminate 
And  that  would  vrolate 
And  that  would  derogate 
And  that  would  abrogate 
The  church  is  high  estate 
After  this  manner  rates 
The  whyche  shoulde  be 
Botlie  frankę  and  free 
And  haue  their  liberty 
And  of  autiquity 
It  was  ratefyed 
And  also  gratefyed       , 
By  holy  sinodals 
And  buls  papals- 
As  it  is  res  certa 
Conteyi^ned  in  Magna  Carta. 

But  maister  Damian 
Or  some  other  man 
That  clerkely  is,  and  can 
Wel  scripture  eicpound 
And  textes  grounde. 
His  benefice  worth  ten  pound 
Or  skant  worth  twenty  markę 
And  yet  a  noble  clerke 
He  must  do  this  werke 
As  1  know  a  part 
Some  maystcrs  of  art 
Some  doctours  of  law 
Some  learned  in  other  saw 
As  in  diuinitie 
That  hath  no  digniti<; 
But  the  porę  degree 
Of  the  vniuersitie 
Or  elsse  frere  Fredericke 
Or  elit  frere  Dominikę 
Or  frere  Uugulinus 
Or  frere  Agustiuus 
Or  frere  Carmelus 
That  gosUy  can  beale  ts 
Or  elsse  if  we  maye 
Get  a  frere  Oraye 


Or  elsse  of  the  order 
Uppon  Grenewicbe  border 
Called  obsenraunce 
And  a  frere  of  Fraance 
Or  elsse  tiie  poore  Scot 
It  muste  come  to  bis  lot 
To  shote  forth  his  shot 
Or  of  Babuell  beside  Bery 
To  postell  Ypon  a  kyry 
That  woulde  it  shoulde  be  noteif 
How  scripture  shouM  be  coted 
And  BO  clerkle  promoted 
.And  yet  the  frere  doted 
Men  say 

But  your  auctońty  ^ 

And  your  noble  fee 
And  your  dignkie 
Should  be  imprinted  better 
Then  all  the  freres  letter 
For  yf  ye  wolde  take  payne 
To  preache  a  worde  or  twayne 
Though  it  were  neuer  so  playne 
With  clauses  two  or  three 
So  as  they  mighte  be 
Compendiooslye  oonueyed 
Those  wordes  should  be  morę  weid 
And  better  peroejrued 
And  thankfiilły  receyued' 
And  better  shoulde  remayne 
Amonge  the  people  płayne 
That  wolde  your  wordes  retayne- 
And  reherse  them  agayne 
Thair  a  thousand  thousand  other 
Tbe  błaber,  barkę  and  błother 
And  make  a  Wałshmen*s  bose 
Of  the  text  and  of  the  glosę 

For  protestation  raade 
That  I  will  not  wadę 
Farther  in  this  brooke 
Nor  farther  for  to  looke 
In  deuising  of  this  boke 
But  answer  tbat  1  may 
For  my  self  alwaye 
Eyther  analogice 
Or  els  ratbagorice 
So  that  in  diuinitee 
Doctors  that  learned  be 
Nor  bachelers  of  that  faculty 
That  hath  Uken  degre 
In  the  yniuersitie 
Shall  not  be  objected  for  me^ 

BuŁ  doctour  Bullatus 
Parum  litteratus 
Dominus  doctoratus^ 
At  ihe  brodę  gatus 
Doctour  Daupatus 
And  bacheler  bacheleratus 
Dronken  as  a  mouse 
At  the  ale  bouse 
Taketh  his  pillion  and  his  ca^ 
At  thegood  ale  tap 
For  lacke  of  good  wy  ne 
As  wyse  as  Robin  swine 
Under  a  notartes  signe 
Was  nade  a  dluine 
As  wise  as  Waltom^  calfe 
Must  preache  a  godles  halfr 
In  the  pulpyt  sołenapnly 
Morę  meet  in  a  piUory 
For  by  sainct  HiUaay 
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He  ean  nothmg  smatter 
Of  logikę  nor  scole  matter 
Neythec  sifogrisare 
Nor  of  emptimeniare 
Nor  knoweth  bis  eloquence 
Nor  his  predicamence. 
And  yet  he  will  mel 

To  amend  tbe  gospel 

And  wit  preach  and  teł 

What  tb<*y  do  in  hel 

And  he  dare  not  wel  neueir 

What  they  do  in  hauen 

Nor  how  far  Tempie  bare  it 

From  the  seuen  starres 
NoM^e  wiil  I  goe 

And  teł  of  other  moe 

Semper  protc^tando 

"De  non  impagnando 

The  foure  orders  of  fryers 

Thoughe  some  of  them  be  lyen 

Ak  limiters  at  large 

Wyli  charge  and  discharge 

As  many  a  fryar  God  wot 

Preaches  for  his  grotę 

Flatterynge  for  a  new  cote 

And  for  to  bare  hys  feea 

Some  to  gather  cheese 

Łothe  they  are  to  lese 

Eyther  come  or  mault 

Sometime  meale  and  saolt 

Sometime  a  bacoD  flicke 

That  is  three  fingers  tbycke 

Oflarde  and  of  greace 

Their  coaent  to  encreace 
I  put  you  out  of  doubt 

Tbis  cannot  be  bronght  aboot 

But  they  their  tonges  file 

And  make  a  pleasaunte  style 

To  Margerye  and  to  Mande 

Howe  they  hane  no  fraude 

And  somtyme  they  prouoke 

Bothe  Gyll  and  Jacke  at  noke 

Their  duties  to  withdraw 

Tbat  they  ought  by  the  lawę 

Their  curates  to  content 
In  ppen  time  and  in  Lente 

God  wot  they  take  great  pajrne 
To  flatter  aud  to  fayne 
Bot  it  is  an  olde  sayd  saw 
That  neede  liath  no  lawę 
Some  walkę  abonte  in  melottet 
In  gray  russet  and  hery  cotes 
Some  wil  neyther  golde  ne  grotes 
Some  pluck  a  partrich  in  remotes 
And  by  the  barres  if  her  tayle 
Wił  know  a  rauen  from  a  rayle 
A  quail,  the  raile,  and  the  old  rauen 
Sed  libera  dos  a  mało.    Amen. 
And  by  dudum  their  clementine 
Against  curates  repine 
And  say  proprely  they  are  sacerdotes 
To  sfaryue,  assoyle  aud  reles 
Damę  Margeries  sonie  out  of  hel 
But  when  the  frier  fel  in  the  wel 
He  eould  not  sing  himselfe  therout 
But  by  the  helpe  of  Christian  clout 

Another  clementine  aiso 
How  frere  Fabion>  with  other  mo 
£xivit  de  paradiso 
Whan  they  again  thither  shall  come 
Be  hoc  petimus  consilium 


And  through  all  the  world  they  ga 
Włth  dirige  and  placebo. 

But  now  my  minde  ye  vnderstand 
For  they  muste  take  in  hand 
To  preach  and  to  withstand 
Al  maner  of  abiections 
For  bishops  haue  protectionr 
They  say  to  do  corrections 
Bift  they  hauc  no  affections 
To  take  the  sayd  dh-ections 
In  such  maner  of  cases 
Men  say  they  beare  uo  facer 
To  oTcnpy  such  places 
To  sow  the  sede  of  graces 
Their  hartes  are  so  faynted 
And  they  be  so  attaynted 
With  coueitous  and  ambicion 
And  other  ^upersticiun 
That  they  be  deafe  and  dum 
And  play  scylcns  and  głum 
Can  say  nothing  but  mum. 
They  occupy  theyra.so 
With  sinsting  placebo 
They  wfl  no  farther  go 
They  had  leuer  to  please 
And  take  their  worldly  ease 
Than  to  take  on  hand 
Worshyp  to  wythstande 

Such  tomporal  war  and  bate 
As  nowe  is  madę  of  late 
Against  holy  churche  estate 
Or  to  mayntayne  good  quareI1e» 

The  lay  men  oall  them  barrelle» 

Fuli  of  glotony 

And  of  hypocrisye 

That  counterfaytes  and  paints 

As  they  werc  saintes 

In  matters  that  them  lyke 

They  sbew  them  politike. 
Pretending  grauitie 

And  sygnyorytie  .    - 

With  all  solempnitfe 

For  their  indempnitte 

For  they  will  haue  no  lesse 

Of  a  peny»  nor  of  a  crossc 

Of  their  prediall  landes 

That  cometh  to  their  handes 

And  as  farre  as  they  dare  set 

Al  is  fyshe  that  cometh  to  net 

Building  royally 

Thier  mancions  curionsly 

With  turrettes  and  with  toure* 

With  halles  and  with  boures 

Streching  to  the  starres 

With  glasse  windowes  and  barres 

Hangyng  about  the  wallcs 

Clothes  of  golde  and  pall  es 

Arras  ofryche  araye 

Freshe  as  flourcs  in  Maye 

Wyth  damę  Dyana  naked 

Howe  lufttye  Venus  quaked 

And  howe  Cupide  shaked 

His  darte  and  bente  hys  bowe 

For  to  shote  a  crowe 

At  her  tyrly  tyrlowe 

And  how  Paris  of  Troyc 

Baunced  a  legę  de  mby 

Madę  lustye  sporte  and  ioye 

With  damę  Hetyn  the  queene 

With  such  storyes  by  decn 

Their  chambres  wel  be  seei^ 
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With  triumphes  of  Cesar 
And  of  his  Pompeius  war 
Of  renowne  and  of  famę 
By  tkem  to  pet  a  nanie 

Nowe  al  I  the  worid  stares 
How  they  r>de  in  |;oodly  chares 
Conueyed  by  olyphantcs 
With  lauriat  garlantes 
And  by  Ynycornes  , 

With  their  semely  bornes 
Upon  tbese  beastea  riding 
Naked  boyea  striding 
With  wanton  wenches  winkyng 
Now  tniiy  to  my  thiukyDg 
That  is  a  specalacioo 
And  a  metę  mcditacion 
For.preiates  of  estate 
Their  courage  to  abate 
From  woiidly  wontonnes 
Their  chambre  thus  to  diet 
With  snch  parfetaes 
And  all  such  hoiynes 
How  be  it  they  łet  down  fali 
Their  churcbes  cathedral 

Squire  knight  and  lord 
That  the  churcb  remord 
With  all  temporal  people 
They  runne  against  the  steeple 
Tbu8  talkyng  and  tcitinge 
How  aomc  of  you  are  mellynge 
Yet  soft  and  fayre  for  swellyng 
Beware  of  a  ąueanes  yelling 
U  is  a  besy  thing 
For  one  man  to  rule  a  kyng 
Alone  and  make  rekenyng 
To  gouerne  ouer  all 
And  nile  a  realme  royall 
By  one  mannes  wit 
Fortune  may  chaunce  to  flit 
And  when  be  weneth  to  syt 
Yet  may  be  mysse  the  ąuUshon 
For  t  red  a  preposicion 
Sum  regłbus  dimicare 
£t  omnibus  dominare 
Et  supra  te  pravare 
Wherefore  be  batbc  good  yre 
That  can  bimselfe  assure 
How  fortunę  wyl  endure 
Than  let  reason  you  lupport 
For  the  communalte 
That  they  haue  great  wonder 
That  ye  kepe  them  so  vnder 
Yet  they  meruayle  so  muchę  lesse 
For  ye  play  so  at  the  chesse 
As  they  suppose  and  gesse 
That  some  of  you  but  late 
Hath  played  so  checkmate 
With  lordes  of  great  estate 
After  such  a  ratę 
That  they  shall  mel  nor  make 
Nor  vpon  them  take 
For  kyng  nor  kaysor  sake 
But  at  the  pleasure  of  one 
That  ruleth  the  rest  alone. 

Helas,  I  saye  Helas 
Howe  maye  this  cooie  to  passe 
That  a  man  shall  heare  a  masse 
And  not  so  hardy  on  his  hcad 
To  loke  on  God  in  formę  of  bread 
But  that  the  paryshe  clcrke 
,  There  ypon  must  herke 


Aud  graunt  bim  at  hrs  askyng 

For  to  sce  the  sacryng 

And  how  may  this  accord 
No  man  to  our  souerayne  lorde 
4    So  hardy  to  make  sute 
Nor  to  ex''cute 
His  commaundcroent 
Without  tłie  assent 
Of  our  president 
Not  to  exprcsi>c  to  his  penon 
Without  your  assentacion 
Graunt  him  bis  licence 
To  presrce  to  bis  picsence 
Nor  to  speake  to  him  secretly 
Openly  nor  preuyly 
Without  his  president  be  by 
Or  els  bis  suhstitute 
Whome  he  wyl  depute 
Neither  earle  ne  dukc 
Pemiitted  by  sainct  Lukę 
And  by  sweet  sair.ct  Markę 
This  38  a  wonderous  warke 
That  the  people  talke  this 
Somewhat  there  is  amis 
The  deuill  cannot  stop  tbeir  mouthes 
But  they  will  talk  of  suche  uncoutbcs 
All  that  euer  they  ken 
Against  all  spiritual  men. 

Whether  it  be  wronge  or  ryghte 
Or  els  for  dispighte 
Or  howe  euer  it  hape 
Theyr  tounges  thus  do  clap 
And  through  such  decraction 
They  put  you  to  your  action 
And  whether  they  say  truely 
As  they  may  abide  therby 
Or  els  that  they  do  lye 
Ye  know  better  than  I 
But  no  w,  debetis  scire 
And  groundlye  audire 
In  your  coDvenire 
Of  this  praemunire 
Or  els  in  the  myre 
They  say  they  will  you  cast 
Tfaerfore  stand  surę  and  fast. 

Stand  surę  and  take  good  fotiog 
>  And  let  be  al  your  moting 
Your  gasing  and  your  toting 
And  your  parciał  promotiug 
Of  those  that  staud  in  your  grace 
But  olde  seruauntes  ye  chase 
And  put  them  out  of  their  place 
.Make  ye  no  murmuracion 
Though  I  write  aflcr  this  facion 
Though  I  Colun  Clout 
Among  the  whole  route 
Of  you  that  clearkcs  be 
Take  vpoQ  me 
Thus  copiously  to  write 
I  do  it  not  for  no  dcspitc 
Wberfore  take  no  disdaine 
At  my  stile  rude  and  pjąyne 
For  I  rebuke  Po  n^an 
That  vertuous  js,  why  than 
Wieke  ye  your  an^er  on  me 
For  those  that  vertuous  be 
Haue  no  canse  to  say 
That  1  speake  out  of  the  way. 

Of  no  good  by  shop  speake  I 
Nor  good  prest  of  the  clargy 
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^ood  frere  nor  good  cbanon 

Oood  nanne,  nor  good  canon 

Good  monke,  nor  good  clerke 

Nor  of  no  good  werke 

Bat  my  recountyng  i* 

Of  tbein  that  do  amis 

In  speaking  and  rebelii nf? 

In  hindering  and  disauailing 

Holy  cburch  our  motber 

One  against  another 

To  vBe  sucb  dispising 

Is  all  my  wbole  wryting 

To  binder  no  man 

As  neare  as  I  can 

For  no  man  faaoe  I  named 

Wherfore  shou^d  I  be  blamed  .    ^ 

Ye  ought  to  be  asbamed 

Against  me  to  be  greued 

And  can  tell  no  caose  wby 

Bot  that  I  wryte  trulye 

Then  if  any  tber  be 
Of  high  or  Iow  degree 
Of  the  spiritaalty 
Or  of  the  temporaltye  . 
Tbat  doth  tbinke  or  wenę 
7*bat  his  eonscience  be  not  clene 
And  feleth  hymselfe  siekę 
Or  toucbed  on  tbe  qt]icke 
Such  grace  6od  them  send 
Themself  to  amend 
For  1  wyli  not  pretend 
Any  man  to  oflende 

Wherfore  as  thinketh  me 
Great  ydeottes  they  bee 
And  lytle  grace  they  haue 
This  treatise  to  depraue 
Nor  wil  faeare  no  preaching 
Kor  oo  Teituous  teaching 
Nor  wil  haue  no  resiting 
Of  any  yertuons  wryting 
Wil  know  nooe  intelligence 
To  refourme  tbeir  negUgence 
Bat  lioe  stil  out  of  facion 
7*0  theirowne  damnation 
To  do  sbame,  tbey  baae  no  shams 
Bat  they  wold  no  man  shonld  theim  blame 
They  haae  an  eiul  name 
Bat  yet  they  will  occupy  the  same 

With  them  the  worde  of  God 
Is  coantefl  for  no  rod 
They  count  it  for  a  railingfe 
That  nothing  is  auayling 

The  preachers  with  euil  hailing- 

Shal  they  vaunt  V8  prelates 

That  be  their  prymates: 

Not  so  hardy  on  their  pat  es 

Harke  how  the  losel  prates 

With  a  wide  wesaante 

Auaante  snr  Guy  of  Gaunt 

Aiiaunte  lefirde  preest  auaunt 

Aoaunt  syr  doctoure  Dyuers 

Prate  of  thy  mattens  and  thy  masse 

And  let  oure  matters  passe 

How  darest  thou  Daucocke  mel  ^ 

How  darest  thou  losell 

Alligate  the  gospel 

Against  rą  of  the  counsel 

Anant  to  the  deuill  of  hel 
Take  him  warden  of  the  Jlete 

Set  bim  &8te  by  the  fetę 

TOŁ.  II. 


I  say  lynetenannt  of  the  Toure 
Make  this  lurden  for  to  loure 
Lodgo  him  in  litle  ease 
Fede  him  with  beanes  and  pease 
The  Kinges  bench  or  Marshalsy 
Haue  him  thether  by  and  by 
The  Yłllaine  preacheth  openly 
And  declareth  oure  vi1!any 
And  of  uur  fre  simpleoesse 
He  sayps  that  we  are  rechlesta 
And  fuli  of  wylfulncKse 
Shameles,  and  merciles 
Incorri skibie  and  insaciate 
And  after  this  ratę 
Against  vs  doth  prate 

At  Paules  crossc  or  els  whert 
Openly  at  Westminster 
And  saynt  Mary  spittel  , 

They  set  not  by  os  a  whłstel 
At  tbe  Austen  fryers 
They  count  vs  for  lyers 

And  at  saynt  Thomas  of  Akers 
They  carpe  v8  lyk^  crakers 
How  we  wy  I  rule  al  at  will 
Without  good  reason  or  bkyll 
And  say  how  tbat  we  be 
Fuli  of  parcialitie 
And  how  at  a  pronge 
We  turne  right  to  wrong 
Delay  causes  so  longe 
That  right  no  man  can  fong 
They  say  many  matters  be  bom 
By  the  right  of  a  rammes  borne 
Is  not  this  a  shamefull  scorne?   . 
To  be  tfeatcd  thus  and  tome. 

How  may  we  thus  indore 
Wherfore  we  make  you  snre 
Ye  preachers  shalbe  yawde 
Some  shalbe  sawde 
As  noble  Ezechias 
The  holy  prophet  was 
And  some  of  you  shall  dya 
Lyke  holy  Jereroy 
Some  hanged  some  slayn 
Some  beaten  to  the  brayne 
And  we  wil  rule  and  rayne 
And  our  matters  maintaino 
Who  dai-e  say  there  agayne 
Or  who  dare  dysdaine 
At  your  plewure  and  wil 
For  be  it  good  or  be  it  yll 
As  it  is,  it  shalbe  stil 
For  al  master  doctour  of  cimIII 
Or  of  diuine,  nr  doctour  Dryui I 
I^  him  cwigb,  roughe  or  sneuil 
Renne  God,  reiine  deuil 
Renne  who  may  renne  best 
And  let  take  all  tbe  reat 
We  set  not  a  nut  sbel 
The  wav  to  heauen  or  to  hel. 

Lo,  this  is  tbe  gise  now  a  dayd 
It  is  to  drede  men  saycs 
Least  they  bee  saducies 
As  they  be  sayd  sayne 
Wbich  detei-mino  playne 
We  shoulde  not  rise  agayne 
At  dreadful  domes  daye 
And  so  it  seroeth  they  play 
Which  hate  to  be  rorrected 
W  hen  they  bee  infectcd 
U 
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Kor  wyli  tuffer  this  boke 
By  booke  ne  by  crooke 
Pryoted  for  to  be 
For  tbat  no  tnan  sbould  see" 
Nor  redę  in  any  scrolles 
Of  tbeir  dronken  nolles 
Nor  of  tbeir  noddy  polles 
Nor  of  theyr  jtely  soules 
Nor  of  some  witles  patet 
Of  diuen  great  estates 
As  well  as  other  men 

Now  to  wttbdraw  my  pen 
And  now  a  wbile  to  rest 
Me  semetb  it  for  the  beste. 

The  fore  castel  of  my  ship 
Sball  głide  and  smothely  slip 
Out  of  tbe  waues  wodę 
Of  the  stormye  (loude 
Sbote  anker  and  lye  at  Kode 
And  sayle  not  farre  a  brodę 
Til  tbe  cooste  be  clere 
Tbat  the  lode  starre  apperó' 
My  sbyp  now  wyl  1  pere 
Towarde  tbe  port  Salu 
Ofour  Skuiour  Jesu 
Sucb  grace  tbat  he  us  sende 
To  rectify  and  amend 
Tbing es  that  are  amis 
Whan  that  bis  pleasure  Is, 

In  operę  imperfecto 

In  operę  semper  perfecto 
£t  in  operę  plusqnam  perfecto 


HEBE  AFTER  FOŁO\V£TTR 

A  LTTLE  BOKE  OF  PHIUP  SPAROW, 

COBIPILBO  JIY  MAOTEB  tKBŁTON^  POBT  liAUHBATB. 

Pła  cebo 

"Wbo  is  there  who 

Di  le  zl, 

Bame  Margery 

Fa  re  my  my 

M^^herfore  and  why  why 

For  the  soale  of  Philip  Sparow 

That  waK  late  slaine  at  Carów 

Amooge  the  nuunes  blake 

For  tbat  sweet  soulcs  sake 

And  fur  al  Sparowes  soulet 

Set  in  our  bead  ronles 

fater  poster  qai 

iVith  an  Aue  maria 

And  with  tbe  comer  of  a  creed 

Tbe  morę  shalbe  your  meed, 

Whan  I  remembre  agaynć 
How  my  Philip  was  slaine 
Neuer  hal  te  the  paine 
Was  betwene  yoo  twayne 
Pyramus  and  Thesbe 
As  tban  befell  to  me 
1  wept  and  I  wayled 
The  teares  down  hayled  > '  ' 
But  nothing  it  auailed 
To  cali  Philip  agayne 
-^  Whom  Gib  our  cat  batb  slayne. 
Gib  I  say  our  cat 
Worrowed  ber  on  that 
Wbich  I  loued  beste 
It  cannoŁ  be  exprest 
My  sorowful  hearynet  *^ 
But  al  witbout  redres     ^ 


For  within  tbat  stonnd    ^^ 

Half  slumbryng  in  a  sounMe  Qm^^^^^ 

I  fell  downe  to  tbe  groand 

Unneth  I  kest  minę  eyes 
Toward  tbe  oloudy  skyes 
Bnt  when  I  did  b^old 
My  Sparow  dead  and  cold 
No  creature  but  tbat  wold 
Haue  rewed  vpon  me 
To  behold  and  see 
Wbat  beauines  did  me  pange 
Wherwith  my  handes  I  wiange 
That  my  senowes  cracked 
As  though  I  had  ben  racked 
So  payned  and  so  strained 
That  no  life  welnye  remained 

I  sighed  and  1  sobbed 
For  that  I  was  robbed 
Of  my  Sparowes  life 
O  mayden,  widów  and  wife 
Of  what  estate  ye'  be 
Of  hye  or  Iow  degre 
Great  sorow  then  ye  might  se 
And  leame  to  wepe  at  me 
Such  paynes  did  me  frcat 
That  minę  harte  did  beat 
My  visage  pale 'and  dead 
Wannę,  and  blue  as  lead 
The  pauges  of  faateful  death 
Wel  nye  stopped  my  breatbe. 

Heu  beu  me 
Tbat  I  am  woe  for  thee 
Ad  dominum  cum  tribalarer  clamari 
Of  God  nothing  els  craue  I 

But  Philips  soule  to  kepe 
From  the  mare^  deepe 
Of  Acherontes  wel 
This  is  a  floud  of  hel 
And  from  the  greate  Pluto 
The  prince  of  endles  woe  , 
And  from  foule  Atecto 
With  viBagel>lacke  and  blo 
And  from  Meduąa  tbat  marę      ^ 
l^at  lyke  a  feende  doth  aUre 
And  from  Megeras  eddes 
From  ruiflinge  Of  Philips  fethers 
And  from  ber  fipy  gparklinges 
For  buriiing  of  his  winges 
And  from  the  smokes  sonre 
Of  Praserpinas  boure 
And  from  the  dennes  darke 
Wher  Cerberu«  doth  barkę 
Whom  Thesens  did  afray 
"UHiom  Hercules  did  out  tray 
As  famous  poetes  saye 
For  that  hel  hounde 
That  lyeth  id  chaynes  bound 
With  gastiy  beades  three 
To  Jupiter  pray  wce 
That  Phillip  preserued  ma}'e  bee 
Amen  say  ye  wjrtb  me. 

Do  mi  nus 

Helpe  now  sweet  Jesus 
Xievavi  oculos  meos  in  montis 
Wold  God  I  had  Xenopbontis. 

Or  Socrates  the  wyse 
To  shew  me  tbeir  deuise 
Moderately  to  take 
Thys  sorow  tbat  I  make         ^ 
For  Pbilyp  Sparowes  sake    ^ 
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Bo  fentently  1  shake 
I  lełe  my  body  quake 
So  vrgent1y  1  ain  broughte 
Into  caref  il  tbougbt 
Like  Andiomaca  Hectors  wiie 
Was  weary  of  her  lyfe 
W  hen  she  had  lost  her  joy 
Noble  Hector  of  Troy 
lo  like  maner  aiso 
Eocreaseth  my  dea^ly  woe 
For  my  Sparow  is  go 
It  was  no  pręty  a  foule 
It  vold  syt  on  a  stoole 
And  leamcAi  after  itiy  acoole 
Fot  to  keepe  his  cut 
With  Phillip  kepe  yoar  cut. 

It  had  a  veluet  cap 
And  wold  syt  upon  my  lap 
And  seke  after  smal  ironnes 
And  sooitime  white  bread  cromroei 
And  many  times  and  ofle 
Betwene  my  brestes  soft 

It  wold  lye  and  rest 

It  was  propre  and  prest 
Sometime  he  woldj^spe' 

When  he  saw  a  waspc 

A  flye.or  a  gnat 

He  would  fly  at  tlpat 

And  pretely  he  would  pant 

When  he  saw  an  ant 

Lord  bow  he  wold  pry 

After  the  butter  fly 

Lord  bow  he  wold  hop 

After  tbc  gressop 

And  wban  I  sayd,  Phyp  Phip 

Then  he  wold  leape  and  skip 

And  take  me  by  the*  lip 

Alas  it  wył  me  sloe 

Tbat  Philip  is  gone  me  fro 
Si  in  i  qai  ta  tefe 

Alaa  I  was  euii  at  tase 
De  profoundis  clamavi 

When  I  saw  my  Sparow  dye. 

No\TE  after  my  dome 
Daroe  Sulpicia  at  Romę 
Wbose  name  registred  was 
For  euer  in  tables  orbras 
Because  shee  did  pas 
Id  poesy  to  endyte  A"'*"  ^  t. 
And  eloqueutly  to  write 
Thoagh  she  wold  preiend 
My  Sparow  to  comiuend 
1  trow  »he  could  not  ^mcndc 
Rcporting  the  vertu^s  al 
Of  my  Sparow  royal 

F(»r  it  would  ćome  and  go 
And  ile  so  to  and  fro 
And  on  me  it  wold  leape 
Wban  I  was  asieape 
And  his  fethers  shake 
Wber  wyth  hee  wold  make 
Me  oftfn  for  to  wake 
And  for  to  take  him  in 
Upon  my  naked  skin 
God  wot  we  thought  no  83^1 
What  tbough  he  ofept  so  Iow 
U  was  no  hurt  I  trow 
He  did  nothinge  perdee 
But  syt  Tpon  my  knee 


Philip  tbough  hee  were  nisa 
In  hym  it  was  no  Tise 
Pbiliip  had  leaue  to  go 
To  pikę  my  little  too 
Phillip  myghi  be  bold 
And  do  what  hc  wold 
Philip  would  seke  and  taka 
Ali  the  flees  blake 
Tbat  he  could  there  espye 
With  his  wanton  eye 

O  pe  ra 

1a  sol  fa  ia  m 

Confitebor  tibi  domine  toto  coi[de  m^     / 

Alas  1  wold  ride  and  go 

A  THOt/SAND  mile  of  grounde 
If  any  such  might  be  founde 
It  were  worth  an  hundreth  pounde 
Of  kyng  Cresus  golde 
Oi^  of  Artalus  the  old 
The  ryche  prynce  of  Pargame 
W  ho  so  list  the  story  to  see 
Cadinus  tbat  bis  sister  sought 
And  be  should  be  bougbte 
For  gold  and  fce 
He  should  ouer  the  see 
To  wete,  if  he  coulde  br3rDg 
Any  of  the  sprynge 
Or  any  of  the  bloude 
But  who  so  yndcrstode 
Of  medias  arte 
I  wold  I  had  a  parte 
Of  ber  crafty  magike 
My  Sparow  than  sboulde  be  quyck)t 
Wyth  a  charme  oy  twaine 
And  i>lay  with  me  agajrne 
But  al  thłs  is  in  Yaine 
Tbus  for  to  complaine 

I  toke  my  sampler  onet 
Of  purpose  for  the  nones^*-  <*  v*  v  »f-  • 
To  sow  wyth  stiches  of  silke 
My  Sparow  whitc  as  mylke 
That  by  represcntacion 
Of  bis  image  and  fiscion 
To  me  it  might  imporie 
Some  pleasurc  and  comfort 
For  my  solące  and  sporte 
But  whan  I  was  sowing  his  bekę 
Me  thdu^lit  my  Sparow  dyd^kpeakt 
And  opeu  his  pręty  bill 
Saying,  maid  ye  are  in  wil 
Again  me  for  to  kil 
Ye  pricke  m^  in  the  head 
With  that  my  nedle  ware  red 
Me  thought  of  Pbilyps  bloude 
Minę  here  right  vpstode 
And  was  in  such  a  fraye 
My  speche  was  taken  awaye 
1  kcst  downe  that  thefe  was 
And  sayd  alas,  alas 
Hqw  commeth  thia  to  pas 
My  fingers  dcad  and  cold 
Could  not  my  sampler  bold 
My  nedle  and  threde 
I  thrue  awaye  for  drede 
The  best  now  tbat  1  may 
Is  for  his  soule  to  pny* 

A  porta  inferi 
Good  Lord  hane  mercie 
Upon  my  Sparowes  souI« 

Writlen  id  my  bede  roi^t 
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Au  di  Tl  70  cem 
Japbet  Cam  and  Sem 
Ma  gni  fi  cat 
Shew  me  the  rigbt  path 

'     To  the  htlles  of  armonye 
Wherfore  the  birdes  yet  ciy     -   %^ 
Of  your  fatbers  bote  «^>-Ł-v-*p-*^ 
Tbat  was  somtime  a  flotę         V) 
And  now  they  lye  and  rotę 
Łet  some  poetes  wryte 
BeucalioDs  floud  it  high  te 
But  as  yerely,  as  ye  be 
The  naturaU  sonnes  three 
Of  Noe  the  patriarke 
That  inade  that  greąt  arkę 
Wberin  he  had  apes  and  owies 
fieastes,  byrdes  and  foules 
That  if  ye  can  fynde 
Any  of  my  Sparo\7e8  kynde 
God  sende  the  soule  good  rest 
I  woulde  yet  hauc  a  nest 
As  pręty  aud  as  prest 
As  my  Sparow  was 
But  my  Sparow  dyd  pas  i ' 

Ali  Sparowes  of  the  wod  -^JL^^'^ 
Tbat  were  siDce  Noes  flóutf 
Was  neuer  nonę  so  good 
King  Phitip  uf  Macedony 
Had  no  such  Philip  as  1 
No  no  sir  hardely. 

That  vengeaunce  I  aske  and  ery 
By  way  of  cxclamacion 
On  al  the  whole  nacion 
Of  cattes  wilde  and  tamo 
God  send  them  sorow  aud  shame 
That  cat  specially 
That  siew  so  cruelly 
My  łitle  pręty  Sparow 
That  1  brought  vp  at  Carów. 

O  cat  of  churlyshe  kynde 
The  feend  was  in  thy  minde 
Whan  thqu  my  byrd  vntwynde 
I  wolde  tbou  haddest  ben  blynd 
The  ieopardes  saoage 
The  lyons  in  their  ragę 
Might  catche  the  in  their  pawes 
And  gnaw  the  in  their  jawes 
These  scrpentes  of  Libany 
Might  btiii^  the  venemously 
The  dragons  with  their  tnnges 
Might  poison  thy  liuer  and  lunges 
The  manticors  of  the  mountaynes 
Mi^hte  feed  them  on  thy  braines 

Melanchates  that  hound 
That  plucked  Acteon  to  the  grounde 
Gaue  him  his  mortal  wound 
Chaunged  to  a  deere 
The  story  doth  appere 
Was  chauns^d  to  an  harte 
So  thou  foule  cat,  that  thou  arte 
The  selfe  same  hounde 
Might  the  confound 
That  his  own  lord  bote 
Mighte  bite  asander  thy  throte 
^  Of  Inde  the  gredy  gripea 
Mijrht  teare  ont  all  thy  tripes 
Of  Arcady  the  beares 
Might  plncke  awaye  thine  earet 
The  wilde  wolfe  Licaon 
$ite  ąsondre  tby  backe  bonę 


.  :?i/^ 
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Of  Ethna  the  brenniog  hyl 

That  day  and  night  brenneth  styli 

Set  in  thy  tayle  a  blase 

That  al  the  world  may  gase 

And  wonder  vppn  thee 

From  Occion  the  greate  sea 

Unto  the  Ileś  of  Orchadye 

From  Tilbery  fery 

To  the  playne  of  Salisberye 

So  traiterously  my  bird  to  kyll 

That  ncuer  ought  the  euill  will 

Was  neuer  bird  in  cai 

Morę  gentil  of  corage  | 

In  doing  bis  bomage 

Unto  bis  soueraine 

Alas  I  say  agayne 

Death  bath  departed  vs  twayne 

The  folse  cat  hatłi  the  slaine 

Farę  well  Pbillip  adewe 

Our  Lorde  thy  soule  rescewe 

Farewell  without  restore 

Farę  well  for  eaermore 

And  it  were  a  Jew 

It  wold  make  one  rew 

To  se  my  sorow  new 

These  vilanus  false  cattes 

Were  madę  for  misę  and  rettes 

And  not  for  byrdes  smali 

Alas  my  fece  waxeth  pale 

Teiling  this  pyteous  tale 

How  my  byrd  so  fayre 

Tbat  was  wont  to  repayre 

And  go  in  at  myspayre 

And  crepo  in  at  my  gor 

Of  my  goune  before 

Flickeripg  with  his  winges 

Alas  my  bert  it  stynges 

Remembring  pręty  thynget 

las  myne  hart  it  sleeth 
Philips  dolefal  death 
m  1  i«membre  it 
How  pretely  it  would  sit 
Many  tymes  and  oft 
jUpon  my  finger  aloft 
y  played  with  him  tittel  tattel 
jAnd  fed  bim  with  my  spattell 
JWith  bis  bil  betwene  my  lips 
It  was  my  prety  Phips 
Many  a  prety  kusse 
Had  i  of  his  swete  rausse 
And  now  the  cause  is  thus 
That  be  is  slayne  me  firo 
To  my  great  payne  and  wo 
.  Of  fortunę,  this  the  chaunce 
Standeth  at  varyaunce 
Oft  time  after  pleasaunce 
Trooble  and  greuaunce 
No  man  can  be  surę 
Al  way  to  have  pleasure 
As  wel  perceiue  ye  may 
How  my  disport  and  playe 
From  me  was  taken  awaye 
By  Gyb  our  cat  sauage 
That  in  furions  ragę 
Caught  Philip  by  the  bead 
And  slue  him  there  starkę  dead* 
Kyrie  eleyeson 

Christe  eleyeson. 
Kyrie  eleyeson. 

FpR  Philip  Sparowes  soule 
Set  in  our  bead  roule 
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Łet  os  DOW  whisper 
A  pater  noster.r 

Łauda  anima  mea  dominum. 
To  weep  witb  me  )oke  that  ye  come 
Alł  maiier  of  byrds  in  yoar  kynd 
Sce  nonę  be  left  behynd 
To  morning  loke  that  ye  fawl 
With  dolorous  songes  funerall 
Some  to  sing,  and  sonie  to  say 
Some  to  weep  and  some  to  prayc 
Eaery  bird  in  bis  lay 
The  goldfioch  the  wagtaile 
The  iaogling  jaye  to  rayle 
The  flecked  pye  to  chatter 
Of  this  doloroos  matter 
And  robyn  red  breste 
He  shalbe  tbe  preest  ' 
The  requiem  masse  to  syng 
Loftiy  watbeling 
With  helpe  of  the  red  sparow 
Aud  the  cbattering  swallow 
This  hearse  for  to  halow 
The  larke  with  his  long  toe 
The  spinkę  and  the  marli  net  aisb 
The  sbouelar  with  his  brodę  beck 
The  doterell  that  folish  pecke 
And  also  the  mad  coote 
Witb  a  balde  face  to  toote 
The  felde  farę  and  the  snyte 
The  crowe  and  tbe  kyte 
Tbe  rauen  called  rolfe 
His  playne  songe  to  sólfe 
The  partryche,  the  ąuayle 
Tbe  plouer  wyth  V8  to  wayle 
Tbe  wodbacke  that  singeth  cburre 
Horsiy  as  hee  bad  the  murre 
The  lasty  chaunting  nightingale 
Tbe  popingaye  to  tel  ber  tale 
That  toteth  oft  in  a  glasse 
Shal  redę  tbe  gospel  at  masse 
The  mauis  witb  ber  whistell 
She  redę  there  the  pistell 

But  with  a  large  and  a  longe 
To  kepe  inst  playne  songe 
Oiir  chaunters  sbaJbe  your  cuckoue 
The  culuer,  the  stockedoue 
With  puwyt  the  lapwing 
The  vereycles  sbal  synTge 
The  bitter  with  his  bumpe 
The  crane  with  his  trampe 
Tbe  swan  of  Menander 
Tbe  goose  and  the  gander 
The  ducke  and  the  drakę 
Shal  watche  at  Ibys  wake 
Tbe  pecocke  so  proude 
Because  hys  royce  is  loud 
And  bath  a  gloryous  tale 
He  shal  synge  tbe  grayle 
The  owie  that  so  foule 
Must  helpe  vs  to  boule 
Tbe  heron  so  gaunte 
And  the  cormoraunte 
Wyth  the  fesuant 
And  tbe  gaglyng  gaunte 
And  tbe  churlish  chouge 
The  ront  and  the  kough 
The  barnacie  the  bussard 
With  the  Wilde  malłard 
The  diuendop  to  sleep 
Tbe  water  hen  to  weep 


The  puffin,  and  thetele 
Honey  they  shall  dele 
To  porę  folke  at  large 
That  shalbe  theyr  charge 
The  semew,  and  the  titmose 
The  wodcocke  with  the  long  nose 
The  threstill  with  ber  warblinge 
Tbe  starling  witb  ber  brablioge 
The  rooke,  with  the  ospray 
1*hat  putteth  fishes  to  afray 
And  the  deinty  curlew 
With  the  tortil  most  tnie 

At  this  Placebo. 
We  may  not  well  forgo 
The  countring  of  the  co 
The  storke  also 
That  maketh  this  nest 
Iii  chimneyes  to  rest 
AVithin  those  walles 
No  broken  galles 
May  there  abide 
Of  cokoldry  syde 
Or  els  philosophy 
.  Maketh  a  gpreat  lye 

The  estridge  that  wil  eate 
And  horshowe  so  greate 
In  the  stede  of  meat 
Such  fenient  beat 
His  stomake  doth  freat 
He  cannot  wel  fly 
Nor  synge  tunabty 
Yet  at  abrayde 
He  bath  well  assayd 
To  solf  a  aboue  Ela 
Falorell  ff-fk 
Ne  qoando 
Małe  cantando 
Tbe  best  that  we  can 
Tonnake  him  our  belman 
An  let  bim  ring  the  bela 
He  can  do  notbiog  els, 
Chaunteclere  our  cocke 
Must  tell  w  bat  is  of  the  clocke 
By  the  astrologye 
That  be  bath  naturally 
Conceyued  and  caught 
And  was  neuer  taught 
By  Albumazer 
The  astronomer 
Nor  liy  Ptholomy 
Prince  of  astronomy 
Nor  yet  by  Haly 
And  yet  be  croweth  dayly 
Ąnd  iiigbtly  the  tydes 
That  no  man  abides 
With  partlot  his  hen 
Whome  now  and  then 

Hee  plucketh  by  the  hed 

Whan  be  doth  ber  tred 
\)  The  bird  of  Arabye 

That  potenciallye 

May  neuer  dye 

And  yet  there  is  pone 

But  one  alone 

A  phenix  it  is 

This  herse  that  must  blis 

With  armaticke  gummO 

That  cost  great  summes 

The  way  of  thurificatio* 

To  make  fumigacion 
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Swete  of  reflary« 

And  redolent  of  nyte 

This  cone  for  sence 

With  great  reuerence 

Ab  iiartriarke  or  pope 

In  a  blacke  cope  • 

Whilfts  he  senseth 

He  sbal  tyng  the  verse 

Libera  me 

In  de  la  sol  re 

Soflły  beoDole 

For  my  Sparowes  soule 

Plinni  sbeweth  al 

In  his  story  natural 

What  he  doth  finde 

Of  the  phenix  kinde 

Of  whose  incineracion 

There  riseth  a  new  creacion 

Of  the  same  fącion 

Wytbout  alteracion 

Sauing  that  old  age 

Is  tumed  into  corage 

Of  fresb  youth  agayne 

This  matter  tnie  and  playne 

Playne  matter  indeed 
Who  so  lyst  to  redę 

Bu(  for  the  egie  doth  fly    . 

Hjrest  in  the  sky 

He  shalbe  tby  sedeane 

The  ąniere  to  demeane 

As  prouost  principall 

To  teach  them  th«ir  ordinall 

Aiso  the  noble  fawcon 

With  the  gerfaWon 

The  tarsel  gentil 

Tbey  shall  mome  softe  and  still 

Jn  theyr  amisse  of  gray 

The  sacre  with  them  shal  say 

Dirige  for  Philips  soule 

The  goehauke  sbal  haue  a  roni 

The  querester8  to  controale 

The  lanners  and  marlioni 

Sbal]  stand  in  their  mouming  gotmet 

The  hobby  and  the  musket 

The  seosers  and  the  crosse  shall  set 

The  kestrel  in  al  this  warke 

Salbe  holy  water  ciarkę 

And  now  the  darke  cloudy  night 

Chuetb  away  Phebus  bryght 

Takińg  his  course  toward  tbe  weste 

Ood  send  my  Sparows  soule  good  rest 

B^uiem  etemam  dooa  eis  domine 

Fa  fa  fa  my  re 

A  por  ta  in  fe  ri 

Fa  fafa  my  my 

Credo  videre  bona  domini 
I  pniy  God  Philip  to  Heven  may  flie 
Domine  exaudi  oracionem  meam 
To  Heaven  he  shal  from  Heuen  he  came 

Do  mi  nus  ro  bis  cum 
Of  al  good  praiers  God  send  him  sum 

Oremus. 
Deus  cui  proprium  est  miserere  &  parccr« 
On  Philips  soule  haue  pity. 

For  he  was  a  pręty  cocke 
And  came  of  a  gentill  stocke 
And  wrapt  in  a  maidens  smock 
And  cherished  fuli  daintely 
Tyli  cruel  fate  madę  him  to  dje 
Alas  for  doleful  desteoy 


But  whereto  shuld  t 
Lenger  mome  or  ery  ^ 
To  Jupiter  I  cali 
Of  Heauen  emperial  ^ 
That  Philip  may  fly 
Aboue  the  sterry  sky 
To  treade  the  pręty  wren 
That  is  our  ladies  heii 
Amen,  amen,  amen 

Yet  one  thing  is  behinde 
That  now  commeth  to  mind 
An  epitaphe  I  wold  haue 
For  Phillips  graue 
But  for  Kam  a  mayde 
TimerouSy  halfe  afraydc 
That  neuer  yet  asayde 
Of  Elycones  well 
Where  the  muses  dwell 
Tbough  I  can  redę  and  spell 
Recount  report  and  tell 
Ofthe  talles  of  Cannterbury 
Some  sad  storyes,  some  merry 
As  Paionoon,  and  Arcet 
Duke  Theseus  and  partelct 
And  ofthe  wifeBath 
That  worketh  much  scathe 
Wban  ber  tale  is  told 
Among  huswiues  bold 
How  sbe  controld 
Her  husbandes  as  she  wold 
And  theim  to  dispise 
In  the  homeliest  wise 
Bring  other  wiues  in  thought 
Thejr  husbandes  to  set  at  naoghk 
,    And  tbough  that  red  haue  I 
Of  Gawen  and  fyr  Ouy 
And  tel  can  a  great  peecc 
Of  the  gol  den  fleece 
How  Jason  it  wan 
Łike  a  valiaunt  man 
Of  Artura  round  table 
With  his  knightes  commendable 
And  damę  Gaynour  hys  quene 
Was  somwhat  wantou  I  wenę 
How  syr  Łauncelote  de  lakę 
Many  a  speare  brake 
For  his  ladyes  sake 
Of  Tristom  and  kyng  Markę 
And  al  tbe  w  hole  warke 
Of  bele  r  sold  his  wife 
For  wbom  was  much  strife 
Some  say  she  was  lyght 
And  madę  her  husband  knygbt 
Of  tbe  common  hall 
That  cuckoldes  men  cali 
And  of  sir  Libius 
Named  Disconius 
Of  quarter  fylz  Amunde 
And  how  tbey  were  sommond 
To  Romę  to  Charlemayne 
Upon  a  great  payne 
And  how  they  rode  each  ono 
On  Bayard  Mountalbon 
.    Men  se  him  now  and  tben 
In  the  forest  Arden 
What  tbough  I  can  frame 
The  storyes  by  name 
Of  Judas  Macbabeut 
And  of  Cesar  Julias 
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And  of  theloue  betwene 
Piaris  and  Yiene 
And  of  the  duke  of  HannybaU 
Tbat  madę  the  Romaynes  al^ 
For  drede  and  to  quake 
How  Scipion  did  wake 
Tbe  citie  of  Cartage 
Wbich  by  his  Tnmerciful  ragę 
He  beat  down  to  the  ground 
And  thongh  I  can  expound 
Of  Hector  of  Troy 
Tbat  was  al  tbeyr  ioyc 
Whome  Achilles  sine 
Wherfore  all  Troy  did  rue 
And  of  the  loue  so  hote 
That  madę  Troylus  to  dote 
Upon  feyre  Cresseyde 
And  what  they  wrote  and  sayd 
And  of  tbeir  wanton  wils 
Pandaer  bare  tbe  byls 
From  one  te  the  other 
His  maisters  loae  to  further 
Somtime  a  precions  tbynge 
An  ouche  or  els  a  ryng 
From  ber  to  him  agayn 
^mtime  a  pręty  chain 
Or  a  bracelet  of  ber  heare 
Praycd  Troylus  for  to  weare 
Tbat  token  for  ber  sake 
How  hartely  be  did  iŁ  take 
And  much  therof  did  make 
And  al  tbat  wa?  in  vayne 
For  shee  dyd  but  fayne 
The  story  telleth  playne 
He  could  not  obtayne 
Thongh  his  father  wer  a  king 
Yet  there  was  a  tbynge 
That  madę  the  małe  to  wryng 
Sbe  madę  him  to  sing 
The  song  of  looers  laye 
Masing  nigfat  and  daye 
Monminge  al  alone 
Comfbrt  had  be  nonę 
For  sbe  was  qnite  goner 
Tbos  in  conclusion 
Sbe  bronghte  him  in  abusion 
In  earnest  and  in  gamę 
Sbe  was  much  to  blame 
Disparaged  is  ber  famę 
And  blemished  is  ber  name 
In  maner  half  with  shame 
Troylus  also  hath  lost 
On  ber  muchę  loue  and  cost 
And  now  must  kisse  the  post 
Pandara  that  went  betwette 
Hath  won  notbvng  I  ween 
But  ligbt  for  s(mier  greene 
Yet  for  a  special  latid 
He  is  named  Troyllous  baud 
Of  that  «ame  h^is  surę 
Whiles  tbe  world.8lial  dure 

Thongh  I  remembre  the  fable 
Of  Penetope  most  stable 
To  ber  bosband  most  trew 
Yet  long  time  she  ne  knew 
Whether  be  were  on  line  or  ded 
Her  wit  stode  ber  in  sted 
That  she  was  tme  and  juste 
For  anye  bodelye  iuste 
To  Ulises  ber  make 
And  neuer  wold  him  forsake 


Of  Marcus  Mąrcellu< 
A  prosses  I  could  td  ▼• 
And  of  Anteocus 
And  of  Josiepbus  > 
Oe  antiąuitatibus 
And  of  Mardocheus 
And  of  ffrbat  Assuerus 
And  of  Yesca  bis  queene 
Wbom  be  forsoke  with  teene 
And  of-Hester  his  other  \7ife 
With  wbom  he  led  a  pleasaunt  lifii 
Of  kynge  Alexander 
And  of  kyng  Euander 
And  of  Poroena  the  greate 
That  madę  the  Romans  to  smart 

Thougb  I  haue  enrold 
A  tbousande  newe  and  old 
Of  these  historyous  tales 
To  fil  bougets  and  males 
With  bookes  that  I  haue  red 
Yet  I  am  nothynge  spęd 
And  can  but  lytle  skyl 
Of  Ovid  or  Vorgil 

Or  of  Fluthaike 
Or  of  Fraunoes  Petrarke 
Alcbeus  or  Sapho 
Of  suche  other  poetes  nio« 
As  Ijnus  and  Homerus 
Euphorion  and  Theocritus 
Anacreon  and  Arion 
Sophocles  and  Philemon 
Pindarus  and  Dimonides 
Philiston  and  Pborocides 
These  poetes  of  auncientie 
Tbey  are  to  diffuse  for  me 

For  as  I  to  fore  haue  sayd 
I  am  but  a  yonge  mayd 
And  canoot  in  efiect 
My  stile  as  yet  djrect 
With  cng1y»"\*orte9  elect 
Our  naturall  tonge  is  rude       j     JjC^t^ 
And  bard  to  be  enneude  U-Tf*-/^"^^ 
Wyth  polyshed  tearmes  lustye 
Oure  language  is  so  mstye 
So  cankered  and  so  ful 
Of  frowardes  and  so  dul 
That  if  I  wold  apply 
To  write  ordinately 
I  wot  not  where  to  finde 
Termes  to  serue  my  mi  ad* 
Gowers  englysheji 
AnąTofanTraluels  tolda.  "v^ 

"His  raatter  is  worth  gold 
And  worthy  to  be  enrold  \' 

In  Chauser  I  am  spęd  \ 

His  tales  I  haue  red  \ 

His  mater  is  detectable 
Solacious  and  commendaU* 
His  englyshe  wel  alowed 

]5Jr«^*Tś"enprtrtired   '. 

For  as  it  rs  employed  j 

There  is  no  englyshe  Yoyd  j 

At  those  dayes  muchę  commended 
And  now  men  wolde  haue  am^ided 
His  englishe  where  at  they  bant 
And  marre  all  they  warke 
Chaucer  that  famous  ciarkę 
His  tearmes  were  not  darcke 
But  pleasannt,  easy  and  playna 
No'word«  ha  wrota  im  Fayaa 


\ 


\ 
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_Ą1so  John  Lydyatd 
"Wrytteth  alter  an  hyer  ratę 
)Ł  is  diffusc  to  fynde 
The  bcnteuce  of  hU  miód 
Yet  wryteth  he  in  his  kiiid 
No  man  that  can  ameiid 
Those  maters  that  he  hath  pend 
Yet  somę  nien  6ndc  a  faul 
And  feay  he  wryteilTldTiaut 

Wberfore  bold  me  eKCOaed 
If  I  haue  Dot  wel  perused 
Myne  eiiglysh  halfe  abused 
Thoughe  it  be  refused 
In  worth  I  shalł  it  take 
And  fewer  trordes  make 

But  for  my  Sparoweii  sake 
Yet  as  a  woman  maye 
My  wit  i  shall  assay 
An  epytapbe  to  wrygbte 
In  latyne  playne  and  lygbt 
Wheroftheelegy 
Folowetb  by  aud  by 
Fł(M  YolucruiB  formoae  vale, 
Philippe  sub  i  stu  . 
Maraiore  iam  reeubas, 
Sui  mihi  canis  eras; 
Segiper  erunt  nitido^ 
Kadiantia  sidera  ocelo, 
Impressusąue  mec 
Pectore  semper  eris : 
Per  me  laurigerum 
Britanum  Skeltonida  vatcm 
Haec  cecinisse  licet 
Ficta  sub  ima^ine  testa 
Cuius  eris  %'olucris 
Prestanti  corpore  Virgo 
Candida  Naisj  erat: 
Formosior  ista  Joanna  est; 
Bocta  Corinna  fuit, 
Bed  magnis  ista  sapit 

Bień  men  souient.  y, 

T^E  COMMENDACIOKS. 

Beati  immaculati  ki  via 
O  gloriosa  foemina 
No  w  miue  hole  imaginacioni 
And  studious  mediiacion 
Is  to  take  this  commeodacion 
In  this  conadetmcion 
And  rnder  pacient  tolleraciou 
Of  that  most  godły  mayd 
That  Placebo  hath  sayd 
And  for  her  Sparow  prayd 
In  lamentable  wyse 

Now  wy]  I  enterpryse 
Thorow  the  grace  diuine 
Of  the  muses  nine 
Her  beaaty  to  commend 
If  Arethusa  wyli  send 
Me  enfluence  to  endite 
And  with  my  pen  to  wiite 
If  Apollo  will  promise 
Melodiouslye  it  to  deuise 
His  tunable  harpe  strin/^es 
Witli  armonye  that  synges 
Of  prinćts  and  of  kyuges 
And  ofall  pleasaunt  thynges 
Of  lust  and  of  dcly^rht 
Thorow  his  godły  might 
To  «'home  be  the  laud  ascrybe4 
That  my  pęu  balb  enbibed 


With  the  aureat  droppCi 
As  rerelye  my  bope  is 
Of  Thagos  that  golden  fioud 
That  pa«seth  all  the  earthly  good 
And  as  that  floud  dothe  pas 
Al  floudes  that  euer  was 
With  hys  golden  sandes 
Who  so  that  yndei-standes 
Cosmography:  and  the  stremes 
And  the  floudes  in  straunge  remea 
Ryght  so  she  dothe  excede 
Al  other  of  whom  we  redę 
Whose  iame  by  me  shall  spredt 
Into  Perce  and  Mede 
From  Britons  A)bion 
To  the  toure  of  Babilon 

I  trust  it  is  no  shame 
And  no  mannę  wyl  me  blame. 
-  Thoughe  I  regester  her  name 
In  the  courte  of  famę 
For  thys  most  goodiy  floure 
This  blossome  of  freshe  colourt 
So  Jupiter  me  succoure 
She  florysheth  new  and  new 
In  t>eauty  and  vertue 
Hac  claritare  gemina 
O  gloriosa  fcfemina 
Retribue  seruo  tuo,  vivifica  me» 

Łabia  mea  laudabunt  te. 

But  enforsed  am  I 
Openlye  to  askry 
And  to  make  an  outcry 
AgainsŁe  odyous  enuye 
That  euermore  wyl  lye 
And  saye  cursedlye 
With  hys  lether  eyo 
Aud  chekes  drye 
With  vysage  wan 
As  swarte  a&  tan 
His  bones  crake 
Leane  as  a  rake 
Hys  gumnles  rusŁye 
Are  fuli  vnlu8tye 
Hys  harte  with  aU 
Bytter  as  gali 
His  liuer  his  longes 
With  anger  is  wronge 
Hys  serpentes  tonge 
That  many  one  hath  stonge 
He  frowneth  euer 
He  laugheth  neuer 
£uen  nor  morowe 
But  other  mens  sorowe 
Causeth  him  to  grin 
And  reioice  therein. 
No  ślepe  can  hym  catche 
But  euer  doth  watche 
He  is  so  betę 
With  malłce  and  frete 
Wyth  anger  and  yre 
His  foule  desire 
Wył  suffer  no  sleep 
Jn  his  head  to  creep 
His  foule  semblaunte 
Al  displeasaunte 
Whan  other  are  glad 
Tban  is  hee  sąd 
Franticke  and  mad 
His  tounge  nener  styli 
Fur  to  saye  yll 
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Wntbing  and  wriDgin; 

Biting  and  stiogyng 

And  thoa  tbis  elf 

Consumeth  himtelfe 

HpDselfe  doth  sloe 

Wyth  payue  and  woe 

Thys  ftiise  enuy 

Sayth  that  I 

Use  greate  foUye 

For  to  indite 

Jind  for  to  wryte 

And  spende  my  time 

In  prose  and  rime 

For  to  expre3 

The  noblenes 

Of  my  Hiaystrea 

That  causetb  me  ' 

Stadious  to  be 

To  make  a  relation 

Of  ber  commendacion 

And  tbere  agayne 

Enny  dotb  cumplayn« 

And  hatb  disdaine 

Bat  yet  certayne 

I  will  be  playne 

And  my  stile  drei 

To  tbis  prosaes 

Nowe  Phebus  me  kem 
To  sbarpe  my  pen 
And  leade  my  fyste 
As  him  best  lyst 
That  I  may  say 
Honoure  elwaye 
Of  woman  kyode 
Troutbe  dotbe  me  bjmde 
And  loyaltie 
Eiier  to  be 
Their.tnie  bedel 
To  wryte  and  tel 
How  women  excel 
In  nobfenes 
As  my  maystres 
Of  wbome  I  tbinke 
Witb  pen  and  yoka 
For  to  compyle 
Some  goodly  stile 
For  tbys  moste  goodly  floore 
Tbis  blossom  of  fresb  colour 
80  Jupiter  me  succour 
She  florisbeth  new  and  nenr 
In  bcautie  and  rertue 
Hac  claritaće  geminai 

0  gloriosa  fcnmina: 

Ijegempone  mibi  domine  in  riam  jostifi- 

cationnm  tuaram. 
Suemadmodumdesiderat  cenrus  ad  fontes 

aquarum. 

Howc  sball  I  reporta 
Al  tbe  godly  sort 
Of  ber  fetures  cleere 
That  batb  nonę  earthly  peera 
Her  fanoure  of  ber  face 
£nnewed  witb  al  grace 
Confort  pleasnre  and  soląca 
Minę  bart  dotb  so  enbrace 
And  so  batb  ranisbed  ma 
Her  to  bchold  and  se 
That  in  wordes  playuc 

1  cannot  me  refrayne 
To  loka  to  bar  agayna 


Alas  wbat  sboalde  I  feyiie 
It  were  a  pleasaunte  payne 
Witb  ber  aye  to  remayne 

Her  eyen  graye  and  stepe 
Causetb  myne  bartę  to  leepe 
Witb  ber  browes  bente 
Sbe  maye  we]  represente 
Fayre  Lucres  as  I  weene 
Or  els  fayre  Polexene 
Or  «ls  Caliope 
Or  els  Pendope 
For  thys  moste  goodly  floure 
Tbis  blossome  of  freshe  coloure 
So  Jupiter  me  succour 
Sbe  florisbeth  new  and  new 
In  beaoty  and  vertue 
Hac  claritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  fcemina 
Memor  esto  yerbi  tui  lerro  tna 
Serrus  tuus  sum  ego 

The  Indy  «apbyre  blewe 
Her  yaynas  dotb  ennew 
Tbe  orient  pearle  so  cleare 
Tbe  witnes  of  ber  lere 
The  lusty  niby  ruddes 
Resemble  the  rosę  buddes 
Her  lippes  soft  and  mery 
Emblomed  like  the  chery 
U  were  an  heauenly  blysse 
Her  sogred  monthe  to  kyssa 
Her  beauty  to  augment 
Damę  naturę  batb  ber  lenta 
A  warte  upon  ber  cheke 
Wbo  so  lyst  to  seeke 
In  ber  irisage  a  skar 
That  semeth  from  a  far 
Lyke  to  a  radyant  star 
Al  witb  fj&uour  fret 
So  proprely  it  is  set 
She  is  the  yiolet 
Tbe  daisy  delectable 
The  columbine  commcodable 
Tbis  idofer  amiable 
Tbis  moste  goodly  floure 
Tbis  blossome  of  firesbe  coloore 
So  Jupiter  me  succoure 
She  florysbeth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertue 
Hac  claritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  foemina 

Bonitatem  fecisŁi  cum  serTO  tuo  domina 
£t  ex  precordiis  sonant  prosconia 

And  whan  I  peroeined 
Her  wart  and  conceiued 
It  cannot  be  denaid 
But  it  was  wel  conuaid 
And  set  so  womanly 
And  nothing  wantoniy 
But  rigbt  conueniently 
And  fuli  congmentlye 
As  naturę  could  deuise 
In  moste  goodly  wyse 
Wbo  so  lyst  bebold 
It  maketb  louers  bold 
To  ber  to  sue  for  graca 
Her  fiiuour  to  purchase 
The  sker  upon  ber  chin 
Sacbaiad  on  ber  fayrt  skin 
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Whiter  tban  the  swaii 

It  wold  make  any  man 

To  for^  deadly  syn 

Her  feaour  to  wyn 

For  this  most  goodly  flour 

This  blossome  of  fresfae  coloure 

So  Jupiter  me  saccour 

She  Bourishetb  new  and  new 

In  beauty  and  vertne 

Hac  claritate  gemina 

O  gloriosa  foemina 

Defecit  in  salutate  tua  anima  mea ; 
fiuid  petis  fiIio»  mater  diilcissima :  babs ! 

Soft  and  make  no  din 
For  now  I  wil  begin 
To  baue  in  remembraance 
Her  goodly  dalyaunce 
And  ber  goodly  pastaunce 
So  bad  and  so  demure 
Bebaoing  ber  so  surę 
With  wordes  of  pleaaare 
She  wold  make  to  the  lure 
And  any  man  connert 
To  gcue  her  his  wbole  bart 
She  madę  me  sore  amased 
Upon  her  whan  I  gased 
Me  thought  minę  bart  was  crased 
My  eyen  were  so  dased 
For  this  most  goodly  flour 
The  blossome  of  fresh  oolour 
So  Jupiter  me  sućcoure 
She  florysheth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertew 
Hac  claritate  gemina 

0  gioriosa  foemina 

Suomodo  diiexi  legem  tuam  domina. 
Recedant  yetera,  nova  sunt  omnia. 

And  to  amend  her  tale 
Whan  she  lyst  to  auale 
And  witb  her  fingers  smali 
And  handes  soft  as  silke 
Whiter  than  milke 
That  are  so  ąuickely  vayned 
Wherwith  my  band  she  strained 
Lord  how  I  was  payned 
Unneth  I  am  refrayned 
How  she  me  had  reclaymed 
And  me  to  her  retayned 
Enbrasyng  therwith  all 
Her  goodly  middle  smali 
With  sides  long  and  strey t 
To  teł  you  what  conceit 

1  had  tben  in  a  trice 
The  matter  wer  to  nyce 
And  yet  tbere  was  no  vyce 
Nor  yet  no  yillany 

But  only  fantasy 
For  this  most  goodly  floure 
The  blossome  of  fresh  colour 
So  Jupiter  me  saccour 
She  florisfaetb  new  and  new 
In  beautte  and  vertue 
Hac  claritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  foemina; 

Iniąnos  odio  habui; 
Non  calumnientur  me  superbi. 

Bot  wbreto  shold  I  notę 
How  often  dyd  I  tote 


Upon  her  pretye  fote 

U  raysed  myne  hart  rotę 

To  see  ber  treade  tbe  gronnde 

With  bel  es  short  and  round 

She  is  plainly  ezpresse 

Egeria  the  goddesse 

And  lyke  to  her  ymage 

Importured  with  corage 

A  looers  pilgrimage 

There  is  no  best  sauage 

Ne  no  tygre  so  wood 

Bnt  she  wold  channge  his  mood 

Suche  relucent  grace 

Is  fonned  in  her  face 

For  this  most  goodly  flour 

Tbis  blossome  of  freshe  coloore 

So  Jnpiter  me  saccour 

She  florysheth  new  and  new 

In  beauty  and  yertoe 

Hac  claritate  gemina 

O  gloriosa  foemina 

Mirabilia  tettimonia  tua 

Sic  atnoYellse  plantationes  in  joTentote  soi 

So  goodly  as  she  dresses 
So  properly  she  preeses 
The  bryght  goldeu  tresses 
Of  her  beare  ao  fyne 
Lyke  Pbebus  beames  thynt 
Where  to  should  I  disclose 
The  garteryng  of  her  bose 
It  is  for  to  sappose 
Iłowe  that  she  can  weare 
Gorgiouslye  her  geai« 
Her  freshe  habilementes 
With  othcr  implemeotes 
To  serue  for  all  ententes 
Lyke  damę  Flora  qneene 
Of  lusty  somer  grene 
Tbis  moste  goodly  flour 
This  blossome  of  freshe  coloiire 
So  Jupiter  me  succonre 
She  florysheth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertew 
Hac  claritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  f<rmina: 
CIamavi  in  toto  corde  exaadi  me* 

Her  kyrtel  so  goodly  lased 
And  ynder  that  is  braced 
Such  pleasures  that  1  may 
Neitber  write  nor  say 
Yet  thougbe  I  write  not  with  ink 
No  man  can  let  me  thinke 
For  thought  'hath  liberti 
Thought  is  frankę  and  free 
To  thynke  a  mery  thought 
It  cost  me  li  tle  or  noagfac 
Wold  6od  minę  homelystilc 
Were  pollished  with  the  file 
Of  Ciceros  eloquence 
To  prayse  her  excellence 
The  most  goodlye  floure 
This  blossome  of  freshe  oolonra 
So  Jupiter  me  sućcoure 
She  florysheth  uew  and  new 
In  beauty  and  yertue 
Hac  claritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  foemina 
Principes  persecuti  sunt  me  gratis 
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OBnibos  «onsideratifl.    Paradisos  voluptatia, 
hsBC  Tiiigo  est  dolcissinuu 

Mi  pen  ii  ifl  vnab1e 
My  haad  it  is  vnstable 
My  reason  rude  and  dnll 
To  prayse  her  at  the  fuU 
Goodly  maistres  Jane 
Sobre,  deimire  Dianę 
Jane  this  maistres  hight 
The  lode  star  of  delicht 
Damę  Yenus  of  all  pleasure 
The  wel  of  worldly  treasure 
She  doth  escede  and  passe 
In  prudenoe  damę  Pallas 
The  most  goodly  floure 
This  blossome  of  fireshe  coloure 
So  Jnpiter  me  succonre 
She  florisheth  new  and  iiev 
In  beanty  and  Tcrtiie 
Hac  clantate  gemina 

0  ^oriosa  foemina 

RBQi7iEiff  etemam  dona  eis  domine. 
Witb  this  psalm.    Domine  probasti  me. 
Shall  saile  ouer  the  sea 
With  tibi  domine  commendamus 
On  pilgrimages  to  sainct  Jamys 
For  shrympes,  and  for  pranes 
And  for  stalkynge  craoes 
And  wher  my  pen  hath  oCTended 

1  pray  you  it  may  be  amendcd 
By  discrete  consideration 

Of  your  wise  reformacion 
1  hane  not  oifended  I  tnist 
If  it  be  sadly  disenst 
It  were  no  gentle  guyse 
Tbta  treatise  to  dispise 
Bec&nse  I  baoe  writen  and  sayd 
Honoar  of  this  fejrre  mayd 
Wherfore  sbould  i  be  blamod 
Tbat  I  Jane  named 
And  fismoosly  prodamed 
She  is  wortby  to  be  enroid 
Witb  letters  of  golde. 
Car  elle  Tault. 

Per  me  lanrigemm  Britonnm  Skeltonida  Tatem 
Łaodłbos  eximiis  merito,  hssc  redemita  pudla  est 
Fonnosam  cecini  qua  non  formosior  ulla  est; 
Pormosam  potius,  qoam  commendaret  Homeras 
Sic  juTat  interdum  rigtdos  recreare  labores 
Nec  minas  boc  tttalo^tersa  Minenra  mea  est 
Rien  ąne  plaisere. 

Tbus  endeth  the  boke  of  Philip  Sparow,  and  hcre 
ibloweth  an  adicion  madę  by  master  Skelton. 

Tbb  gjrse  now  a  dayes 
Of  8ome  ianglyng  iayes 
Is  to  discommend 
That  they  cannot  amend 
Tboagh  they  wold  spend 
Ali  the  wyttes  they  baue 

What  ayle  them  to  deptane 
Phillip  Sparowes  grane 
His  dirige:  ber  commendacion 
CaB  be  no  derogacion 
Bat  myrth  and  oonsotacion 
Mada  by  proteataoioii 


No  man  to  miscontent 
With  Phillippes  enterement 

Alas  that  goodly  mayd 
Why  sbould  she  be  afrayd 
Why  sbould  ahe  take  sbame 
That  her  goodly  narae 
Honorably  reported 
Sbould  be  set  and  sorted 
To  be  matriculate 
With  ladycsofestabe 

I  coniure  the  Philip  Sparow 
By  Hercules  that  hel  dyd  harów 
And  with  a  veaemous  arów 
SIcwe  of  the  Epidaures 
One  of  the  Centaures 

Or  Onocentaures 
Or  Hipocentaurius 
By  wbose  might  and  mayne 
A n  hart  was  slayne 
Witb  homcB  twayne 
Of  ^littering  gold 
And  the  appels  of  goid 
Of  Hesperides  withbold 
And  with  a  dragon  kept 
Thal;  neuer  roore  slept 
By  marcial  strengtbe 
He  xvan  at  length 
And  slue  Gerion 
With  thre  bodies  in  one 
With  mighty  corage 
Araunted  the  ragę 
Of  a  lyon  sanage 
Of  DjTomedps  stable 
He  brought  out  a  rabie 
Of  coursers  and  rounses 
With  leapes  and  bounses 

And  with  mighty  lugging 
Wrestlyng  and  tuggyng 
He  piucked  the  bul 
;By  the  homed  skul 
And  oiFred  to  CornoCepia 
And  so  forth  per  cetera 

Also  by  Ecates  bower 
In  Plutus  gastly  tower 
By  the  vglye  Eumenides 
That  neuer  haue  rest  nor  ease 

By  the  venemous  serpent 
That  in  hel  is  neuer  brente 
In  Lema  the  Grekes  fen 
That  was  engendred  thea 

By  Cbemeras  flamei 
And  all  deadly  names 
Ofinfemal  posty 
Where  soules  fry  and  roity 

By  the  stigial  flood 
And  the  streames  wood 
Of  Cocitus  botumles  wel 
By  the  feryman  of  hel 

CaiDn  with  his  beard  horę 
Tbat  roweth  with  a  rude  ore 
And  with  his  fore  top 
Gideth  bis  bote  witb  a  prop 
I  conture  Philip  and  cal 
In  the  name  of  king  Saul 
Primo  regum  expresse 
He  had  the  Phitonesse 
To  wy  tchecraft  her  to  dres 
'  And  by  her  abusions 
And  damnable  iliusions 
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Otmenieyloas  conclusions 
And  by  her  supenticioDS 
ADd  wonderful  coodtcions 
She  raysed  vp  in  that  stede 
Samael  tbat  was  deade 

But  whetber  it  were  so 
He  were,  idem  id  numero 
The  belfe  same  Samuel 
Huw  be  it  to  Saule  dyd  he  tell 
The  Pbilistines  shald  him  ascry 
And  the  next  day  he  shoald  dye 
I  wil  my  seif  dischaiiEpe 
To  lettred  men  at  large 

But  Philip  I  coniure  thee 
Now  by  these  names  three 
Diana  in  the  woodes  j^ne 
Łuna  that  so  bryght  doth  sbyne 
Proserpina  in  heli 
That  tbou  sbortły  tell 
And  shew  now  vnto  me 
What  the  cause  may  be 
Of  this  peq;>lexitie 

Interiity  Phillippe  Scroupe,  pulcbra  Johanna, 
Instanter  perlit,  cur  nostri  carminis  illam 
Nunc  pudor,  est  sero,  minor  est  infamia  vero» 

Tban  suche  as  haue  disdayned  ' 
And  of  thys  worke  complayned 
I  pray  God  tbey  be  payned 
No  worse  than  is  contayned 
lu  yerses  two  or  three 
That  folcwe  as  ye  may  see 

loride  cur  liror  Tolucris  pia  ftinera  domnas 
Talia  te  rapiant,  rapiunt  quae  fata  yolucrum 
Est  tamen  invidia  mors  tibi  continua 


fKET.TON  ŁACREATE  AGATMST  A  COMEIY  COYS- 
TKOWNB  THAT  CUR10W8ŁY  CHAUNTYD  ANU 
GABRY9HLY  COWNTRED,  AMD  MADŁY  IN  HYS 
MUSIKES  M01UCY8HŁY  HADE,  AGAYMST  THE  IX 
1IUSI8*0P  POUTIKB  POEMS  ANO  PUETTYS  MA- 
TRICUŁAT. 

,    Or  all  nacyons  vnder  the  Heuyn. 

These  frantyke  foolys  I  hate  most  of  oll. 
For  thougfa  they  stumble  in  the  sinnes  scuyn. 
In  peuyshnes  yet  they  suapper  and  fali. 
Whicbe  men  the  vfii  deadly  sius  cali. 
This  peuysh  proud  this  prender  gest. 
When  he  is  well  yct  can  be  not  rcst. 

A  swete  soger  lofe  and  sowre  bayards  bun. 
Besumdele  lyke  in  formę  and  shap 
The  one  for  a  duke  the  otber  for  dun. 
A  maunchet  for  Moreli  theron  to  snap. 
His  hart  is  to  hy  to  haue  any  hap. 
But  fur  in  his  garoe  ut  carp  tbat  he  can. 
Lo  Jak  wold  be  a  jentylman. 

Wyth  hey  troly  loly  lo  whip  herc  Jak. 
Alumbek  sodyldym  syllorym  ben. 
Coryowsly  be  can  buth  counter  and  knak 
Of  Martyn  Swart  and  ail  bys  mery  men. 
Lord  how  Perkyn  is  proud  of  his  Pohen. 
But  ask  wher  be  fyodyth  among  his  monacordes. 
An  holy  water  clark  a  ruler  of  lordes. 

He  can  not  fynd  it  in  rule  nor  in  space. 
He  solfyth  to  baute  bys  trybyll  is  to  hy. 


He  braggytb  of  his  byrth  that' borne  was  fal  bace 
Hys  musyk  withoute  inesure  to  sharp  is  bis  my. 
He  trymmyth  in  his  tenor  to  counter  pirdewy. 
His  discant  is  be.«y  it  is  withoute  a  mene. 
To  fot  is  his  fantsy  his  wyt  is  to  lene. 

He  lumbryth  chi  a  lewde  lewte  roty  bulle  joyse. 
Kumbill  downe  turobil  downe  hey  go  now  now. 
He  fumblyth  in  his  fyngertng  an  Tgly  good  noise. 
It  semyth  the  sobbyng  of  an  old  sow. 
He  wold  be  madę  moch  of  and  he  wyst  how. 
Wele  spęd  in  spyndels  and  turning  of  tauellys. 
A  bungler»  a  brawler,  a  pyker  of  ąuardlys. 

Comely  he  clappyth  a  payre  of  clauycordys. 
He  whystelyth  so  swetely  he  makyth  me  tq  swet 
His  discant  is  dashed  fuli  of  disconies 
A  red  angry  man  but  easy  to  intrete. 
An  rBsber  of  the  hall  fayn  wold  I  get. 
To  poynte  this  proude  page  a  place  and  a  rome 
For  Jak  wold  be  a  jentilman  that  late  was  a  grome 

Jak  wold  jet  and  yet  Jyll  sayd  nay. 
He  counteth  in  his  conntenaunce  to  check  whick 

the  best. 
A  malaperte  medler  that  pryeth  for  his  pray 
In  a  dysh  dare  he  rush  at  the  rype&ty 
Dreraing  in  dumpys  to  wrangiil  and  to  wrest. 
He  findetb  a  proporcion  in  bis  prycke  songe. 
To  drynke  at  a  draught  a  larg  and  a  long 

Nay  iape  not  with  hym  he  is  no  smal  fole 
U  is  a  solemnpne  syre  and*  a  solayne. 
For  lordes  and  ladyes  leme  at  his  scol^ 
He  techyth  them  so  wysely  to  solf  and  to  iayne 
That  neither  they  singe  wel  prike  song  nor  plain 
This  docter  Dellias  commen&yd  in  a  cart. 
A  master,  a  mynstrel,  a  fydler,  a  fSeut. 

What  though  ye  can  cowntcr  Castodi  nos. 
Ar  wel  it  becomith  yow  a  parysh  towne  ciarkę. 
To  syng  Snpinitati  dedit  segros 
Yet  berę  ye  not  to  bold  to  braule  ne  to  bark 
At  me,  that  medeled  nothing  with  youre  wark. 
Correct  first  thy  selfe,  walk  and  be  nought 
Deme  what  you  list  thou  knowist  not  my  thougbt. 

A  prouerbe  of  old  say  well  or  be  stilU 
Ye  are  to  vnhappy  occasion  to  fynde. 
Uppon  me  to  clater  or  els  to  say  yll. 
Now  haue  I  shcwyd  you  part  of  your  proad  mind 
Take  this  in  woilh  the  best  is  behynde. 
Wrytcn  at  Croydon  by  Crowland  in  the  Ciay. 
On  Candelmas  euyn  the  Kalendas  of  May. 

FINIS. 


Contra  alium  Cantitantem  &  Organisantem 
Asinum,  qui  impugnabat  Skeltonida 
Pierium,  Sarcasmos. 

pRiEPONBMDA  meis  non  sunt  tuaplectra  camoenis. 

Nec  quantum  nostra  fistula  clara  taa  est 
Sspe  licet  lyricos  modularis  arundine  psałmos. 

Et  tremulos  calamis  conctnis  ipse  modoy: 
I2uamvis  mille  tuus  digitus  dat  carmine  plausns, 

Nam  tua  quam  toa  yoz  est  mage  docta  manus: 
2uamvis  cuncta  ftuiis  tumida  sub  mente  soperbas» 

Gratior  est  Phoebo  fistula  nostra  tamen. 
Ergo  tuum  studeas  animo  deponere  fastum, 

Et  yiolare  sacrum  de^ne  stulte  virum.  ' 
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fnŁTOH  ŁAURKAT  VPP01f  A  DBBDMAWS  HBD 
TUAT  WAS  SBNT  TO  HYM  FROM  AN  HONOR- 
ABŁB  JBNTIŁ  WOMAlf  FOR  A  TOKBN,  DEUYSYD 
THIS  G08TŁY  MBIMTACIOM  IN  ENGŁY8H,COUEN- 
ABŁB  IB  SENTBNCE  COMEMDABŁB,  LAMENT- 
ABŁE,  ŁACRIMABŁB,  PROFITABŁB  FOR  TUB 
•ODŁE. 

YouRE  vgly  tokyn. 
My  myńd  hath  brokyn, 
From  worldiy  last. 
For  I  baue  dyscust. 
We  are  but  dust, 
And  dy  we  must 

It  18  generall 
To  be  mortall. 
.  1  baue  well  espyde 
Nd  man  may  bym  byde: 
Witb  sinnews  wyderyd, 
From  detb  holów  eyed. 
Witb  bony 8  sbyderyd, 
Wilh  bys  worme  etyn  maw. 
And  hi8  gastly  jaw, 
Gaspyng  asyde, 
Kalcyd  of  byde, 
Keytber  flesh  not  fell. 

Then  by  my  councell, 
Loke  tbat  ye  spel, 
Weil  thys  gOKpell. 
For  wber  so  we  dwell, 
Deth  w  ii  os  qwell. 
And  wtth  U8  melL 

For  all  our  pamperde  pauncbis 
Tber  may  no  frauiicbys, 
For  worldiy  blys, 
Redeoie  vs  from  this, 
Ouro  days  be  datyd, 
To  be  chek  matyd, 
^ith  drawttys  of  detb, 
Stoppyng  oure  bretb^ 
Oure  eyen  synkyng, 
Oure  bodys  stynkyng, 
Oure  gummys  grynnyng. 
Oure  soulys  bryunyng. 
To  whom  then  sball  we  sew. 
For  to  baue  reskew, 
But  to  swete  Jesu, 
On  YS  then  for  to  rew. 

O  goodly  cbild, 
Of  Mary  mylde, 
Tben  be  oure  shylde. 
Tbat  w«  be  not  exyld. 
To  the  dynę  dale, 
Of  botemłes  bale, 
Nor  to  tbe  lakę, 
Of  fendys  blake. 

But  graunt  vs  grace 
To  8e  tby  face. 
And  to  purcbace, 
Thyne  henenly  place. 
And  tby  palące. 
Foli  of  solące. 
Ąboue  tbe  sky, 
That  is  so  hy.    Etenially. 
To  bebolde  and  se. 
The  Trynyte.    Amen; 

Mirres  tous  y. 


rienty  of  yll  of  goodnes  skant, 

Ye  rayll  at  ryot  recheles. 

To  prayse  yoare  porte  it  is  nedeles. 

For  all  yonr  draffe  yet  and  youre  dreggyt. 

As  well  bonie  as  ye  fuli  oft  tyme  beggys. 

Why  so  koy  and  fuU  of  skórne. 
Myne  horse  is  sold  t  weoe  you  say. 
My  new  furryd  gowne  włien  it  is  wome. 
Put  vp  youre  purs  ye  sliall  non  pay. 
By  crede  I  trust  to  se  the  day. 
As  proud  a  pohen  as  ye  sprede. 
Of  me  and  other  ye  may  baue  nede, 

Though  angelyk  be  youre  smylyng. 
Yet  is  youre  tong  an  adders  tayle. 
Fali  lyke  a  scorpyon  styngyng. 
All  those  by  whom  ye  haue  anayle. 
Qood  raastres  Annę  tbere  ye  do  shayle. 
What  prat&  ye  praty  pyggys  ny, 
I  truste  to  quyte  you  or  i  dy. 

Youre  key  is  metę  for  euery  lok. 
Youre  key  is  commen  and  hangytb  owte. 
Youre  key  U  redy  we  nede  not  knok. 
Nor  stand  long  wrestyng  there  aboute. 
Of  youre  doi^gate  ye  haue  no  doute. 
But  one  tbyng  is  that  ye  be  lewde. 
fiolde  youre  tong  uow  all  be  shrewde. 

To  mastres  Annę  that  farly  swete, 
Tbat  wonnes  at  the  key  in  Temmys  strete. 


THE  BORE  OF 

THREE  FOOLES 


WOMANIIOD  wanton  ye  want. 
YQur  medeUiig  ipafitrea  iB  manerlei* 


M.   8KEŁT0N    POETĘ    ŁAUREATE,    GAUB   TO    W 
LORD  CARDYNAŁŁ. 

THE  FYR8T  FOOŁB. 

The  man  that  doth  wed  a  wyfe 
For  her  goodes  and  ber  rychesse 
And  not  for  lygnage  femynatyfe 
Procnrefh  doloure  and  dystresse 
With  infynyte  payne  and  henynesse 
For  she  wyli  do  bym  moche  sorowe 
Bothe  at  euyn  and  at  morowe. 

THE  8BC0ND  FOOŁB. 

The  dartes  ryght  cursed  of  enuye 
Hath  rayned  sythe  tbe  worlde  begaa 
Whłche  bryngeth  man  euydently 
Into  the  bondes  of  Satban 
Wberfore  he  is  a  dyscrete  man 
That  can  eschewe  tbat  euyll  synne 
Where  body  and  soule  is  lost  ia 

THE  THYRD  FOOŁB. 

Dyuers  by  Toluptuousnes 
Of  woroen  the  which  be  present 
Be  brought  in  to  ftill  great  dy  stres 
Forgettyng  rertues  escellent 
Of  God  the  whych  is  permanent 
And  suiTreth  themsdfe  to  be  bonnde 
In  cordes  as  it  were  a  hounde. 

CoMEhyther  and  take  thisboke  and  redetherein 
for  your  lemyng  with  clere  iyen,  and  loke  in  this 
boke  that  sheweth  you  folysh  fooles,  without  wyt 
or  vnderstanding  Pecunyous  fooles  that  bee  aua- 
ryce,  and  for  to  baue  good  tyme,  and  to  lyu-^ 
meryly,  weddeth   tbese  olde  wyddred   womc 
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whych  hath  tackes  fuli  of  Dobles,  claryfye  here 
yoiir  syghte,  and  ye  shal  know  wbat  gopdnes 
commetb  thcrby^and  wbatjoye  and  gJadneg  Śome 
tbere  be  tbat  babandonetb  tbemselfe  for  to  gather 
togyther  tbe  dongę  that  yssueth  of  tbeyr  asscs 
arse,  for  to  fynde  euermorc  gresc,  it  is  grete  foly 
trulye,  bat  yet  tbe  yon;$e  man  is  morę  fulyssher, 
tbe  wbicbe  weddetb  an  okle  wyfe,  for  to  haue  ber 
golde  and  syluer.  I  say  that  he  is  a  great  foole 
tbat  taketb  anne  olde  wyfe,  for  ber  goodes  and  is 
BDUcb  to  blame 

They  tbe  wbicbe  do  so,  |rrocuretb  all  trybula- 
tions.  For  with  ber  he  sball  neither  haue  ioy,  re- 
creacłon,  nor  rest.  He  noryssbetb  stryfes,  and 
greatedebatea,tboQghte,payne,  anguybbe,  and  me> 
lancoly.  And  yf  be  wolde  accomplysbe  tbe  workes 
of  maryage,  bee  may  not,  for  shee  is  so  debylyte 
culde,  %-npropyoe,  ynnatorall,  and  Yndytcurrente, 
for  tbe  coldenes  tbat  is  in  her.  The  husbande  of 
tbis  olde  wyfe  batb  nonę  esperaunce  to  haue  iyg- 
nage  by  ber,  for  he  neuer  loaed  ber.  Tbe  nian  is 
a  Tery  foole  tp  make  bis  demoraunce  vpon  such  au 
olde  wife,  wban  be  thinketb  somtime  vpon  bucb 
thynges,  he  leseth  bis  uaturall  with,  in  cursynge 
hymselfe  morę  tben  a  M.  tymes  with  the  golde  and 
tbe  syiuer,  audthe  cursed  hasarde  of  tbrtane.  And 
wben  be  seetb  bis  poore  lyfe  in  such  dystresse,  his 
hert  is  all  oppressed  with  mclancholy  and  dolour, 
hut  wban  tbe  vnbappye  man  sfcetb  that  it  is  force 
and  that  bee  is  constraynetb  to  haue  patience,  he 
putteth  his  cure  to  -draw  to  bym  tbe  niuney  of  tbe 
olde  wyddred  troman  in  makyng  to  her  glade 
chere.  And  whan  bee  batb  the  money  and  tbe 
bagge  wytb  nobies,  God  knowetb  wbat  cbere  he 
makethy  wythoute  tbynkinge  on  tbem  that  gatber- 
cth  it  And  when  he  hath  spente  al,  be  is  morę 
Tnhappyer  tban  bee  was  before,  yf  tbat  the  foole 
be  vnbappye,  it  is  well  ryghte,for  bee  batb  wedded 
auaryce,  mother  of  all  euylles,  yf  bee  had  taken  a 
wyfe  that  had  ben  fayre  and  yong,  alter  his  com- 
.plection,  he  had  not  fallen  iilto  so  great  a  u  incon- 
nenience.  It  is  wryten  in  auncient  bokes  that 
hee  whiclie  weddcth  a  wyfu  by  auaryce,  and  not 
for  to  haue  lygnage,  hath  no  cure  of  the  honestie 
of  matr)'moi)ye,  and  thyoketh  fuli  euyll  on  bis 
conscience,  Tbe  unyon  of  maryage  is  decaycd,  for 
Tnder  tbe  coloure  of  good  and  loyall  maryage  is 
wedded  auaryce  as  we  se  euery  day  by  experience 
through  tbe  world  Aud  one  wil  haue  a  wife, 
and  that  bee  markę  his  to  be  demaundcd  in  mar}'- 
age,  they  will  enquyre  of  his  ryches  andconninge. 
And  on  tbe  other  syde  he  wyl  demaunde  great 
goodes  with  her,  to  norysshe  brr  with.  For  and 
her  father  and  mother  and  frepdes  haue  no  greate 
r^cbes,  he  wj^ll  not  of  her.  But, and  she  be  rycbe 
•  hee  demaundeth  nonę  other  tbiiige.  It  is  wrytten 
that  one  were  bctter  haue  bis  bouse  in  dcserte, 
wheras  no  meucion  shoulde  be  of  bym,  thenne  to 
bidę  with  such  wyues,  for  they  be  replete  with  all 
cursedncs.  And  tbe  porę  foole  breketh  bis  bearte, 
he  loseth  his  soule  and  corrompeth  his  body.  He 
selleth  his  youth  \'nto  the  olde  wife  tbat  weddeth 
her  for  auaryce,  and  hath  bat  noyse  and  discen- 
tión,  in  v&yng  his  lyfe  tbus  in  synne  Consydre 
you  fooles  .what  soruytude  ye  put  your  self  in, 
when  ye  wedde  such  wyues.  I  pray  you  be  chast 
if  that  ye  wyl  lyue  without  vnhap.  My  frends 
wbicbe  be  not  in  tbat  hande,  put  you  not  tberin, 
and  yee  sbalbe  well  happy  Notwithstanding  I  de- 
fcnde  yoa  not  to  mary  but  I  exhorte  you  to  take 


a  wyfe  tbat  ye  may  haue  progeny  by,  md  uheB 
bodely  and  gostly,  and  thmby  to  wyn  the  ioyaa 
of  paradyse. 

.  Of  BNirrE,  THE  SECONDB  FOOŁB. 

Approchb  you  foly  she  enuyoas,  tbe  which  can 
say  no  good  by  tbem  tbat  ye  hate,  come  and  ae  in 
tbis  booke,  youre  peruerte  and  euyll  condycions. 

0  enoy  tbat  deuoureth  tbe  condycions  of  men,  and 
dyssypers  of  bonour.  Tbou  makeat  to  haue  rauis- 
shynge  beartes  famysbed,  tbou  brennest  the  de- 
•yres,  and  sleeth  the  soole  in  the  ende,  thoa  en- 
gendrest  the  darte  enuyronned  with  mischefe  that 
whiche  traueyleth  diuers  folket.  Cursed  foole 
bow  hastę  tbou  thy  heart  ao  replete  with  crueltie, 
for  if  I  haue  temporall  goodes  tbou  wilie  haue 
enuye  therat,  or  if  tbat  I  can  worke  well,  and  that 

1  apply  mee  vnto  dyuers  thynges  the  wbicbe  be 
bonest,  or  if  tbat  I  haue  castels,  landes,  and  tene- 
mentes,  or  if  that  I  am  exalted  ynto  bonoure  by 
my  science,  or  won  it  by  my  bardynes  trucly  and 
iustlye,  or  if  that  I  am  beloued  by  dyuers  persoas 
whiche  reclaymetb  mee  good  and  rertnoas,  and  of 
a  noble  courage,  tbou  wylt  yilepande  me  with  thy 
wordcs,  tbou  wottest  neuer  in  wbat  maner  tbou 
mayst  adnycbell  minę  bonour,  Thy  małicious  bert 
is  hurt  with  a  mortall  wonnde  in  such  wise  that 
tbou  hastę  no  ioye  nor  solące  in  tbis  world,  for 
the  darte  of  Enuye  perceth  thy  herte  lyke  a  spere. 
Tbou  hast  wylde  lycoure,  the  wbicbe  maketh  aU 
thy  sftomacke  to  be  on  a  flambe.  There  is  no 
medicyne  that  maye  hele  thy  mortall  wounde.  I 
beynge  in  a  place,  where  as  myne  bonoure  wma 
magnyfyed,  tboughte  for  to  haue  taken  alyaonce 
with  an  odyfferaunt  Aoure,  but  all  sodaynely  1  wat 
smyten  with  a  darte  of  eitaye  behinde  my  backe, 
wherthrotighe  alltbo  that  were  on  my  party« 
tnmed  tbeyr  backes  upon  me,  for  to  agpree  to  one 
of  Venu8  dissolate  seruantes,  procedynge,  frome  a 
beartc,  enuenyroed  with  enuye.  Wherfore  I  shall 
specyfye  vnto  you  tbe  condycyons  of  tbe  enuyous, 
who  that  holdeth  bym  of  the  subgectes  of  enuye, 
she  constytueth  to  deuoure,  and  by  te  euery 
bodye:  gyuynge  Tnhappes  and  myseries  mto  ber 
sentauntes.  Suche  folkes  dotb  the  innocente  a 
thousande  wronges.  They  be  replenyssbed  with 
so  many  treasons,  tbat  they  can  not  ślepe  in  their 
beddes,  they  haue  nu  swetc  cantyclcs  nor  songes. 
They  haue  tbeyr  tongcs  bonyed  with  swete  worda 
vnder  the  coloure  of  luuc,  they  be  lene,  and  infecte 
of  ryguure:  these  enuyous  morę  bytterer  thenne 
the  gali  of  the  fyshe  glauca,  wyth  tbeyr  eyen  bę- 
boldipge  a  trauers  of  stomackes  chaufed  syntiU 
lously,  and  without  these  moutbes  as  the  Tyne  that 
is  newe  cut,  they  be  eiiuyroned  with  n^e  aud 
greate  anguyssbe,  beboldy  nge  euermorc  to  destroy 
some  body.  Coiiceyue  the  history  of  Joseph  ia 
your  myndes,  tbe  which  had  vii.  bretbren  tbat 
were  enuyous  against  him  whieh  was  the  yongesto 
and  solde  bym  Tnto  the  marcbauntes  of  Egypte  by 
enuy,  and  betraycd  him.  The  which  were  de« 
lybeńcd  of  a  longe  time  to  haue  destroyed  him. 
These  enuious  neuer  laughe,  but  whan  some  good 
man  hath  domage  upon  the  see  or  lande,  or  at  the 
disfbrtune  of  some  body,  lie  drynketh  his  bioud  as 
milkę.  Notwitbstandinge,  his  heart  is  euer  en* 
braccd  with  enuy,  and  as  longe  as  he  lyuetb  it 
bball  gnawe  his  bert.  Hee  resembletb  vnto  Ethna 
whiche  brenneth  ałwayes.  As  of  Romulua  anci 
Remus  bis  brotber,  the  whiche  Romulos  edefyed 
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first  Romę,  aod  gaae  it  to  name  Romę,  after  his 
owne  name.  Nenerthelei  they  were  pastours  for 
they  establyshed  lawes  in  tbe  citie  And  Romulus 
puntshed  euerye  body  eqally.  He  dyd  iostytute 
lymittes  or  markes  aboute  the  citie,  and  ordeyned 
that  be  that  passed  the  lymyttes  shald  be  pat  to 
deatb.  His  brotber  passed  them,  wherfore  be  was 
put  ynto  deatb  iucontinente  in  tbe  same  place. 
Wee  redę  aiso  bow  Cayme  slewe  bis  owne  brother 
by  eouye.  Haue  we  not  ensample  semblablye  of 
Atreiit,  of  whom  his  brother  occupyed  the  parkę, 
bow  well  Łbat  they  were  in  the  realme  strooge  and 
pnyisaunte,  for  to  defende  tbem.  It  was  Thesius 
that  expulsed  his  brotber  oute  of  the  realme  by 
enuy,  and  was  called  agayne  bycause  that  he  had 
takeo  the  parkę,  and  fynally  was  banyshed,  and 
by  enaye  and  Toder  the  colour  of  peace  be  was 
sent  for.  And  wben  hee  was  commcn  vnto  a  feast, 
be  madę  bis  two  chiidren  for  to  be  rested,  and 
madę  theim  to  drjmke  their  bloude.  O  what 
honroure  was  it  to  see  his  twoo  chiidren  dye  that 
were  so  dyscrete  ?  In  lykewise  Ethiocles  by  bis 
brethren  recejmed  great  enormyties  by  that  cursed 
enuye.  O  thou  prudeut  man  if  thou  witt  be  dis- 
crete,  good,  and  wise  fiye  from  enuy,  and  tbon 
shalt  finde  tby  selfe  sounde  of  body  and  soule. 

OF  THE  VOŁUPTUOU8]|E9  CORPORAŁŁ 
THB  THIRD  FOOLB. 

Rtchtb  faeartdy  1  besecbe  you  folyssbe  and 
lecherous  people,  that  it  will  pJease  you  for  to 
come  aiłd  make  a  litell  collacion  in  this  booke,and 
if  there  be  any  thlnje,  that  I  can  do  for  you,  I  am 
a!l  yoors  botb  body  aud  goodes,  for  tnielye  I  baue 
an  ardaunce  desyrc  to  doo  you  some  meditorious 
dede,  bicanse  that  I  baue  euer  frequented  your 
servyce. 

Nowe  herken  what  I  haue  found  you  cautenous 
women.  Tbey  that  the  pappes  be  sene  all  naked, 
their  hejnre  combed  and  trussed  in  dyuers  places 
meraeylonsly  be  ▼nreasonable  fooles,  for  they 
dresse  theim  like  yoluptuous  barlottes  that  make 
theyr  heyre  to  appere  at  theyr  browes  yalowe  as 
fine  golde  madę  iii  iytel  tresses  for  to  dra  we  yonge 
ibike  to  theyr  loue.  Some  for  to  baue  their  goodes 
presenteth  to  theim  their  beddes  for  to  take  their 
camaU  desires.  And  after  that  they  haue  taken 
all  their  disportes,  they  pili  theim  as  an  onion. 
The  otber  for  to  haue  their '  plesiores  mondayne 
cheseth  theim  that  we  loue  best  and  maketh  syg- 
nyfyaunce  to  theim  sayeng  that  she  is  anamoured 
OD  theim.  Thou  art  a  verye  idyot  so  to  abandone 
thy  selfe  rnto  the  ryle  synne  oF  lecherye,  for  thou 
lettest  thy  selfo  be  wrapped  therein,  lyke  as  a 
caife,  or  a  sbepe  is  bounde  in  a  corde.  In  suche 
wise  that  ye  can  not  Tuby ode  youre  selfe.  O  foole 
hare  aspecte  vnto  that  whiche  thou  commyttest 
for  thou  puttest  thy  poore  soule  in  great  daunger 
of  damnation  etemall,  thou  puttest  tby  goodes, 
thyne  ynderstandinge,  and  thy  joy^  vnto  dolorous 
pndicłon  for  all  that  yee  bee  in  your  worldly  plea- 
snres,  yet  it  is  mengled  with  dystres,  or  with 
°*yi^ry>  greate  thoughte  or  melancoly.  I  re- 
<|ttyre  tbee  leoe  thy  woridłye  pleasures  that  en- 
dareth  no  lenger  then  the  grasse  of  the  feelde  Yf 
you  haoe  ioye  one  oniy  momeute  thou  shalt  haue 
twayne  of  sorow  for  iL  We  redę  of  Sardanapakis 
that  for  his  lecherye  and  lybidinosite  fell  into  beli, 
^  whicbe  put  himselfe  i  u  the  guise  of  a  poore 
wiMBan,  his  men  seinge  bym  so  obstinate  in  that 


vile  sione,  slewe  him,  and  so  fynished  hee  bisdayes 
for  folowinge  of  his  pleasauuce  mondayne.  The 
soueraigne  Creatour  was  morę  puyssaote  thenne 
this  wretched  sinner,  let  vs  not  apply  our  selfe 
therto  sith  that  hee  punysheth  sinners  so  asprely, 
but  with  all  our  bertea  enforce  we  our  selfe  for  to 
resist  againste  tbat  vyle  and  abhomynable  sinne 
of  łechef)',  the  whiche  is  so  fuli  of  enfeccion  and 
byttemes,  for  ii  distayneth  tbe  soiile  of  man:  fle 
frome  the  foolisshe  women  that  pyłleth  the  loners 
vnto  the  harde  bones,  and  you  abal  be  beloued  of 
God  and  also  of  tbe  worlde. 


EN-  PARLEMENT  A  PAJM8. 

JusTiCE  est  morte  &  Teritć  sommeille, 
Droit  &  raison  sont  allez  aux  pardons 
Les  deux  pfvmiers :  Nul  ne  les  resifeille, 
£t  les  demiers,  sont  corrumpus  pardons. 

Out  of  Frenche  into  Latine. 

Abstulit  atra  di  es  Astneam:  cana  fides  sed 
somno  prejisa  jacet:  jus  iter  arripuic. 

Et  secum  ratio  proficiscens  limite  luiigo. 
Nemo  duas  primas  evigilare  parat, 

Atque  duo  postrema  absunt,  &  uumera  tantum 
Impediunty  nequeuntque  remcari  domum. 

Out  of  Latine  into  Englysbe 

Justice  nowe  is  dead, 
Trouth  with  a  dronsy  head. 
As  heyy  as  the  leed 
Is  leyd  downe  to  ślepe. 
And  bidythe  no  kepe 
Aod  ryght  is  euer  fidlowf 
Gon  to  seke  halows 
With  reason  to  gidder 
No  man  can  tell  whether 
No  man  woU  vndertake 
The  fyrst  twayne  to  awake: 
And  the  tweyoe  laste 
Be  withholde  so  faste 
Wyth  mony,  as  men  sayne 
They  can  not  come  agayne. 


EPITAPRE. 


This  tretise  dery  sed  it  is 

Of  two  knaues  somtyme  of  dyt. 

Though  this  knaues  be  deade 
Fuli  of  myschiefe  and  queed 
Yct  where  so  euer  they  ly 
Theyr  nanieś  shall  neuer  dye. 

COMPENDWM  DE    DUOBUS  FERSIP^L- 

LIBUS 

JOHN  JATBERD  ET  ADAM  ALIAS  A  KNAUE  DEQVB 
IŁŁORUM  NOTI88IMA  YIUTATB. 

A  DBVOUTB  TRBNTAŁB  FOR  OŁD  JOHN  CŁARKB, 
80MBTYMB   TllE  HOLY  PATRIARKB  'OF  Oli. 

Sbqc:itur  trigentale 
Tale  quale  rationale 
Licet  parum  curiale 
Tamen  satis  est  formale 
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ToaoDis  derę  homkitfl 

CujuBdaminaltiiDoniis 

Joannis  Jayberd  qai  Tocatnr 

Clerc  cleribus  nuncupatur 

Obiit  sanctus  i«te  pater 

Anno  domini  M.D.  Sexto 

In  parochia  de  dis 

Non  erat  sibi  similis 

In  malicia  yir  insignis 

Dup]ex  corde  &  bilinguis 

Senio  confectus 

Omnibus  suspectus 

Nemini  dilectus 

Sepultus  est  amooge  the  wedes 

God  forgeue  bym  his  mysdcdeft 

Dnice  meloff 
Penetrans  Celos. 

Carmina  cum  cannis 
Cantemus  festa  Joannis 
Clerke  obiit  vere 
Jayberde  nomenque  dedere 
Dis  populus  natus 
Clerke  cleribus  estque  yocatua 
Hic  vir  caldeus 
Nequam  yfr  cen  Jebuseus 
In  Cbristnm  Domini 
Fremuit  de  morę  cameli 
Rectori  proprio 
Tam  verba  retorta  Ioqaendo 
Unde  resultando 
fiuss  acheronta  boando  tonaret 
Nunquam  sincere 
Solitus  sna  crimina  ffere 
Cui  małe  lingua  !oquax 
fius  djcax  mendaxque  fuere 
Et  mores  tales 
Resideat  in  nemine  quales 
Carpens  viŁales 
Auras  torbare  sodales 
'  £t  cines  socias 
Asinus  mulus  velut  &  bos 
Omne  smim  studium 
Rubiara  pictum  per  amictum 
Discolor  &  ▼ictum 
Faciens  semper  maledietom 
Ex  intestinis  ovium 
fius  boumque  caprorum 
Tendens  adque  forum 
Fragmentum  coiłigit  horum 
Dentibus  exemptis 
Mastłgat  cumąue  polentis 
Łanigerum  caput 
Aut  TaccsB  mugientis 
Su  id  petis  ?  hic  sit  qul8 
John .  Jayberd.    Nicolas  de  dis 
Cui  dum  ▼ixerat  is 
Sociantur  iurgia  vis  lis 

Jam  Jacet  hic  starkę  deed 
Neuer  a  toth  in  his  heed 
Adieu.    Jayberd  adue 
I  faith  dtkkon  thou  ćrue 
Fratres  orate 
For  this  knauate 
By  the  holy  rode 
Dyd  neuer  man  good 
1  pray  you  all 
And  pray  shall 
At  this  trentall 
Ou  knees  to  fali 
To  the  fote  baa 


Wiih  fili  the  blak  hcnAm 
For  Jayberdes  sowie 

Bibite  multum 
£cce  sepultum 
Sub  pede  stultnm 
Asinum  &  mulum 
The  deuiil  kis  his  culum 
Wit  hey  cowe  nimbelowe 
Rumpopulorum 
Per  omnia  secula  seculoruni* 
Amen. 

Requiem,  &c. 
Per  Predericum  Hely 
Fratrem  de  Monte  Carmeli 
Sui  condunt  sine  sale 
Hoc  devotum  trigintale 
Yale  Jayberd,  Talde  małe. 
Finis. 

Adam  Uddersale.  alias  dictna 
Adam  all.  a  knaue  his  epitapb. 
Foloweth  deuoutly, 
He  was  somtime  the  holy 
Baillyue  of  dis. 

Ofdia. 

Adam  degebat 
Dum  vixit  ialsa  gerebat  ^ 

Namque  extorquebat 
Quicquid  nati^us  habebat 
Aut  liber  natus.    Rapidus 
Lupus  inde  rocatus. 
£cclc$iiamque  satus 
De  belial  iste  Pilatus 
Sub  pede  calcatus 
Yiolauit  nunc  Tiolatos 
Perfidus  iratus 
Numquam  fuit  ille  beatus 
Uddersall  stratus 
fienedictus  est  spoliatus 
Improbus  inflatus 
Maledictus  jam  laoeratuf 
Sis  tibi  baccatus 
Balians  praedominatus 
Hic  fuit  ingratus 
Pprcus  Ttflut  insaciatus 
Pinguis  crassatus 
Vclut  Agag  fit  reprobatus 
Crudeli$que  Cacus 
Baratro  pęto  sit  tumulatus 
Belsabub  his  soule  sanę 
Sui  jacet  hic  likea  knaue. 
Jam  scio  mortuus  est 
£t  jacet  hie  like  a  best. 

Anima  eiu% 

De  mało  in  pejus.    Amen, 

De  dis  hsBC  somper  erit  camena, 
Adam  Uddersall  sit  anathema. 

Auctore  Skelton  i-ectore  de  dis. 

Finis,  &c.  Apud  Trumpinton  scriptor  per 
curatnm  ejosdrm  quinto  die  Januarij  anno  donkiai 
secundum  computat.  AngliaB  M.D.YII. 

Adam  Adam  ubi   es.      Genesis  R.  ubi  nulla 

reąuies.  CJoh. 

Ubi  nullus  ordo,  sed  scmpitemus  horror  iahabiuttl 

Finis. 

Diligo  ru^icum  cum  portant  bis  duo  quantui^ 
£t  cautant  delos  est  miłii  dulce  nielos. 
ł.  Caaticum  dulorosum* 


BEDEL  QUONDAM  BELTAL. 


SOS 


UMENTATtO  URBJS  NOBWICEN, 

O  ŁACHRIM08A  loes  nimis  O  ąnilm  flebile  fatam 

Igoibiis  exo6ł9  urbs  Teoeranda  mis 
Fulmina  8ive  Jo^is  siTeyltiina  fota  Tocabant 
'       Yułcani  rapidis  ignibus  ipsa  peris 
Oa  decus  oq  partio  specie  pulcherima  dudum 

Urbs  NonriceDsis  labitar  in  cineret       [ponami 
Urbs  tibi  qaid  rderam?  breviter  tibi  pauca  it- , 

Prospera  raro  manent,  utere  sorte  tua. 
Perpetaam  mortale  nibil,  sors  omnia  yersat,^ 

Urbs  miseranda  vale,  sors  miseranda  toa  est. 

Skeiton. 


TfUnSSIMDS  SC0TU8  DUNDA8  AŁŁEOAT  CAUOA8 
COKTRA  AJIGŁIGENAS  CAUDATOS  AN0Ł08,  SPOR- 
CISSIME  SCOTB  QUID  EFFERS?  EFFRONS  E9, 
QUOQUB  SONS:  MBNDAX, TUA  SPURCAQUE  BUCCA 
IST. 

Angłiccs  a  tergo 

Caudam  g«rit. 

Est  caDis  etfgt},        « 

Aoglice  caudate 

Cape  caudam 

Ne  cadet  a  te 

£x  cause  caude 

Maoet  Anglica 

Gens  sire  laude. 

Slcelton  Dobilis  poeta, 

Diffamas  patriam  qua  dod 
est  melior  usąaam 

Cum  cauda  p!audis  dum 
possis  ad  hostia  pultes 

Mendłcans  mendicas  eris, 
meDdaxque  bilinguis, 

Scabidus.  hornbilis,  quem 
▼ermes  sexque  iiedalet 

Corrodunt  misere,  miseres 
genus  est  maledictum. 

Gup  Scot.  ye  biot, 

Laudate  Caudate 

Set  in  better 

Thy  pentameter 

Tbis  Dundas 

This  Scottisbe  as 

He  rymes  and  rayles 

That  Englishmen  baue  taiłeś. 

Skeltonus  laureatus, 
Anglicus  iiatus, 
ProYocat  musas 
Contra  Duadas 
Norpacissimum  Scotum, 
Undique  notiim, 
Rusticd  fotum 
Yapidfe  potam, 

Skeiton  laureat 
After  this  ratę 
Defendetb  with  his  pen- 
All  Englisb  men. 
Agayti  Dundas 
The  Scottisbe  asse 
Shake  thy  tayle  Scot  lyke  a  cur, 
For  thou  beggest  at  euery  mannes  dur. 
Out  Scot  1  sey 
Oo  sbake  tby  dog  hey 
Dundas  of  Galaway 
With  thy  versyfyeng  roylef 
How  tbey  baue  tuyles. 
TOŁ.  II. 


By  Jetu  Christ,  fids  Soot  thou  lyest. 

But  befaynd  in  our  bose 

We  berę  there  a  rosę 

For  tby  Scottysbe  nose, 

A  spectacle  case 

To  couer  tby  face 

With  tray  deux  ase 

A  tolman  to  biot 

A  rougb  foted  Sc»t 

Duodas  sir  knaue 

Why  doste  thow  deprsue, ' 

This  royall  reame, 

Whose  radiant  beame 

And  rducent  light 

Thou  hast  in  despite 

Thou  donghyll  knyght 

But  thou  lakest  might 

Dundas,  dronken,  and  drowsy 

Skabed  scurvy  and  lowsy 

Of  Tnbappy  generacion 

And  most  vngracious  nacion. 

Dundas  that  dronke  asse 

That  ratis  and  rankis 

That  prates  and  prankes 

On  huntley  bankes  « 

Take  tbis  our  tbankes 

Dunde  bar, 

Walkę  Scot 

Walkę  sot 

Rayle  not  to  far. 


ADttONITIO  SKEŁTONIS  UT  OMNR8  ARBORBS 
YIRIDI  ŁAUREO  CONCEDANT, 

Praxinus  in  siKis,  altis  in  montibus  ornus 

Populus  in  fluviis,  abics  patulissima,  fagus 
Lenta  salix,  platanus  pinguis,  flculnea  ficus, 

Glandifera  &  quercus,  pirus,  esculus,  ardua 
Basamus  exudan89  oleaster,  oliva  Minenrie,  [pinus, 

Juniperus,  buxus,  lentiscus  cuspide  lenta 
Botrigera,  &  domino,  yitis  gratissiińa,  baccho, 

Ilex  &  steriliS}  labnista  palosa  colonis, 
Mollibus  exudans  fragrantia  thura  sabeis 

Thus  redolens,  arabis  panter,  notissima  mirrba. 
Et  vos  O  corili  Aragiles,  humileique  mjrricae 

'  Et  vo8  O  cedri  redolentes,  tos  quoque  myrti. 
Arboris  omne  genus  yiridi  concedite  Lauro. 

Prenes  en  gre.    The  Laurelle. 

Diligo  rusticnm  cum  portant  bis  dno  quantum 

Et  cantant  delos  est  mibi  dulce  melos 

1.  Canticum  dolorosnm. 


IK  BEDBLŁ  QU01f  DAM  BEŁIAŁ  INCARNATUK,  DE- 
VOTUM  EPITAPHIUM. 

IsMAŁ  ecce  Bedel,  non  mel,  sed  ft],  sibi  des  el. 

Perfldus  Achitophel:  Lnridus  atque  lorell : 
Nunc  olet  iste  Jebał.  Nabal.  S.  Nabal  ecce  Ribaldus 

Omnibus  exo8U8  atque  perosus  erat. 
In  plateaque  cadens  animam  spiravit  olcto^ 

Presbyteros  odiens  sic  sine  mente  ruit 
Discite  tos  omnes  quid  sit  Yiolare  sacratoa 
-  Presbyteros,  quia  sic  corruit  iste  canis. 
Cocitus  cni  sic  petus  per  Tartara  totus 

Sit  pęto  promotus  Cerberus  huncque  voret 
At  mage  sancta  tamen  mea  musa  precabitur  atros 

Hos  lemuresque  eat  sic  Bedel  ad  superos 
Non  eat,  immo  ruat,  non  scandat  sed  roage  tendat^ 

Inque  caput  pneceps  mox  Acberonte  petat. 
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BedeL  Suanta  malignatus  est  initoieui  in  nDCtum. 

Psal.  73. 
Mortus  cst  asinus 
Sui  vivit  multum 
Hic  jacet  barbarus 
^  The  deuill  kys  hifl  całun.     Amen. 
Hanc  voIo  trauseribas,  traiiscriptam  moxque  re- 
mittas  pagllaum:  qui  Nunt  qui  mea  ecnpta  sciuut 

Redde.  i  '^j^"^  ^^'^  ""°^  ^"^  ™^1'^  cuncta  fremunt 
*  i  Igiturquia8uutqui  bona  cuncta  premunt 
Nec  tamen  expaveo  de  fatuo  labio 
Kec  multum  paveo  de  scolido  Rabuio. 


POETA    SKEŁTON    ŁAUREATUS    ŁIBEŁŁUM    fiUUM 
IlETRICE  AŁOQUITDR. 

Ad  dominum  properato  meum  mea  pag^ina  Percy 

2ui  Northumbrorum  jura  paterna  gerit, 
Ad  natnm  celebris  tu  prona  repone  leonis, 

Suaeque  suo  patri  tristia  justitia. 
Ast  ubi  pertegit  dubiam  sub  mente  volutet, 

Fortunam  cuncta  que  małe  fida  rotat, 
Sui  leo  8łt  felis  &  Nestoris  occupet  annoa, 

Ad  libitum  cujus  ipse  paratus  ero. 

8KEŁTON  LAUREAT  TPON  THE  DOUŁOURS  DETBB 
AND  BfUCHE  ŁAMEHTAIIŁE  CHAUNCE  OF  THE 
MOST  HONORABŁE  ERŁE  OP  NORTUUMBEA- 
ŁANDE. 

1  WAYŁE,,  I  wepe,  I  sobbe,  1  sigh  fulsore 
The  dedely  fiite.  tlie  dolefuUe  desteny 
Of  h3rm  that  is  gone,  alas  without  restore 
Of  the  bloud  royall  descending  nobelly 
Whołc  lordshyp  doutles,  was  glayne  lamentably 
Thorow  treson,  again  bim  compassed  and  wi-ought 
Trenr  to  his  prince,  in  woi-d,  In  dede,  and  thought 

Of  heuenly  poems.  O.  Clyo  caldeby  name 
In  the  colege  of  musis  goddes  hystoriall 
Adres  the  to  me  whicbe  am  botb  halt  and  lame 
Jfn  elect  Tteraunce  to  make  memoryall 
To  the  for  souccour  to  the  for  h^lp  I  cali 
Minę  homely  rudnes  and  dryghnes  to  expe]l 
With  the  freshe  waters  of  Eiyconys  well. 

Of  noble  actes  aunciently  enrolde 
Of  famous  pryncis  and  lordes  of  astate 
By  thy  report  ar  wout  to  be  extold 
Regest ringe  trewLy  euery  formare  datę 
Of  thy  bounte  after  the  ysuall  mte 
Kyndell  in  me  suche  pienty  of  thy  nobles 
Tbese  sorowfolle  dites  that  I  moy  shew  expie8. 

In  sesons  past  who  hath  herde  or  sene 
Of  fonnar  writyng  by  any  presidente 
That  vilane  hastarddis  in  their  furious  tene 
Fuifylled  with  malice  of  frofraid  entente 
Confetered  togeder  of  cominion  concente 
Falsly  to  flee  theyr  moste  singuler  god  lord 
It  may  be  regestrede  of  shamefall  recorde. 

• 

So  noble  a  man  so  Taliaunt  lord  and  knyght 
PttUlUed  with  honor  as  all  the  wold  doth  ken 
At  his  commaundment  which  had  both  day  and 

nyght 
Knyghtes  and  sqayerB:  at  euery  season  when 
He  calde  vpon  them,  as  mentall  housfaould  men 


Werę  not  these  commons  vncarteis  kailis  of  kind 
To  sio  their  owne  lorde :  God  w^  not  in  their 
mynd 

And  were  not  they  to  blame  I  say  also 
That  were  aboute  him  his  one  serrants  of  trost 
To  suffre  him  aluyn  of  his  mortall  fo 
Fled  away  from  bym  let  hym  ly  in  the  dust 
They  bodę  not  tiil  the  reckenyng  were  discust 
Wbat  shuld  I  flatter  what  shuld  1  glosę  or  paint 
Fy  fy  for  shame  their  hartet  were  to  faint. 

Iji  England  and  Fraunce  which  gretly  was  re« 

douted 

Of  wbom  both  Flaunders  and  Scotland  stode  in 

To  whom  great  estates  obeyed  and  lowted  [drede 

A  mayny  of  rude  villayns  madę  hym  for  to  blede 

'Unkyndly  they  siew  him,  that  holp  them  oft  at 

nede 
He  was  their  bulwark  their  paues  and  their  waXL 
Yet  sbamfully  they  siew  bym  that  shame  mot 

them  befal 

I  say  ye  coraoners  why  wer  ye  so  stark  mad 
What  frantyk  frensy  fyll  in  your  brayne 
Where  was  your  wit  and  reson  ye  sbould  have  had 
What  wilful  foly  madeyow  to  rysę  agayne 
Your  naturall  lord:  alas  I  cannot  fayne 
Ye  armyd  you  with  will,  and  left  your  wit  behynd 
Well  may  you  be  called  comones  most  rnkynd. 

He  was  your  chefteyne  your  shelde  your  chef 
Redy  to  assyst  you  in  euery  time  of  nede  [deieuce 
Your  worshyp  depended  of  hiaexceUence 
Alas  ye  mad  men  to  far  ye  did  excede 
Your  hap  was  vnhappy  to  ill  was  your  spede 
What  moued  you  againe  him  to  war  or  to  fyght 
What  alyde  you  to  sle  your  lord  agayn  all  ryght 

The  ground  of  bis  quarel  was  (br  bis  souerain 
The  well  conceming  of  all  the  hole  lande       [loid 
Demandyiig  suche  duties  as  nedes  most  acord 
To  the  ryght  of  his  prince  which  should  not  be 

withstand 
For  whose  cause  ye  siew  him  with  your  owne  band 
But  had  his  noble  men  done  wel  that  day 
Ye  had  not  bene  able  to  haue  sayd  him  nay 

But  ther  was  fals  packing  or  els  I  am  b^ylde 
How  be  it  the  mater  was  euydent  and  playne 
For  if  they  had  occupicd  their  spere  and  their 

shildc 
This  noble  man  doutles  had  not  bene  slayne 
But  men  say  they  wer  lynkcd  with  a  double  chaine 
And  held  wUh  the  comones  vnder  a  cloke 
Which  kindeled  the  wild  fyr  tbat  madę  al  this 

smoke. 

The  commons  renyed  ther  taxes  to  pay 
Of  them  demaunded  and  asiked  by  the  kynge 
With  one  voice  importune  they  ptainly  sayd  nay 
They  buskt  them  on  a  bushment  themselfe  in 

baile  to  bring 
Agayne  the  kyngs  pleasure  to  wrestle  or  to  wring 
Bluntly  as  bert  is  with  boste  and  with  crye 
They  sayd  they  forsed  not,  nor  carede  not  to  dy. 

The  noblenes  of  the  north  this  yaliantloid  and 
knight 
As  man  that  was  Innocent  of  trechery  or  traine 
Presed  forth  boldly  to  withsUnd  the  myght 
And  lyke  marciall  Hector  he  faught  them  •gaynft 
Yygorously  vpon  them  with  migbt  and  with  maina 
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Trustjng  in  noble  men  that  were  with  him  Łhere 
Bot  al  they  fled  from  hym  for  falsbode  or  fere. 

Baroncs,  knyghtes,  sąuiera  and  all 
Together  with  seruauntes  of  his  famuly 
Tarned  Łheir  backe,  and  lei  their  master  fal 
Of  whome  they  counted  not  a  flye 
'     Take  yp  whose  wold  for  ther  they  lei  him  ly 
Alas  his  goldy  his  fee,  his  annual  rent 
UpoD  suche  a  sort  was  i  ile  bestowd  and  spent. 

He  was  enuirond  aboute  on  euery  syde 
With  his  enemyes,  that  wer  starkę  mad  and  wodę 
Te  while  he  stode  he  gaue  tbem  woandes  wyde 
Alias  for  mtb  what  thoughe  his  mynd  wer  gode 
His  corage  manly,  yet  ther  he  shed  his  blode 
Al  left  alone  alas  be  fougbte  in  vayne 
For  craelly  among  them  ther  he  was  slayne. 

Alas  for  pite  that  Percy  thas  was  spylt 
The  famous  erle  of  Northumberland 
Of  knyghtly  prowes  the  sword  pomel  and  hylt 
The  royghty  lyon  douttcd  by  se  and  lande 
O  dolorous  chaunce  of  fortunes  froward  hande 
What  man  remem  bryng  ho  w  shamfully  he  was 
Ftom  bitter  weping  himself  cun  resŁrain.     [slaioe 

O  cmell  Mars  thou  dedly  god  of  war 
O  doloroas  tcwisday  dedicate  to  thy  name 
Wben  tbou  shoke  thy  sworde  so  noble  a  man  to 
O  groand  Tngracioas  vnhappy  be  thy  famę   [mar 
Whicb  wert  endyed  with  redę  bloud  of  the  same 
Most  Dobie  erle :  O  foule  mysuryd  groand 
>  Wbereon  he  gat  his  finall  dedely  wounde. 

O  Atropos  of  the  fatall  sytters  iii. 
Goddes  most  cniel  vnto  the  lyfe  of  man 
AU  merciles  in  the  is  no  pite 
O  homicide  whicb  fleest,  all  that  thou  can 
80  (oFcibly  vpon  this  erle  thou  ran 
That  with  thy  sword  enharpit  of  mortall  drede 
Tbou  Idt  asonder  perfight  vitall  tbrede. 

My  wordei  unpullysht  be  nakide  and  playne 
Of  Aureat  poemstbey  want  ellumynynge 
Bot  by  tbem  to  knowlege  ye  may  attayne 
Of  this  lordes  dethe  and  of  his  mnrdrynge 
Whicb  whiles  he  lyred  had  foyson  of  euery  thing 
Of  knights  of  squyerB  chyf  lord  of  tonre  and  towne 
Tyli  fykkell  fortunę  began  an  hym  to  frowne 

Paregall  to  dukes  witb  kynges  he  might  compare 
Surmountiuge  in  honor  all  erlis  he  did  excede 
To  all  coantreis  aboute  him  reporte  me  I  dare 
Lyke  to  Eneas  benigne  in  word  and  dede 
Valiant  as  Hector  in  euery  marciall  ntide 
Prodent,  discrete,  circumspect  aud  wyse 
Tyl!  the  chaunce  ran  agayne  hym  of  fortunes  du- 
ble  dyse. 

What  nedeth  me  for  to  extolI  his  famę 
With  my  rude  pen  enkankered  all  with  nist 
Whose  noble  actes  show  worshiply  his  name 
Transendyng  for  myne  homly  mtise,  that  muste 
Ttt  somwhat  wright  sapprised  with  berty  hist 
Trały  reportyng  his  right  noble  estate 
Immortaily  wbiche  is  immacolate. 

His  noble  blodc  neuer  destayned  was 
Trew  to  bis  prince  for  to  defend  his  ryght 
Doblenes  hatyng,  ftils  matters  to  compas 
Treytory  and  treasoń  he  banysht  out  of  syght 
With  trath  to  medle  was  al  hisholl  delight 


As  all  his  countrey  can  testy fy  the  same 
To  fle  suche  a  lorde  alas  it  was  great  shame. 

If  the  hole  qnere  of  the  musis  nyne 
In  me  all  onely  wer  set  and  compryscd 
Enbretbed  wUh  the  blast  of  influence  deoynę 
As  perfytly  as  could  be  tbdught  or  deuised 
To  me  also  all  though  it  were  promised 
Of  Laureat  Phebus  holy  the  eloquenoe 
All  were  to  lytell  for  his  magnificence 

O  yonge  lyon  but  tender  yet  of  age 
Grow  and  encrese  remembre  thyn  csŁate 
God  the  assyst  unto  thya  herytnge 
And  geuetbe  giace  to  be  morę  fortunate 
Agayn  rebellyones  arme  Łbe  to  make  debatę 
And  as  the  lyone  wbiche  is  of  bestes  kynge 
Unto  thy  subiectes  be  curtcis  abd  benygne 

Ipray  God  sende  the  prosperous lyfe  and  long 
Stable  thy  mynde  constant  to  be  and  fiist 
Ryght  to  mayntayn  and  to  r^:ły8t  all  wronge 
AU  flateryng  faytors  abbor  and  from  the  cast 
Of  fotilf^  detraction  God  kepe  the  from  the  blast 
Let  double  delyng  ii^the  haue  no  place. 
And  be  not  lyght  of  credence  in  no  case. 

With  heuy  chere,  with  dolorons  hart  and  mynd 
Sche  man  may  sorow  in  his  inward  thought 
This  lords  death  whose  pere  is  bard  to  fyod 
Al  gife  Englond  and  Fraunce  were  thorow  sanght 
Al  kynges,  all  princes,  al  dukes,  well  they  ought 
Both  temporall  and  spiritoal  for  to  complayne 
This  noble  man  that  crewelly  was  slayne. 

Morę  specially  barons  and  those  knyghtes  bold 
And  al  otiier  gentilmen  with  him  enterteyned 
In  fee:  as  menyall  men  of  his  housotd 
Whom  he  as  lord  worwbyply  mainteyned 
To  sorowful  weping  they  ought  to  be  constreined 
As  oft  as  thc*y  cali  to  theyr  rcmembraunoe, 
Of  ther  good  lord  the  fate  and  dedely  chaunce.' 

Perlese  Prince  of  Heven  emperyall 
That  with  one  word  formed  al  thing  of  noughte 
Heven,  heli,  and  erthe,  obey  unto  thy  cali 
Which    to    thy   resemblaunce    wondersly   hast 

wrought 
All  mankynd,  whom  thou  fuli  derę  hast  bougbt 
Witb  thy  bloud  precious  our  flnaunce  thou  did  pay 
And  vs  redemed,  from  the  fendys  pray 

To  the  pray  we  as  Prince  iucomparable 
As  thou  art  of  mercy  and  pytę  the  well 
Thou  bring  unto  thy  joye  eterminable 
The  soull  of  this  lordc  from  all  daunger  of  beli 
lu  endles  blys  with  the  to  byde  and  dwell 
In  thy  palące,  aboue  the  orient 
Where  thou  art  Iiord,  and  God  omnipotent. 

O  3uene  of  mercy,  O  Lady  fuli  of  grace 
Mayden  mosfpure  and  Ooddes  moder  dera 
To  sorowful  haites  chef  comfort  and  solące 
Of  all  women  O  flowre  withont  pere 
Pray  to  thy  son  aboue  the  sterr  is  clera 
He  to  Youcbsafe  by  thy  mediacioo 
To  pardon  thy  seruaunt  and  bryngeto  taluacioa 

In  joy  triumphaunt  the  heuenly  gerarohy 
With  all  the  hole  sorte  of  fthat  glorious  place 
His  soull  mot  receyue  in  to  theyr  company 
Thorow  bounty  of  hym  that  formed  all  soIac« 
Wel  of  pite,  of  mercy,  and  of  grace 
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The  Fathcr,'the  Sonn,  nnd  thc  Holy  Ghost 
In  Tnnitate  one  God  of  mygfats  moste. 

Non  s;ipit  Immanis  qui  certom  ponere  rebu^ 

SpetD  cupit  est  hoiińnum  raraque  ficta  fides 
Tetrasticoii  Skciton  laureati  ad  inagistriini  Riikshaw 

Sucrse  theologis  egregtum  professorem 
Arcipe  nunc  douium  doctor  celeberrime  Rukshaw 

Carmina:  de  calamo  quse  cecibere  meo. 
Et  quaqua  placidis  non  sunt  niodiilata  carmenis 

Sunt  tamen  ex  nostra  pectore  prompta  pio. 
Yale  felieitcr,  viroruni  laudatissim^. 

FINI8. 


ELEGIA 

IN  SERENISSIMiE  PRIKCIPIS  ET  DOM INiC  DOMINiC 
MARGARliT.C  NUPER  COMlTISSiB  DE  OARB\ 
STRENUISSIMI  RBGIS  IIENRJCI  SEPTIIAI  M ATRIS 
FUNEBRE  MINISTERItM.  PER  8KEŁT0NIDA 
ŁAUREATUU  ORATOREM  REGIUM  XVI.  MENSI8 
AUGUSTI.     ANNO  SAŁUTI8  H.D.XVI. 

AsPiRATE  ikieis  elegis  pia  turma  sororum, 

Et  Margaretaot  coilacriniate  piam. 
Hac  sub  mole  latel  regis  celcberrtma  mater 

Uenricl  magni,  quem  locas  iste  foTet; 
Suem  locas  iste  sacer  celebri  celebrat  Poliandro, 

lilłus  en  genitrix  hac  tumulatur  humo; 
Cul  cetlat  Tanaquil  (Titus  lianc  super  astra  re- 

Cedat  Pcnelope  carus  Ulyssis  amor.      [portat) 
Hec  Abigail  velut  Hester  erat  pietate  secunda,    . 

£n  tres  jam  proceres  nobilitate  pares : 
Pro  domina  precor  implura  pro  principe  tanta 

Flecte  deum  precibus  qui  iegis  hos  apices. 
Plura  referre  pigct  calamus  torpore  rigescit, 

Dormit  Mecsenas,  negligitur  probitas 
Ncc  juvat  aut  modicum  prodest  nunc  ultima  versu 

Facta  recensere  (mortua  mors  reor  est) 
Sueris  quid  decus  est?    decus  est  modo  dicier 
hircum 

Cedit  honos  hirco,  cedit  honorque  capro. 
Fallcns  ipse  Charon  itenim  surrexit  Abyron 

Et  stygios  remos  desplcit  ille  tuos. 
Vivitur  ex  voto:  mentis  pi-aerordia  tangunt 

Nulla  sepulcra  ducum  nec  monumenta  patnim; 
Non  regum  non  ulla  hominum  labentia  fato 

Tempora  nec  totiens  mortua  turba  rucns. 
Hunc  statuo  certę  periturae  parcere  carts 

Ceu  Juvenali8  ovat  cximtus  satirus. 

Dłfiticon  execrationis  in  fagolidoros 
Sui  lacerat,  violat,  ve  rapit  prssens  Epitoma 
Hunc  laceretąue  voret  Cerberus  absąue  mora. 


Calon.  Agaton.  cum  Areta.  Re  in.  Pa. 
Hanctecum  śtatuasdominum(precor)d  sator  orbis, 
Suo  regnas  rutilans  rex  sine  fine  manens. 

ORATOR  REGIUB  SKBLTONI8  ŁAUREATU8  IN 
8INOUŁARE  MERITISSIMUMQ ;  PRiBCONlUM 
NOBIŁI8SIMI  PRINCIPIB  HENRICI  8BPTIM1  NU- 
PER 8TRENUIS8IME  REGIS  ANGLIE  HOC  EPITA- 
PIIIUM  EDiDIT.  AD  SINCERAM  CONTEMPŁA- 
TIONEM  REVERENDI  IN  CRI8TO  PAtRIS  AC  DO- 
MINI DOMPNl  JOMANNI8  I8ŁIP  ABBATI8  WEST- 
MONA8TER1J  OPTIME  MERITI  ANNU  DOMINI. 
M.D.XII,PRIDIED«>lfINI  ANDREE  AP08T0Ł1,&Ć. 

Tristia  melpomeoes  cogor  modę  plectra  sonare 
Hos  elegos  foveat  Cintbius  iUe  meos 


Si  quas  fata  movent  lacrimas:  lacriińare  rideret 

Jam  bene  maturum  si  bene  men  te  sapis 
Fios  Britonum,  regum  speculum  Salamonis  imago 
.  Septimus  Henricus  mole  sub  hac  tęgi  tur, 
Puuica^  dum  regnat  (redolens  rosa  digna  vocań 

Jam  jam  marcescit  ceu  levis  umbra  fogit) 
Multa  novercanti8  fortunas  multa  faTentis 

Passus:  &  infractus  tempus  utrumque  tulit 
Nobilis  Anchises,  armis  metuendus  Atrides, 

Hic  erat:  hunc  Scoltus  rex  timuit  Jacobus. 
Spiramenta  animae  vegitans  dum  vescitur  aura 

Francorum  populus  conticait  pavidus. 
Inmensas  sibi  divitia$  cumulasse  quid  borres 

Ni  cumulasset  opes  foite  Britannia  Iva8 
Urgentes  casus  tacita  si  mente  roiutes, 

Vix  tibi  suificerct  aurea  ripa  Tagi 
Ni  sua  te  probitas  'consulta  mente  laborant ' 

Rexi8set  satius:  vix  tibi  tuta  salus; 
Sed  quid  plura  cano^  meditans  quid  plura  yoluto 

2uisque  vigil  sibi  sit  mors  sine  legę  rapit? 
Ad  dominum  qui  cuncta  regit  pro  principe  tanto 
Fundę  preces  qułsquis  carmina  nostra  Iegis. 

Vel  mąge  si  placeat  honc 
Hunc  timuit  Jacobas 
Scottonim  dominus 
2uł  sua  fata  luit 
Sucm  leo  candidior 
Rubeum  necat  ense  lecoem 
Et  jacet  vsque  modo 
Non  tumulatus  humo. 
Refrigerii    sedem    quieti8    beatitudinem   laminis 
habeat  claritatem. 

AMEN. 


EULOGIUM 

PRO  8UORUK  TEMPORUM  CONDICIONB  TAMTK 
PRINCIPIBUS  NON  INDIGNUM  PER  8KEŁTONIDA 
ŁAUREATUU  ORATOREM  REGIUM. 

Hue  pia  Calliope  perpera  mea  casta  puella. 

Et  mecum  resona  carmina  plena  deo, 
Septimus  Henricus  Britonum  memorabilis  heros, 

Anglica  terra  tuns  magnanimns  Priamus: 
Attalus  hic  opibus  rigidus  Cato,  clarus  Acestes 

Sub  gelido  clausus  marmore  jam  recubit 
Hic  honor  oninis  opes,  probitas  sic  gloria  regum 

Omnia  nutabunt  mortis  ad  imperium.    [obi»tas  ? 
An.8:lia    num    lacrimas :    rides :    lacrimare  quid 

Dum  vixit  lacrimas:  dum  raoritur  jubilas. 
Canta  tamcn  penses,  dum  vixerat  Augligencnsea 

Yibrabant  enses.  bella  nec  ulla  timent. 
Undique  bella  f)remuiit  mmc  undique  prelia  sur- 

Noster  honor  solus  filius  ecce  suus;  [jT''!^^ 

Noster  honor  solus  qui  pondcra  tauta  subire 

Non  timet:  intrcpidus  arma  gerenda  vocat, 
Arma  gerenda  vocat  (superi  sua  cepta  secundent) 

Ut  quatiat  Pallas  i£gida  sepe  rogat. 
.Sors  tamen  est  yersanda  diu  sors  vltima  belli 

Myrmidonum  dominus  matre  silente  ruit; 
Et  quem  non  valuit  validi8  superare  sub  armis 

Mars?  tamen  occubuit  insidiis  Paridis 
Nos  incerta  quidera  pro  certis  ponere  rebus 

Arguit,  &  prohibet  Delius  ipse  pater 
Omnia  sunt  hominum  dubio  labentia  fato^ 

Maite  aikb  incerto  militat  omnis  homo. 
Omne  decus  nostrum,  nostra  &  spcs  unica  tantomy 

Jam  bene  qui  regnat  hunc  Joris  umbra  tegat 
Ut  quamris  mentem  labor  est  inhibere  valeatem, 

Pauca  tamen  llceat  dicere  pace  sua; 


A  TREATISE  BETWENE  TROUTH  AND  INFORMATION. 


309 


Pace  tua  liceat  mtbi  nunc  tibi  dicere  pauca. 
Dulce  meum  decus,  &  sola  Britanna  salus. 

Summa  rti  nostrae  remanet  celeberrime  princeps^ 
In  te  precipoo.  qai  modo  sceptra  geris. 

Si  tibi  fata  iavent  precor  atque  precabor 
Anglia  tunc  plaude  sin  minus  ipse  vale. 

PoHcronitudo  Basileos. 

TETRASTICON   YERITATIS. 

Felix  quł  bustum  torniasŁi, 

Rex  tibi  cuprum, 
Auro  si  tectus  fueras, 

Fueras  spoliatus, 
Nudus  prostratus, 

Tanta  esŁ  rabioso  cupido, 
Undique  nummorum 

Rex  pace  precor  requiesca9.  Amen. 

FINIS. 


IN  THB  FŁBETE  IHADE  BY  ME  ^WILLIAM  CORNISIIE 
OTHERWI8B  CAŁŁED  NYSHEWflETE  CHAPBI^ 
MAN  WITH  THE  MOST  FAMOSB  AND  NOBLE 
BYMG  HENRY  THE  VII  .H19  REYGNE  THE  XIX. 
YBRE  THE  MONETH  OF  JVŁY. 

A  TREATISE  BETWENE  TROUTH,  AND 
INFORMATION. 

A.  B.  of  E.  how.  C.  for.  T.  was.  P.  in  P. 
Prologu  e. 

THE  HOOŁE  CONTENT. 

The  knowlege  of  God,  passy tii  comparison 

The  deuill  knowith  all  ii  thiitg,  consentod  or  done 

And  man  knoweth  nothing,  sauo  oniy  by  rcason 

And  reason  in  man,  is  diuerse  of  operation 

How  can  then  man  be  parfite  of  coiriii(*ion 

For  reason  shall  so  reason  tbat  sointyinc  among 

A  man  by  Information  may  ryhgte  w.sly  do  wrong 

GPSPELI. 

The  anctorised  gospel  and  reason  holdeth  ther- 
with 
Whose  litterall  sence  agreith  to  the  fore  seyng 
Suł  ambulat  in  tenebris  nescitquo  vadit 
Now  moralyse  yefartberand  peyse  thecontriuyng 
I  meane,  bytwene  trowthand  sotele  conueynge 
Who  gothe  in  the  darke,  must  stumble  amonge 
Blame  neuer  a  blynd  man,  thou  he  go  wronge. 

EX  AMPLE. 

A  juge  to  the  jury  nedes  must  gcuc  credenre 
How  vhat  yf  they  purposc  fals  inaters  to  compase 
The  jodge  must  procede  yet  in  him  non  oOence,  • 
For  as  they  gcuc  verdit,  the  iugement  must  passe. 
But  wher  tbe  faulte  is,  non  dormit  Judas 
For  by  fals  informacion  many  tymes  amonge 
Rigbt  shalbe  rewled  and  the  righteouse  sbal  do 
wroug 

EUEŁL  INFORMATION. 

But  woo  to  suche  informers  who  they  be 
That  makrtb  their  malice  the  mater  of  the  power 
And  cruelly  without  conscicnce  right  or  pity 
Disgorgith  tbeyr  venome  under  that  colowre 
Alas  not  remembryng  their  soules  doloure 
When,  dios  illa,  dies  ire,  shalbe  their  songe 
Ite  maledicti,  take  that  for  your  wronge. 


A  PARABLE  BBTWBN  INFORMACTON  AND  MU8IKE. 

THE  £XAMPŁES. 

Musike  in  his  melody  requireth  true  soundes 
Who  setteth  a  song,  should  geue  him  to  armony 
Who  kepeth  true  his  tuenes  may  not  pas^  hissonds 
His  alteracions  and  prolacions  must  be  pricked 

treuly 
For  musike  istrew  though  minstrels  maketh  may  stry 
The  harper  careth  nothing  but  rcward  for  his  song 
Merily  soundith  his  moutb  when  his  tong  goth  all 

of  wrong. 

THB  HARPE. 

A  harpe  geueth  soundc  as  it  is  setta 
Tlie  łtarper  may  wrest  it  vntunablye 
Yf  he  play  wrong  good  tunes  he  doth  lettc 
Or  by  mystunyng  the  vfry  trcw  amionye 
A  harpe  well  playde  on  shewyth  swete  melody 
A  harper  with  his  wrest  maye  tune  the  harpe  wrong 
Mystunyng  of  atiiustrumeut  shal  hurt  a  true  songe 

A  SONGE. 

A  songe  that  is  trewe  and  ful  of  swctncs 
May  be  euyll  songe  and  tunyd  amyse 
The  songe  of  hy  m  selfe  yet  neuer  the  les 
Is  true  and  tunable,  and  syng  it  as  it  is 
Then  blame  not  the  song,  but  markę  wel  this 
He  that  hath  spit  at  another  mans  songe 
Will  do  what  hecan  to  haue  it  song  wronge. 

A  CLARICORDE. 

The  elaricord  hath  a  tunely  kynde 
As  the  wyre  is  wrested  hye  nnd  łowe  , 

So  it  tucnyth  to  the  player»  niynde 
For  as  it  is  wrested  so  must  it  nedes  showe 
As  by  this  reson  ye  may  well  know 
Any  instrument  mystunyd  shall  hurt  a  trew  song 
Yet  blame   not  the  ciaricord  the  wrester  doth 
wrong. 

A  TROMPET. 

A  trompet  blowen  hye  with  to  bard  a  blast 
Shal  cause  him  to  vary  from  the  tunable  kynde 
But  he  thatbioweth  to  bard  umstsuage  at  the  łasi 
And  fayne  to  fali  lower  with  a  temperat  wynde 
And  then  the  trompet  the  true  tune  shall  fynde 
For  an  instrument  ouer  wynded  is  tuned  wrong. 
Blame  nonę  but  the  blower,  on  himit  is  longe. 

TRUE  C0UN9EŁŁ. 

Who  plaieth  on  the  harpe  he  should  play  trew 
Who  syngetha  songe,  let  his  voice  be  tunable 
Who  wresteth  the  claricorde  mystunyng  eschew 
Who  bloweth  a  trompet  let  his  wind  be  mesurable 
For  instruraents  in  them  self  be  fermę  and  stable 
And  of  trouth,  wołd  trouth  to  euery  roanes  songe 
Tune  them  then  truły  for  in  them  is  no  wronge. 

COLOURS   OF  MU8YKE. 

In  musyke  I  haue  learned  iiii  colours  as  this 
Blake,  ful  blake,  verte,  and  in  lykewyse  redde 
By  these  colours  many  subtill  alteracions  ther  is 
That  wil  begile  one  tho  in  cuning  he  be  wel  spęd 
With  a  prike  of  indicion  from  a  body  that  is  dede 
He  shal  try  so  his  nombre  with  swetnes  of  bis  song 
That  the  eare  shalbe  pleased,  and  yet  he  al  wronge* 


THE   PRACTI9ER. 

I  pore  man  vnable  of  this  science  \o  skyll 
Sau«  litel  practisc  I  haue  by  experience 
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I  meaiM  but  trouŁh  and  of  good  will 

To  reinembre  Łbe  doers,  tbot  Tseth  such  offenoe 

Not  one  sole,  but  generally  in  sentence 

By  caase  I  can  skyil  of  a  litle  songe 

To  try  Łhe  tnie  coixle  to  be  knoweD  from  the  wropg. 

TRKVTH. 

Yet  trouŁh  was  dronrnde  he  not  sanke 
But  Btill  dyd  flecte  aboue  the  watcr 
Informacion  had  played  bym  suche  a  pranke 
That  with  power  the  porę  had  lost  his  mater 
Bycause  that  trouthe  begane  to  clater 
Infonnacion  hatb  taught  bym  to  solfe  his  songe 
Paciens  parforce,  content  you  with  wronge. 

TRUTH. 

I  assayde  theis  tunes  me  thought  them  not  swete 
The  concordes  were  notbyuge  masicall 
I  called  roasters  of  musike  canyng  and  discrete 
And  tbti  first  prynciple  wbose  name  was  Tuballe 
Guido  Boice,  John  de  Murris,  Yitryaco  and  them 
Iprayed  them  of  belpeof  tbis  combrons  songe  [al 
Priked  with  foroe  and  leŁtred  with  wronge. 

TRUB  ANSWERB. 

Tfaey  sayd  ]  was  horce  I  might  not  synge 
My  voice  is  to  porę  it  is  not  awdyble 
Informacion  is  so  caryous  in  his  chauntynge 
That  to  berę  the  trew  plainsong,  it  is  not  posible 
His  proporcions  be  so  bard  with  so  highe  a  qua- 

trible  [bound 

And  the  playn  song  in  the  margyn  so  craflely 
Tbat  the  true  tunes  of  Tuball  can  not  haue  the 

nght  sounde. 

TRCTUE. 

Weil  quod  treuth,  yet  ones  I  trust  verely 
To  bave  my  voyce  and  synge  agayne 
And  to  flete  oiir  treuth  and  clarify  truły 
And  ete  suger  candy  adaye  or  tw-nyne 
And  then  to  the  de&.ke  to  synge  true  and  playn 
Informacion  shall  not  alwaye  entune  hys  sow^ 
My  parts  sbalbetrue,  when  bis  countrcucrsshalbe 
wrong. 


IHFORMAaON. 

Information  bym  enbalded  of  the  monacorde 
From  iconsonaunts  to  concordes  he  musyd  his 

mastry 
I  assayde  the  musyke  both  knyght  and  lord 
But  nonę  wold  speke,  the  soonde  bord  was  to  bye 
Then  kept  I  the  plain  keyes  the  marred  al  my 

melody 
Enformacion  draue  a  crochet  tbat  past  al  my  soog 
W^ith  proporcion  parforce,  dreuen  on  to  long^ 

DIAŁOGDB. 

Sufferance  came  in,  to  syng  a  parte 
Go  to  quod  trouth,  I  pray  you  begyne 
Nay  sofft  quod  he,  the  gise  of  my  parte 
Is  to  rest  a  longe  rest  or  I  set  in 
Nay  by  long  rcbtyng  ye  shall  nothing  wynhe 
For  informacion  is  so  crafty  and  so  bye  in  his  songe 
That  yf  ye  fal  to  resiing  infay  th  in  wilbe  wrung 

TREWETB. 

Informacion  wil  teche  a  doctor  his  gamę 
Froro  superacute  ta  the  noMe  dyapason 
1  asayd  to  acnte  and  when  I  came 
Enformacion  was  metę  for  a  noble  dyatessaron 
He  song  by  a  pothome  that  hath  two  kyndes  in 
one  C*<^ng 

With  many  subtel  aenetunes  most  met  for  tbis 
Pacieiice  parforce^  content  you  with  wronge 

TROUTH. 

I  kepe  be  rounde  and  be  by  6qi]are 
The  one  is  bemole  and  the  oŁher  bequare 
If  I  rayght  make  tryall  as  I  could  and  dare 
I  sbould  show  why  these  ii.  kyndes  do  Tarye 
But  God  knowyth  al,  so  doth  not  kjmg  Hatiy 
For  yf  he  dydde  than  chaunge  shold  this  iiii.  song 
Pytye,  for  patience,  and  consience^  for  wronge. 

Nenysswhete  parabolam. 
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LIFE  OF  HENRY  HOWARD,  EARL  OF 

SURREY. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HIS  highly  accompluhed  Dobleman  bas  been  peculiarly  unfortunate  b  his  biogra* 
phers,  nor  is  tbere  in  the  whole  rangę  of  tbe  English  series  a  life  written  witb  less  aN 
tention  to  probability.  £veu  tbe  few  dates  on  which  we  can  dq)end  bave  been  over- 
łooked,  witli  a  negłect  tbat  is  wholly  unaccountable  in  men  so  professedly  attentiye  to 
these  matters  as  Bircb,  Walpole,  and  Warton. 

The  story  usually  told  consists  of  the  followiog  particulars : — 

"  Heniy  Howarda  earl  of  Surrey,  was  tbe  ełdest  son  of  Thomas,  the  third  duke  of 
Norfolk,  lord  high  treasurer  of  England  in  the  reign  of  Henry  YIII.  by  Elizabeth, 
daughter  of  Edward  Stafford,  duke  of  Buckmgham.  He  was  bom  either  at  his  fa- 
ther^s  seat  at  Framlmgham,  in  Suffolk^  or  in  the  city  of  Westminster  ^  and  being  a  child 
of  great  hopes,  all  imaginable  care  was  taken  of  his  education.  When  he  was  very 
youog,  be  was  companion,  at  Windsor  Castle,  with  Henry  Fitzroy,  duke  of  Richmond, 
natural  son  to  Henry  YHI,  and  afterwards  student  in  Cardinal  College,  now  Christ- 
chnrdi,  Oxford.  In  1532,  he  was  with  the  duke  of  Richmond  at  Paris,  and  continued 
tbere  for  some  time  in  tbe  prosecution  of  his  studies,  and  leaming  the  French  lan- 
gaage;  and  upon  the  death  of  the  duke  in  July,  1536,  travelled  into  Germany,  where 
heresided  some  time  at  the  emperor's  court,  and  tfaence  went  to  Florence,  where  be  fell 
in  love  with  the  fair  Geraldine,  the  great  object  of  hb  poetical  addresses,  and  in 
the  grand  duke's  court  publisbed  a  challenge  against  all  who  should  dispute  ber 
heanty :  which  challenge  being  accepted,  he  came  off  victorious.  For  this  approved  Ta- 
lour,  the  duke  of  Florence  madę  him  large  offers  to  stay  with  him ;  but  be  refbsed  them, 
because  he  intended  to  defend  the  honoui  of  his  Geraldine  in  all  tbe  chief  cities  of 
Italy.  But  this  design  of  his  was  diyert^d  by  letters  sent  to  him  by  king  Henry  YIII. 
tccalling  łum  to  England.    He  left  Italy  therefore,  whćre  he  bad  cultivated  his  poetical 

'  A  friend  at  Ozford  bai  raggested  that  he  may  haye  been  born  at  Łambetb,  or  at  a  boiue  near 
^■bopsgate  in  London,  which  were  the  oocasional  reudences  of  his  father.    C, 
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genioB  by  the  rcading  of  the  greatest  wńters  of  that  country,  and  returned  to  his  own 
coantry,  where  be  was  considered  as  one  of  tbe  first  of  tbe  Englisb  nobility  who  adomed 
bis  bigb  birtb  witb  tbe  adyantages  of  a  polite  taste  and  e&tensive  literaturę.  On  the  first 
of  May,  1540,  be  was  one  of  tbe  cbief  of  tbose  wbo  justed  at  Westminster  as  a  defend- 
ant  agauist  sir  Jobn  Dudley,  sir  Tbomas  Seymour,  and  other  cballengers,  wbere  be  be- 
baved  bimself  witb  admirable  courage  and  great  skill  in  tbe  use  of  bis  arms;  and,  in 
1542,  served  in  the  army,  óf  wbicb  bis  father  was  lieutenant-general,  and  wbich,  in 
October,  this  year,  entered  Scotland  and  bumt  divers  villagcs.  In  Febniaiy  or  March 
following,  be  was  confined  to  Windsor  Castle  for  eating  flesb  in  Lent,contrary  totbe  lmg'% 
prodamation  of  the  9tb  of  February,  1 542.  In  1544,  upon  tbe  expeditioh  to  Boalogne, 
in  France  be  was  fidd-marshal  of  the  Englisharmy;  and  after  taking  that  town,  be- 
ing  then  knight  of  the  garter,  be  was  in  tbe  begmning  of  September,  1545,  constituted 
tlie  king's  lieutcnant  and  captain  generał  of  ali  bis  army  within  tbe  town  and  countiy  of 
Boulogne.  During  his  command  there  in  1546,  bearing  that  a  convoy  of  provisioiis 
of  the  enemy  was  coming  to  tbe  fort  at  Oultreau,  be  re8olved  to  interceptit;  bat 
tbe  Rbiugrave,  with  four  thousand  Lanskinets,  togetber  witb  a  considerable  number 
of  French  under  tFie  marshal  de  Briez,  making  an  obstinate  defence,  tbe  Englisb  were 
routedy.and  sir  Edward  Poynings,  witb  di^ers  otber  gentlemen,  killed,  and  tbe  earl  of 
Surrey  bimself  obliged  to  % :  though  it  appears,  by  a  letter  of  bb  to  tbe  king,  dated 
Jan.  6,  1^45-6,  that  this  advantagc  cost  the  enemy  a  great  number  of  men.  But  tbe  king 
was  so  bighly  displeased  witb  this  iłl  success,  that  from  that  time  be  contracted  a  pre- 
judice  against  tbe  earl,  and  soon  after  removed  bim  from  his  command,  appointing  the 
earl  of  Hertford  to  succeed  hun.  On  this  sir  William  Paget  wrote  to  tbe  earl  of  Sur* 
rey,  to  adyise  bim  to  procure  Bome  eminent  post  under  tbe  earl  of  Hertfard,  that  he 
might  (not  be  unpr<wided  tu  the  town  and  field,  Tbe  earl,  bdng  desirous  in  tbe  mean 
time  to  regain  his  former  faTour  witb  the  king,  skurmisbed  against  tbe  Frencb,  aad 
routed  them ;  but  soon  after,  writing  over  to  tbe  king'8  council,  that  as  the  enemy  had 
cast  much  larger  cannon  tban  had  been  yet  seen,  witb  wbicb  they  imagined  tbey  sbonld 
soon  demolish  Boulc^e,  it  deserved  consideration  wbetber  tbe  lower  town  sbould 
stand,  as  not  being  defensible ;  tbe  council  ordered  bim  to  return  to  England,  in  order 
to  represent  bis  sentiraents  morę  fully  upon  tbose  pomts,  and  tbe  earl  of  Hertford  was 
immediately  sent  over  in  bis  room.  This  exasperating  the  earl  of  Surrey,  occasioned 
bim  to  let  fali  some  expressions  wbicb  sayoured  of  revenge,  and  a  dislike  of  tbe  king 
and  an  batred  of  bis  counselk>rs;  and  was,  probably,  one  greait  cause  of  bis  ruin  soon 
after.  His  father,  tbe  duke  of  Norfolk,  had  endeavoured  to  ally  bimself  to  tbe  earl 
of  Hertford,  and  to  bis  brotber,  sir  Tbomas  Seymour,  perceiving  bow  much  tbey  were 
in  the  king's  fevour,  and  bow  great  an  interest  tliey  were  likely  to  bave  under  tbe  suc- 
ceeding  prince  ;  and  therefore  be  would  bąve  engaged  bis  son,  being  then  a  widower, 
(baving  lost  bis  wife  Frances,  daughter  of  Jobn  earl  of  Oxford),  to  marry  the  earl 
of  Hertford V  daugh ter,  and  pressed  bb  daughter,  the  duchess  of  Richmond,  widów  of 
the  king's  natural  son,  to  marry  sir  Thomas  Seymour.  But  though  tbe  earl  of  Surrey 
adyised  bis  sister  to  the  marriage  projected  for  ber,  yet  be  would  not  conseut  to  that 
designed  for  bimself;  nor  did  tbe  proposition  abouit  bimself  take  efFect.  The  Seymours 
could  not  but  perceive  the  enmity  wbicb  the  earl  borę  them  ;  and  they  migbt  well  be 
jealous  of  tbe  greatness  of  the  Howard  family,  wbicb  was  not  only  too  considerable  for 
subjects  of  itself,  but  was  raised  so  bigb,  by  tbe  dependence  of  the  wbole  popisb  party, 
botb  at  borne  and  abroad,  that  they  were  likely  to  be  very  dangerous  competitors  for 
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ihe  chief  goTeniment  of  affiiirs^  if  the  king  should  die^  wbose  duease  was  now  growing 
80  hot  upon  him,  that  he  coald  not  live  many  weeks.  Nor  is  it  iinprobal>le  that  they 
persuaded  the  king,  tbat  if  the  earl  of  Samy  should  raarry  the  princess  Mary,  it  might 
cmbroil  his  9on's  govemiiieut,  and  perhaps  rum  him.  And  it  was  suggested  tliat  he  had 
some  such  high  project  in  his  thoughts^  both  by  his  continuing  unmarried,  and  by  hu 
nsiog  tke  arms  of  Edward  the  confessor,  which,  of  late>  he  had  given  in  his  coat  with- 
out  a  diminution.  To  complete  the  duke  of  Norfolk*s  aiid  his  son's  ruin,  his  duchess, 
who  had  compiained  of  his  using  ber  ill,  and  had  been  separated  from  him  about  four 
years,  tumed  informer  against  him.  And  the  earl,  and  his  sister,  the  duchess  dowager 
of  Richmond,  being  upon  ill  terms  together,  she  discovered  all  she  knew  against  him ; 
as  likewise  did  one  Mrs.  Hollanda  for  wfaom  the  duke  was  believed  to  bave  had  an 
mdawful  affection.  But  all  these  discoYeries  amounted  oniy  to  some  passionate  ex- 
pressions  of  the  son,  and  some  complaints  of  the  father,  who  thouglit  tbat  he  was  not 
bek>ved  by  the  king  and  his  counsellors,  and  that  he  was  ill  used  in  not  being  trusted 
witfa  tiie  secret  of  aflFdirs.  However,  all  persons  being  encouraged  to  bring  informa* 
tions  against  them,  sir  Richard  Southwel  charged  the  earl  of  Surrey  in  some  points  of 
an  higher  naturę ;  which  the  earl  denied,  and  desired  to  be  admitted,  according  to  the 
martial  law,  to  fight  in  his  shirt  with  sir  Richard.  Efut,  tbat  not  being  granted,  he  and 
hb  father  were  committed  prisoners  to  the  Tower  on  the  Tith  of  December,  1546  ; 
and  the  earl,  being  a  commoner,  was  brought  to  hb  trial  in  Guildball>  on  tbe  I3th  of 
January  fonowing,'Tefi)rc  tlie  lord  chancellor,  tbe  lord  mayor,  and,  other  comniis- 
sioners  ;  where  he  defended  himself  with  great  skill  and  address^  sometimes  denying 
tbe  accnsations,  and  wcakening  the  credit  of  tbe  witnesses  against  him,  and  sometimes 
ioteipreting  the  words  objected  to  him  in  a  far  different  sense  from  what  had  been  re- 
presented.  For  the  point  of  bearing  the  arms  of  Edward  the  confessor^  he  justified 
bmuelf  by  the  autbority  of  tlie  beralds.  And  when  a  witness  was  produced,  who  pre* 
tended  to  repeat  some  high  words  of  hb  lordship's,  by  way  of  discourse,  which  eon- 
ceraed  him  nearly,  and  provoked  the  witness  to  return  him  a  braving  answer ;  the  earl 
kA  it  to  the  jury  to  judge,  whether  it  was  probable  that  this  man  should  speak  thus 
to  him  and  he  not  strike  him  again.  In  concliision,  he  insbted  upon  his  innocence ;  but 
was  found  guilty,  and  had  sentence  of  death  passed  upon  him.  He  was  beheaded  on 
Tower-hill  on  the  l^th  of  January,  1546-7  ;  and  hb  body  intęrred  in  the  cburch  of 
All  Hallows,  Barking,  and  afłerwards  removed  to  Framlingham,  in  Suffołk." 

Such  b  the  account  drawn  up  by  Dr.  Birch  for  the  ''  Illustrious  Heads,"  from  An- 
thcny  Wood,  Camden,  Herbert,  Dugdale,  and  Bnmet*s  History  of  tbe  Refonnation.  The 
piincipal  errours  (corrected  in  thb  transcription),  are,  his  making  the  earl  of  Surrey  son 
to  the  second  duke  of  Nortblk  %  and  the  duke  of  Richmond  natural  son  to  Henry  the 
Secenth. 

His  next  biographer  to  whom  any  respect  is  due  was  the  late  earl  of  Orford,  in  hb 
Catalogne  of  Royał  and  Noble  Authors.  The  account  of  Surrey,  in  this  work,  derives  it^ 
chief  merit  from  lord  Orford's  ingenious  explanation  of  the  sonnet  on  Geraldine, 
which  amounts  to  this,  that  Geraldine  was  Elizabeth,  (second  daughter  of  Gerald  fitz* 
gerald  earl  of  Kildare)  and  afterwards  third  wife  of  Edward  Clinton  earl  of  Lincoln, 

*  The  same  errour  appears  od  the  monument  erected  to  the  earrs  meroory  at  Framlingham,  in  1612, 
^  his  second  son.  Henry,  earl  of  Northampton.  pugdale  admits  tbe  errour  in  p.  868,  but  correcU  it 
P>  p.  274,  ▼ol.  II.    C 
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and  Ihat  Sarrey  probably  saw  her  first  at  Hunsdon-bouse  io  Hertfordshire^  where,  a» 
she  was  secoDd  cousin  to  the  princesses  Mary  and  Elizabeth^  who  were  educated  io  th» 
place,  sbe  might  bave  beeh  educated  with  them,  and  Surrey,  as  the  corapanion  of  the 
duke  of  Richmond,  the  king^s  natural  son,  miglit  bave  had  interviews  with  her,  whea 
the  duke  went  to  visit  his  sister. — AH  this  is  ingenious;  but  no  light  is  thrown  upon  the 
personal  history  of  the  carl,  and  nonę  of  the  difficułties,  however  obviou8,  in  his  court- 
ship  of  Geraldine  removcd,  or  even  hintcd  at,  nor  does  lord  Orford  condescend  to  in- 
quire  into  the  dates  of  any  event  in  his  life. 

Mr.  Warton  commences  his  account  of  Surrey,  by  observing,  that  "  lord  Surrey'* 
life  throws  so  much  light  on  the  charactcr  and  subject  of  his  poetry,  that  it  is  almost 
impossible  to  consider  the  one,  without  exhibiting  a  few  anecdotes  of  the  other."  He 
then  gives  the  memoirs  of  Surrey  almost  in  the  words  of  lord  Orford^  except  in  the 
following  instance. 

'^  A  friendship  of  the  closest  kind  commencing  between  these  two  illustrious  youtbs, 
(Surrey  and  the  duke  of  Richmond)  about  the  year  1530,  they  were  both  iemo?ed  to 
Cardinal  Wolsey's  college  at  Oxford. — ^Two  years  afterwards  ( 1532)  for  the  parpose  of 
acąiiiring  every  accomplishment  of  an  elegant  education,  the  earl  accompanied  his  no- 
ble friend  and  fellow  pupil  into  France,  where  they  received  king  Henry,  on  his  arri^al 
at  Calais  to  .visit  Francis  I.  with  a  most  magnińcent  retinue.  The  friendship  of  these 
two  young  noblemen  was  soon  strengthened  by  a  new  tie ;  for  Richmond  married  the 
lady  Mary  Howard,  Surrey's  sister.  Richmond^  however,  appears  to  have  died  in  the 
ycar  1536,  about  the  age  of  seoentecn^  having  never  cohabited  with  his  wife.  It  was 
long  before  Surrey  forgot  the  untimely  loss  of  this  amiable  youth,  the  friend  and  asso- 
ciate  of  his  childhood,  and  who  nearly  resembled  himself  in  genius,  refinement  of  man- 
ners,  and  liberał  acąuisitions.*' 

After  adopting  lord  Orford's  explanation  of  the  sonnet  on  Geraldine,  Mr.  Warton 
proceeds  to  Surrey *«  travels,  beginning  with  acircumstance  on  which  much  morę  atten- 
tion  ought  to  have  been  bestowed, 

'•*  it  is  not  precisely  known  at  what  period  the  earl  of  Surrey  began  his  travels. 
They  have  the  aur  of  a  romance,     He  madę  the  tour  of  Europę  in  the  true  spirit  of  chi- 
valry,  and  with  the  ideas  of  an  Amadis ;  proclaiming  the  unparalleled  charms  of  lus 
mistress^  and  prepared  to  defend  the  cause  of  her  beauty  with  the  weapons  of  knight- 
errantry.     Nor  was  this  adventurous  journey  performed  without  tłie  intervention  of  au 
enchanter.    The  first  city  in  Italy  which  he  proposed  to  visit  was  Florence,  the  capitai 
of  Tuscany,  and  the  original  seat  of  the  ancestors  of  his  Geraldine.    In  his  way  thither, 
lie  passed  a  few  days  at  the  emperor's  court,  where  he  becanie  acąuainted  with  Comelius 
Agrippa,  a  celebrated  adept  in  natural  magie.    This  visionary  philosopher  sbewed  our 
hero,  in  a  mirror  of  glass,  a  living  image  of  Geraldine,  reclining  on  a  couch,  sick,  and 
reading  one  of  his  most  tender  sonnets  by  a  waxen  taper.  His  imaginalion,  which  wanted 
not  the  flattering  representations  and  artificial  incentives  of  allusion,  was  heated  anew  by 
this  interesting  and  affecting  spectacle.     Inflamed  with  erery  enthusiasm  of  tlie  most 
romantic  passion^  he  hastened  to  Florence;  and  on  his  arrival,  immediately  pul>lished 
a  defiance  against  any  person  who  could  handle  a  lance,  and  was  in  love,  whether  Cliris- 
tian,  Jew,  Turk,  Saracen  or  Cannibal,  who  should  presume  to  dispute  the  superiority  of 
Geraldine's  beauty :  as  the  lady  was  pretended  to  be  of '  Tuscan  extraction,  ihe  pride  of 
the  Fldrcntines  was  flattered  on  this  occasion ;  and  the  grand  duke  of  Tuscany  permitted 
a  generał  and  unmolested  iugress  into  his  dominions  of  the  combatants  of  all  countries> 
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till  this  important  tńal  !»hould  be  decided.  The  challenge  was  accepted,  and  tbe  earl 
Tictorioas.  The  sfaield  which  he  presented  to  the  duke  before  the  tournament  began 
is  exhibited  hi  Yertue^s  valuable  plate  of  tlie  Arundel  family,  and  was  actually  in  tbe 
possession  of  the  late  duke  of  Norfolk. 

''  These  heroic  yanities  did  not,  however,  so  totally  engross  the  time  which  Surrey 
spent  io  Italy,  as  to  alienate  his  mind  from  letters :  he  studied  with  the  greatest  success 
a  critical  kuowledge  of  the  Italian  tongue;  and^  that  he  might  give  net^  lustre  to  the 
name  of  Gerałdine,  attained  a  just  taste  for  the  peculiar  graces  of  the  Italian  poetry. 

*'  He  was  recalled  to  Eogland,  for  some  idle  reason,  by  the  king,  much  sooner  than  he 
expected;  and  he  retumed  borne  the  inost  elegant  traveller,  the  most  poUte  iover,  the 
most  leamed  nobleman,  and  the  most  accomplished  gentleman  of  his  age.  Dexterity 
in  tilting,  and  gracefulness  in  managing  a  horse  under  arms,  were  excellen€ies  now 
viewed  with  a  critical  eye,  and  practised  witb  a  high  degree  of  emulatibn.  In  1540,  at 
a  tournament  held  in  the  presence  of  the  court  at  Westminster,  and  in  which  the 
principal  of  the  nobility  were  engaged,  Surrey  was  distinguished  above  the  rest  for  his 
address  in  the  use  and  exercise  of  arms;  but  his  martial  skill  was  not  solely  displayed 
in  the  paradę  and  ostentation  of  these  domestie  conibats.  In  154'2  he  marched  into 
Scotland  as  a  chief  commander  in  his  father's  army,  and  was  conspicuous  for  his  conduct 
and  bravery  at  the  memorable  battle  of  Flodden-jieldj  where  James  the  Fourth  of 
Scotland  was  killed." 

The  oniy  otber  passage  in  which  Mr.  Warton  improves'  upon  his  authorities  is  a 
▼ery  proper  addition  to  the  above  account  of  lord  Surrey's  travels. 

*'  Among  these  anecdotes  of  Surrey's  life^  I  had  almost  forgot  to  mention  what 
becaroe  of  his  amour  with  the  fair  Geraldine.  We  lament  to  find  that  Surrey*s  de- 
Totiou  to  this  lady  did  not  end  in  a  wedding ;  and  that  all  bis  gallantries  and  vcrses 
availed  so  little.  No  memoirs  of  that  incurious  age  have  informed  us  whetber  ber 
beauty  was  cqualled  by  ber  cruelty,  or  whetber  ber  ambition  prevailed  so  far  over  ber 
gratitudc,  as  to  tempt  her  to  prefer  the  solid  glories  of  a  morę  splendid  title,  and 
ample  fortunę,  to  the  challenges  and  the  compliments  of  so  magnanimous,  so  faitbful, 
and  so  e1oquent  a  lover.  She  appears,  bowever,  to  have  been  aflerwards  the  tbird  wife 
of  Edward  Clinton,  earl  of  Lincoln.  Such  also  is  the  power  of  time  and  accident  over 
auorous  vows,  that  even  Surrey  bimself  outlived  the  violence  of  his  passion :  be  married 
Frances,  daughter  of  John,  earl  of  Oxford,  by  whom  he  left  several  children.  One  of 
his  daughters,  Jane,  countess  of  Westmoreland,  was  among  the  leamed  ladies  of  that 
age,  aud  became  famous  for  her  knowledge  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  languages/' 

It  is  truty  wondcrful  that  lord  Orford  and  Mr.  Warton,  delighted  as  tbey  were  witli 
the  "  romantic  air"'  of  lord  Surrey*s  travels,  should  by  any  encbantment  have  been 
prevented  from  inąuiring  whetber  the  events  which  tbey  bave  placed  between  the  years 
1536  and  1546,  when  lord  Surrey  died,  were  at  all  consistent  with  probability  :  had 
they  madę  tbe  slightest  inąuu^  into  the  age  of  lord  Surrey,  although  the  precise  year  and 
day  of  his  birtb  might  not  have  been  recoverable,  they  could  not  havc  failed  to  obtain 
Sttcb  Information  as  would  have  thrown  a  suspicion  on  tlie  whole  story  of  his  knight- 
enantry. 

The  birtb  of  lord  Surrey  may  be  conjectured  to  bdve  taken  place  some  time  between 
the  years  1515  and  1520:  my  opinion,  which  boweyer  I  do  not  mean  to  obtrude,  is  in 

*  U  is  perhaps  unnecessary  to  point  out  the  many  little  embellishmeuts  ia  this  story,  for  which  we 
»re  tntirely  iodebted  to  Mr.  Warton*s  elegant  pen.    C, 
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iavour  of  the  fonoer  year,  or  one  earlier  thao  1520^  He  was,  it  is  uoiversaUy  agreed, 
the  achool  conipaniou  of  the  duke  of  Ricbmond^  who  died  in  1596,  in  his  serenteeiith 
year ;  and  if  we  allow  tfaat  Surrey  was  two  or  three  yean  older^,  it  will  not  mach  ą0ect 
the  high  probability  that  he  was  a  very  young  man  at  the  time  when  his  biographen 
madę  him  fali  in  love  with  Geraldine,  and  maintain  her  beauty  at  Florence.  Nooe  of 
the  portraits  of  Surrey,  as  far  as  the  present  writer  has  been  able  to  ascertain,  mentioa 
his  age,  escept  that  in  the  picture-gallery  at  Oxford,  on  which  b  inscribed  that  he  was 
beheaded  in  '*  \54e7,  aet.  27 :''  the  inscription,  indeed,  is  in  a  hand  posterior  to  the 
datę  of  the  picture  (supposed  to  be  by  Uoibein) ;  but  it  roay  have  been  the  band  of 
some  successful  inąuirer;  and  that  in  Arundel  castle,  which  is  inscribed  set.  29*  Nonę 
of  the  bocks  of  peerage  notice  his  birth  or.age,  nor  are  these  circomstances  inserted 
on  his  monument  at  Framlingham,  Conjecture,  it  has  been  already  observed,  supposes 
him  to  have  been  bom  sometime  between  1515  and  1520:  if  we  take  the  earliest 
of  these  dates,  it  will  still  remain  that  his  biographers  have  either  crowded  morę 
CTents  into  his  life  than  it  wąs  capable  of  holding,  or  that  they  have  delayed  łus 
principal  adventures  until  they  become  undeserving  of  credit,  and  inconsistent  with  his 
character. 

Sdr.  Warton  observes,  that  *^  it  is  not  precisely  known  at  what  period  the  eaił  of 
Surrey  began  his  travels;*'  but  this  is  a  matter  of  little  conseąuence  m  refiiting  the 
account  usually  given  of  those  travels,  because  all  his  biographers  are  agreed  that  he 
did  not  set  out  before  the  year  1536:  at  thls  time  he  had  ten  years  ouly  of  life  before 
him,  which  have  been  filled  up  in  a  very  extraordinary  manner.  First  he  travels  over  a 
part  of  Europę,  vindicating  the  beauty  of  Geraldine;  in  1540  he  is  celebrated  at  the 
justs  at  Westminster;  in  1542  he  goes  to  Scotland  with  his  fatfaer's  army;  in  1549 
(probably)  he  is  imprisoned  for  eating  flesh  in  Lent;  in  1544-5  he  is  commander  at 
Boulogne;  and  lastly,  amidst  all  these  romantic  adventnr€S  or  serious  event8,  be  has 
leisure  to  marry  the  daugbter  of  the  earl  of  Oxford,  and  beget  five  children;  which  we 
may  suppose  would  occupy  at  le^st  five  or  six  of  tlie  above  ten  years,  and  these  not  the 
last  five  or  six  years,  for  we  find  him  a  widower  a  considerablc  time  before  hb  death* 
Among  ot  her  accusations  whispered  in  the  ear  of  hisjealous  8overeign,  one  was  hb  con- 
tinmng  unmarried  (an  €xpression  which  usually  denotes  a  considerabie  leugth  of  time) 
afier  the  period  when  a  second  marriage  might  be  decent,  in  order  that  he  might  marry 
the  pnncess  Mary,  in  the  event  of  the  king*s  deatb,  and  so  disturb  the  succession  of 
Edward. 

The  placing  of  these  events  in  this  series  would  rcnder  the  story  of  hb  knigbt* 
erraiitry  sufiiciently  improbable,  were  we  left  without  any  Information  rcspecting  tlie 
datę  of  Surrey's  marriage ;  but  that  event  renders  the  wholc  impossible,  if  we  wbb  to 
preserre  any  respect  for  the  consisteucy  of  his  character:  Surrey  was  aclually  manied 


*  In  his  leŁter  addressed  to  the  lopds  of  the  couocil  when  he  was  in  the  Tower,  prerioos  to  his 
trial  and  execution,  we  find  him  morę  than  once  pleading  his  youth:  he  rcquests  their  lordshipsto 
**  impute  hiserror  to  the  furie  of  rechelesse  yo«/A"— *•  Let  my  yuuik,  unpraćtised  in  durance,  obtain 
pardon*' — "  Neither  am  1  the  first  young  man  that,  governed  by  fury,  hath  enterprised  such  thingsas 
he  hath  afterwards  repented."  These  espressions  give  some  countenance  to  the  supposition  that  the 
dates  on  his  portraita  above-mentioned  are  nearly  right.  See  the  above'  letter  in  Mr.  Park*s 
Taiiiabte  edition  of  The  Koyal  and  Noble  Authors.  C. 
^  My  Oscford  correspondent  iaibrms  me  that  Eichmond  was  a  year  older  than  Surrey,    C. 
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bcfere  the  commencement  of  bis  travels  in  puraait  or  id  defence  of  Geraldioe^s  beauty. 
His  eldest  sod  Thomas,  fottith  dake  of  Norfolk,  was  eighteen  years  old  wlien  his  grand- 
fiitłier  died  ib  155^*:  he  was  conseąiiently  born  in  1536;  and  his  father,  it  is  surely 
reasoDable  to  suppose^was  married  in  1535^.  It  would  therefore  be  unnecessary  to 
e&amine  the  stoiy  of  Sarrey'8  romantic  trayels  any  iarther,  if  we  had  not  some  coUateral 
authoiities  wfaich  may  stiU  sbow  diat  whatever  may  be  ivrong  in  the  present  statcment, 
it  b  certain  tliat  tbere  is  very  iittle  right  in  the  common  accounts  which  have  been  read 
and  copied  withont  any  suspicion. 

If  it  be  said  that  Snrrey^s  age  is  not  exactly  known,  and  therefore  allowing  1536  tlie 

dale  of  his  tniTels  to  be  erroneons,  it  is  poisible  that  he  might  have  been  enamoured  of 

Geraldine  long  before  this ;  and  it  is  połstbU  that  his  travels  might  have  commenced  in 

15^6,  or  any  other  period  founded  on  Ihis  new  conjecture:  this,  howcver,  is  as  im* 

probable  as  all  the  rest  of  the  story;  for  it  can  be  decidedly  proved  that  there  was  no 

time  for  Sarrey's  galiantries  towards  Geraldine,  except  the  period  which  his  biographers» 

howeTer  absurdly,  have  assigncd,  namely,  when  he  was  a  married  man.    The  father  of 

lady  Elizabeth,  the  snpposed  Geraldine,  married  in  1519  one  of  the  daughters  of 

Thomas  Grey,  marąuis  of  Dorset,  and  by  her  had  five  children,  of  whom  Elizabeth  was 

tbef<mrłky  and  therefore  probably  not  bom  before  the  year  1523  or  1524:  if  Surrey's 

coartship,  therefore,  must  be  carried  fiirther  back,  it  must  be  carried  to  tlie  nursery; 

for  even  iu  1536,  when  we  are  told  he  was  her  knight-errant,  she  coold  not  have  been 

morę  thao  e)eveD  or  tweWe  years  old :  let  us  add  to  this  a  few  particulars  respectibg 

6eraldine's  husband.    She  married  Edward  lord  Clinton :  he  was  bomin  1512,  was 

educat^d  in  the  court,  and  passed  his  youth  in  those  magnificent  and  romantic  amuse- 

nents  which  distiogubhed  the  beginnmg  of  Henry  yili's  reign;  but  did  not  appear  as  a 

public  cbaracter  until  the  year  1 544,  when  he  was  thirty*two  years  of  age,  Geraldine 

about  twenty-four,  and  Surrcy  within  two  years  of  his  dcalh,  and  most  probably  a 

wklower.    This  earl  of  Uucoln  had  three  wives;  the  datę  of  his  marriage  with  any  of 

them  is  not  known,  nor  how  long  they  lived ;  but  Geraldine  was  the  third  and  only 

one  by  whom  he  had  no  children,  and  who  snrvived  his  death,  which  took  place  in 

1584,  thirty-eight  years  af^er  the  death  of  Surrey.    Mr.  Wharton,  in  his  eamest  desire  to 

connect  her  with  Surrey,  insinuales  that  she  might  have  been  eitbcr  cruel,  or  that. her 

"  ambition  prevailed  so  ikr  over  her  gratitude,  as  to  tempt  her  to  prefer  the  solid 

glories  of  a  morę  splendid  title  and  ample  fortunę,  to  the  challenges  and  the  compli* 

ments  of  so  maguanimous,  so  faithful,  and  so  eloąuent  a  lover/'    On  this  it  is  only 

necessary  to  reiiiark,  that  the  lady's  ambition  might  have  been  as  highly  gratified  by 

marrying  the  accomplished  and  gallant  Surrey,  the  heir  of  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  as  by 

allyiog  herself  to  a  noblenian  of  infcrior  talents  and  rank;  but  of  his  two  conjectures, 

Mr.  Warlon  seems  most  to  adhere  to  that  of  cruelty,  for  he  adds  that ''  Surrey  himself 

outlived  his  amorous  yoi^s,  and  married  the  daughter  of  the  earl  of  Oxford/'    This, 

liowever,  is  as  Iittle  deBerving  of  serious  examination  as  the  ridiculous  story  of  Comelius 

Afrippa  showing  Geraldine  in  a  glass,  which  Antbony  Wood  found  in  Drayton's  Heroical 

Epiatte,  or  probably,  as  Mr.  Park  thinks,  took  it  from  Nash's  fanciful  Life  of  Jack 

Wilton,  published  in  1594;  where,  under  the  cbaracter  of  his  bero,  he  professes  to 

6  Collins,  &c.    C. 

'  If,  according  to  the  coąjecture  of  some,  he  was  bom  in  l515,  he  was  now  twenty  years  of 
as®; but  had  he  been  born  iu  1520,  the  morę  usual  supposition^  tbere  are  not  wantinjg  instances  of  as 
carly  marriagei  in  past  times:  thedoke  of  Richmond,  we  find,  died  a  married  man  at  seTenteen.     C 
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have  travelied  to  the  emperor'9  court  as  page  to  the  earl  of  Surrey.  Bat  it  is  on- 
fortufiate  for  this  story,  wheresoever  borrowed,  that  Agrippa  was  no  moie  a  oonjurer 
than  any  other  iearned  man  of  his  time;  and  that  he  died  at  Grenoble  the  year  befoce 
Surrey  b  said  to  have  set  out  on  his  romantic  espedition.  Drayton  has  madę  a  similai 
mistake  in  giving  Surrey  as  one  of  the  companions  of  his  Toyage,  the  great  sir  Thomaa 
Morę,  who  was  beheaded  in  1535,  a  year  likewise  before  Surrey  set  out.  Poetka! 
authorities,  although  not  whoily  to  be  rejected,'are  of  all  others  to  be  receiyed  with  the 
greatest  caution;  yet  it  was  probabiy  Drayton's  Heroical  Epistle*  which  led  Bir« 
Warton  into  so  egregious  a  blunder  as  that  of  our  poet  being  present  at  Flodden-field 
In  the  year  15 13*  Dr.  Sewell,  indeed,  in  the  short  memoir  prefixed  to  his  edition  of 
Surrey 's  poems,  asserts  the  samej  but  little  credit  is  due  to  the  assertion  of  a  wiiter  who 
at  the  same  time  fiitcs  Surrey's  birth  in  1520,  seven  years  after  that  memorabie  battie 
was  fought. 

It  is  now  time  to  inquire  whcther  the  accounts  hitlierto  given  can  be  confirmed  by 
intemal  evidehce.  U  has  been  so  comraon  to  consider  Oeraldine  as  the  mistress  of 
Surrey>  that  all  his  love  poems  are  supposed  to  have  a  reference  to  his  attachmeot  to 
that  lady.  Mr.  Warton  begins  his  narrative  by  obaerving  that  '*  Surrey's  life  tbrows  so 
much  łight  on  the  character  and  subjeets  of  his  poetry,  that  it  is  almost  impossible  to 
consider  the  one  without  eshibiting  a  few  aneedotes  of  the  other."  We  hiavc  already 
secn  what  those  aneedotes  are;  how  totally  irreconcileable  with  probability,  and  how 
amply  refnted  by  the  dates  which  his  biographers,  unfortunately  for.their  stoiy>  haYe 
uniform ly  fumished.  When  we  look  into  the  poems  we  find  the  celebrated  sonnet  to 
Geraidine  the  only  specious  foundation  for  his  romantic  attachment;  but  as  that 
attachment  and  its  consequence  caimot  be  supported  without  a  continual  violatioa  of 
probability,  and  in  opposition  to  the  Tery  dates  which  are  brought  to  confirm  it,  it 
seems  morę  safe  to  conjecture  that  this  sonnet  was  one  of  our  aathor's  earliest  pro- 
ductious,  addressed  to  Geraldine,  a  merę  cbild,  by  one  who  was  only  not  a  child,  as  aa 
ełfort  of  youthful  gallantry  in  one  of  his  interviews  with  ber  at  Hunsdon.  Whatever 
credit  may  be  given  to  tliis  conjecture,  for  which  the  present  writer  is  by  no  meaos 
anxious>  it  is  certain  that  if  we  reject  it,  or  some  conjecture  of  the  same  import,  and 
adopt  the  accounts  given  by  his  biographers,  we  cannot  proceed  a  single  step  without 
being  opposed  by  invincible  difficulties.  There  is  no  other  poem  ,in  Surrey *s  collection 
that  can  be  proved  to  have  any  reference  to  Geraldine;  but  there  are  Iwo  with  the 
same  title,  viz.  The  Complaint  of  the  absence  of  ker  lover  being  upon  the  Sea,  which 
are  evidently  written  in  the  character  of  a  wife  lamenting  the  absence  of  ber  hushand^ 
and  tenderly  alluding  to  *'  hb  faire  litle  sonne."  Mr.  Warton  indeed  finds  Geraldine 
in  the  beautiful  lines  beginning  **  Give  płace-  ye  lovers,  here  before  ;**  and  from  the 
lines  ^'  Spite  drave  me  into  Boreas  reign,"  infers  that  her  angcr  drove  him  into  a  colder 
climate,  with  .what  truth  may  now  be  left  to  the  reader:  but  ^nother  of  hb  conjectures 
cannot  be  passed  over.  *'  In  15-^4/'  he  says,  <*  lord  Surrey  was  field-marshal  of  the 
Englbh  army  in  the  expedition  to  Boulogne,  which  he  took.  In  that  age  love  and 
arms  constantly  went  together;  and  it  was  amidst  the  fatigues  of  this  protracted 
campaign  that  he  composed  his  last  sonnet  called  The  Fancies  of  a  wearied  Lover: 
but  this  is  a  merę  supposition.  The  poems  of  Surrey  are  without  dates^  and  were  arranged 
by  their  first  editor  without  any  attention  to  a  matter  of  so  much  importance.    The  few 


*  See  Drayton*8  works,  vol.  IV.  p.  96.  et  seq.    C. 
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tłlnsions  madę  to  his  persónal  liistory  in  thesę  poems  are  yeiy  dark;,  but  in  some  of 
tfaera  tbere  is  a  train  of  reflections  wbicb  seems  to  indicate  that  misfortunes  and  dis- 
appointments  had  dissipated  his  qui\otism,  and  reduced  bim  to  tb«  sober  and  serious 
tonę  of  a  nian  whose  days  bad  been  *'  few  and  evil."  Althougb  be  names  bis  pro- 
doctrons  songs  and  sonnets,  tbcy  have  less  of  the  propertics  of  either  tfaan  of  tbe  elegiac 
strain.  I  lis  scripture-translations  appcar  to  be  cliaracteristic  of  bb  mind  and  situation 
m  bis  latter  days:  what,  unless  a  beart  almost  broken  by  the  unnatural  condact  of  bis 
iriends  and  family,  eould  have  induced  tbe  gay  and  gallant  Surrey^  tbe  accomptished 
conrtier  and  soldier,  to  console  bimself  by  translating  tbese  passages  from  Ecciesiastes 
wbich  treat  of  tbe  sbortness  and  uncertainty  of  all  buman  enjoynients,  or  those  Psabns 
which  direct  tbe  penitent  and  tbe  forsaken  to  the  throne  of  almigbty  power  and  grace  ? 
Mr*  WartoD  remarks  tbat  tbese  translations  of  Scripture  ^'  show  bim  to  bave  beeu  a 
firiend  to  tbe  reformation ;"  and  tbis,  wbicb  is  bighly  probable,  may  have  been  one 
Teason  wby  bis  sufferings  were  embittered  by  tbe  neglect,  if  not  tbe  direct  hostility^ 
of  some  of  bis  relations.  Tbe  translation  of  tbe  Scriptures  into  prose  was  but  jnst 
tolerated  m  bis  time;  and  to  familiarize  tbem  by  tbe  graces  of  poetry  miist  bave 
appeared  yet  morę  obnoxious  to  tbe  enemies  of  the  reformation.  1  have  said  some  of 
his  lebitiona)  his  father  I  should  hope  cannot  be  enumerated  in  this  dass.  Afler 
8arrey*s  esecution,  bis  sister,  tbe  ducbess  of  Richmond,  took  care  of  tbe  education  of 
his  children^  and  engaged  Fox  tbe  martyrologist  to  be  their  tutor;  and  the  duke^  whea 
this  zealous  protestant  was  pursued  by  the  bloody  Gardiner,  screened  bim  from  his 
fury;  and  wben  lie  found  it  no  longer  safe  to  keep  bim,  conveyed  bim  abroad  in  spite 
of  Gardiner^s  vigilance.    This  surely  was  not  tbe  act  óf  a  bigotted  papjst* 

Althougb  tbe  present  writer  bas  taken  some  liberties  witb  the  bistorian  of  Engiish 
poetry  in  bis  accouut  of  Surrey's  life,  be  bas  not  tbe  presumption  to  omit  Mr.  Warton's 
elegant  and  jost  criticism  on  bis  poems.  ^<  Surrey,  for  justness  of  thought,  correctness  of 
style,  and  purity  of  expression,  may  justly  be  pronounced  the  first  Englisb  classical 
poet.  He  iuiquestionably  is  the  first  polite  writer  of  love-verses  in  our  language, 
althougb  it  must  be  allowed  tbat  tbere  is  a  striking  native  beauty  in  some  of  our  love- 
Terses  written  much  earlier  than  Snrrey's."  It  is  also  wortby  of  notice,  tbat  wbile  all 
bis  biograpbers  send  bim  to  Italy  to  study  its  poetry,  Mr.  Warton  finds  nothiog  in  bis 
woiks  of  that  metapbysical  cast  whicb  marks  tbe  Italian  poets,  his  suji^osed  masters> 
especially  Petrarcb.  '^  Surrey's  sentiments  are  for  tbe  most  part  natural  and  unaffected. 
arising  from  bis  own  feelings,  and  dictated  by  tbe  present  circumstanoes:  bis  poeti^r  is 
alike  unembarrassed  by  leamed  allusions,  or  elaborate  conceits.  If  our  autbor  copiła 
Petrarcii,  it  is  Petrarcb's  better  manner;  wben  be  descends  from  bis  Platonie  abstrac- 
tioDs,  his  refinements  of  passion,  his  exaggerated  compliments,  and  his  play  upon  op- 
posite  sentiments,  into  a  track  of  tcndemess,  simplicity,  and  naturę.  Petrarcb  would 
bave,been  a  better  poet  bad  be  been  a  worse  scholar:  óur  autbor's  mind  was  not  too 
mach  overlaid  by  leaming." 

The  translation  of  tbe  two  l>ooks  of  tbe  Eneid  is  '<  executed  witb  fidelity,  witbout  a 
prosaic  servility ;  the  diction  is  often  poetical,  and  tbe  yersification  varied  witb  proper  ' 
pauses."  Its  principal  merita  bowever,  is  tbat  of  being  the  first  specimen  in  the 
Englisb  language  of  blank  Terse,  wbicb  was  at  tbat  time  growiog  fashionable  m  tlte 
Itaban  poetry.  It  is  very  probable  tbat  be  intended  to  bave  translated  the  whole;  and 
be  is  80  much  morę  elegant  and  correct  in  this  than  in  his  otber  translations,  that  tbe 
Eoeid  appears  to  bave  been  tbe  production  of  hb  bappier  days,    Tbe  otber  authori       ^ 
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who  preceded  Milton  in  tbe  attempts  to  break  through  tfae  sbackles  of  rfayme  iren 
Tiirberviłle,  Gascoyne,  Ricbe^  Peele,  Hi^ns,  Aske,  Yallans,  Bretoo,  Chapman, 
Marlow,  &c.^ 

Tbe  fidelity  wbich  Mr.  Warton  attributes  to  tbe  translations  from  Yiigii  our  atttbor 
bas  not  preservcd  in  bis  translations  from  Scripture,  wbicb  are  vcry  liberał;  and  by 
frequent  omissions  and  a  different  arrangement  madę  to  suit  bis  situation  and  feelings  at 
tbe  tiine  tbey  were  wtitten,  wbicb  was  probably  wben  be  was  in  tbe  Tower. 

Siirrey's  poems  were  in  bigb  reputation  among  bis  contemporaries  and  immediate 
successors,  wbo  vied  witb  eacb  otber  in  compliments  to  bis  genius,  gallantiy,  and 
personal  wortb.  Tbey  were  first  prmted  in  1557  by  .Tottel,  in  4to.  witb  the  titk  of 
^'  Songes  and  sonettes  -by  tbe  rigbt  bonorable  Henry  Howard,  late  earl  of  Surrey,  aod 
otber."  Sevecal  editimis  of  tbe  same  followedin  1565^  1567, 1569, 1574, 1585,  and  1587. 
%o  many  editions  pro^e  a  degree  of  popularity  wbicb  fell  to  the  lot  of  very  few  poems 
of  that  age;  but  after  the  time  of  EU^betb  tbey  became  gradually  obscure,  and  ve 
find  no  modem  edition  until  Pope's  incidental  notice  of  bim  (in  Windsor  Forest)  as  tbe 
**  Granville  of  a  former  age,"  induced  the  booksellers  to  employ  Dr.  Sewell  to  be  tbe 
editor  of  Surrey's,  Wyafs,  and  the  poems  of  uncertain  autbors:  but  tbe  doctor  per- 
formed  bis  task  witb  so  little  knowledge  of  tbe  language,  that  tbis  is  perfaaps  tbe  most 
incorrect  edition  extent  of  any  ancient  poet.  It  would  bave  been  surprising  bad  itcon- 
tributed  to  revive  bis  memory,  or  justify  Pope's  comparison  and  eulogium. 

The  translation  of  the  sccond  and  fourth  book  of  tbe  Eneid  was  pubiished  ia  15ó7i 
but  it  seems  doubtful  whetber  togetber  or  separately.  Tbe  translations  of  tbe  Psalm, 
Ecclesiastes,  and  tbe  few  additional  original  poems  were  printed  >o,  but  not  publisbett 
many  years  ago,  by  Dr.  Percy,  from  a  MS.  now  in  tbe  possession  of  Thomas  Hill,e8q. 
wbo,  witb  his  usual  liberality,  has  permitted  a  transcription  for  the  present  edition". 

^  These  specimens  were  long  ago  collected  by  Dr.  ^ercy,  bishop  of  Bromore,  to  be  ftdded  to  tn 
fdition  of  Surrey*s  poems,  which  i 8  now  nearly  ready  for  the  press;  but  will  probably  be  anticipated 
by  an  elabóratfe  edition  prepared  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  Nott,  whose  iuąuiries,  he  obligingly  infbrms  me, 
hav9  produced  a  very  singular  iact,  namely,  that  lord  Surrey*s  lady  survived  bim,  and  marrid  & 
second  husband.  Tbis,  altbough  not  esaential  to  the  support  of  what  I  have  presumed  tD  adnnoe 
with  respect  to  Surrey's  bistory,  is  an  additional  proof  of  tfae  carelesnoss  of  tbose  writers  wbo  lired 
iiearest  bis  time.    What  becomes  of  Henry  YlIPs  jealousy  of  his  designs  on  tbe  princess  Mary  ?  C* 

>*  Tbe  whole  impression  was  conmimed  in  tbe  destructiye  fire  wbicb  took  place  in  Mr.  Nicbols'B 
premises,  Jan.  1808. 

"  This  MS.Me8cended  from  the  Harrington  family:  see  Mr.  Park*s  edition  of  the  Nuge  ABtiqo«. 
In  bis  edition  of  the  Royal  and  Noble  Aathors  are  fotne  interesting  particulars  respecting  the  rarioui 
editions  of  Snrrey^s  poems.    C. 


TO   THE    READER. 


X  HAT  to  bave  wel  written  ia  vene,  yea,  and  in  smal  parcelles,  desureth  great  prayse,  the  workea  of 
diuers  lAiines,  ItaliaDs^  and  other,  doe  proue  sofficiently.  That  our  tong  is  able  in  tfaat  kinde  to  doe 
as  prayne  worthaly  as  tbe  rest,  the  honorable  stile  of  the  noble  Earle  of  Snrrey,  and  tbe  weightinesse  of 
the  depe-witted  sir  Thomas  Wyat  the  eldera  vene,  with  seueral  graces  iu  sundry  goodEngUs^  writers, 
do  ahew  aboundantly.  It  resteth  now  (gentle  reader)  that  thou  thinke  it  not  euyll  done,  to  publishe 
to  the  honor  of  the  Englishe  tong,  and  for  profit  of  the  studious  of  Eoglishe  doąuenee,  tbose  workea 
vhich  tbe  nngentle  horders  up  of  such  treasure  have  heretofore  enuied  tbee.  And  for  this  point 
(good  reader)  thine  owne  profite  and  pleasure,  in  these  presently,  and  in  moe  hereafter,  shal  answere 
ht  my  defence.  If  perhappes  some  mislike  tbe  statelynesse  of  style  remoned  Arom  the  mde  skil  of 
common  eares>  I  aske  belpe  of  the  leamed  to  defende  theyr  learned  frendes,  the  aathors  of  this 
iroorke:  and  1  exhort  the  unieamed,  by  reading  to  leame  to  bee  morę  skilfiily  and  to  purge  that 
nrinelike  grossenesse,  that  maketh  the  iwete  mąierome  not  to  smell  to  their  deligbt. 


POEMS 


OF 


HENRY  HOWARD, 


EARL  OF  SURREY. 


DBaCRJFHON  OF  THE  RESTLESS  STATE 
OF  A  LOUER, 

WITH  SUTE  TO  HIS  ŁADIB,  TO  BUB  0V  HIS  DYIMO 

HART. 

npUE  Sannę  hatb  twise  bronght  fbrth  bis  tender 
■*■         grene, 

Twise  clad  tbe  eartb  in  liaely  lasŁidesse; 
Ones  have  tbe  wiodes  the  trees  dispoyled  clene, 
Aud  ones  again  begins  tbeir  cruelnesse. 
Sins  1  haue  bid  ander  my  brest  the  barme, 
That  Deuer  shal  recouer  healthfulnesse. 
The  winters  burt  recouers  with  tbe  warnie : 
The  parcbed  grene  restored  is  witb  shade: 
What  waitntb,  alas!  may  serue  for  to  disarme 
The  firosen  hart,  tbat  minę  in  flame  hatb  madę  } 
What  cold  agaioe  is  able  to  restore 
My  fresh  grene  yeres,  tbat  witber  thns  and  fad€? 
Alas !  I  se  notbing  hatb  burt  so  sore, 
But  Time,  in  time,  redaceth  a  returue: 
In  time  my  harme  increasetb  morę  and  more^ 
And  semes  to  bane  my  cure  alwayes  in  scome: 
Strange  kindes  of  deatb,  in  life  tbat  i  do  trie; 
At  band  to  melt,  iarre  oif  in  flame  to  burne. 
And  lyke  as  time  list  to  my  cure  apply, 
So  doth  ecbe  place  my  comfort  clćaue  refuse. 
Al  thyng  alive»  tbat  seetb  the  heauens  witb  eye, 
Witb  cloke  of  night  may  couer,  and  excase 
It  selfe  from  traraile  of  the  dayes  unrest, 
Saoe  I,  alas!  against  al  otbers  usc, 
That  then  stirre  up  tbe  torments  of  my  brest. 
And  cnrse  ecbe  sterre  as  causer  of  my  fate. 
Aod  wben  tbe  sunne  hatb  eke  the  darke  opprest. 
And  brongbt  tbe  day,  it  dotb  notbing  abate 
Tbe  trauailes  of  minę  endlesse  smart  and  paine; 
For  then  as  one  that  hatb  the  ligbt  in  bate, 
1  wish  for  night,  morę  couertly  to  plaine; 
And  me  withdraw  from  erery  baunted  plaee, 
Lestby  my  chere  my  chance  appere  to  plaine: 
And  in  my  mytode  I  measure  pace  by  pace. 


To  seke  tbe  pku^e  wbere  I  my  self  had  lost, 
Tbat  day  that  I  was  tangled  in  tbe  lace, 
In  seming  slack,  that  koitteth  erer  most. 
But  never  yet  the  tranaile  of  my  thougbt, 
Of  better  state  could  catcb  a  cause  to  bost: 
For  if  I  founde,  some  time  that  I  have  songht, 
Those  sterres  by  wbom  I  trusted  of  the  port. 
My  sailes  do  fali  and  I  advance  right  nought ; 
As  ankerd  £sst  my  spirites  doe  all. resort 
To  stand  agazed,  and  sink  in  morę  and  morę 
The  deadly  harme  wbich  sbe  doth  take  in  sport, 
Lo,  if  I  seke,  how  do  I  finde  my  sore? 
And  yf  I  flee,  I  cary  witb  me  stiil 
Tbe  venomd  shaft,  wbich  doth  his  force  restor* 
By  hastę  of  fligbt:  And  I  may  plaine  my  fili 
Unto  my  self,  unlesse  this  carefull  song 
Priiłt  in  your  hart  some  parcel  of  my  tene 
For  I,  alaa|!  in  silence  all  to.long^ 
Of  minę  old  hurt  yet  felt  the  wound  but  grene, 
Rue  on  my  life,  or  els  yonr  cruel  Wropg 
Shall  well  appere,  and  by  my  deatb  4^e  sene. 


e 


^ 


ł 


f  DESCRIFTION  OF  SPRING, 

WBBRIM  ECHB  THINO  RBNBWB8  SAUfi  ONBŁY  THB 

ŁOTBR. 

Thb  soote  season,  tbat  bud  and  błome  fortb 

brings, 
Witb  grene  hatb  clad  tbe  bill,  and  eke  the  vale: 
The  nightingale  witb  petbers  new  sbe  sings: 
The  turtle  to  ber  matę  bath  tolde  ber  tale: 
Somer  is  come,  fbr  euery. spray  now  springi: 
The  bart  hatb  bong his  old  hed  on  the  pale; 
Tbe  buck  in  hrake  bis  winter  coate  be  flings:  < 
Tbe  fisbes  flete  with  new  repaired  scalę: 
^he  adder  all  ber  slougb  away  she  flings; 
The  swift  swaiow  pursueth  the  flies  smale; 
Tbe  bosy  bee  her  hony  now  she  mings, 
Winter  is  wome,  tbat  was  tbe  flowcrs  bale. 
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And  thus  I  se  among  thcse  pleasant  things 
Ecbe  cara  decayes;  and  yet  my  sorow  springs. 


DBSCRIPTION  OF  THE  RESTLESSE  STATE 

OF  A  LOUER,      jT 

When  youth  had  led  me  halfe  the  race 
Tbat  Ciipides  scourge  bad  madę  me  ranne, 
I  loktnl  iMCke  to  metę  the  place, 
From  whence  my  weary  cours  begunne. 

And  then  I  sawe  bow  my  desire, 
Misguidiog  me,  had  led  the  vay, 
Myne  eyen  to  gredy  of  their  hire 
Had  maide  me  lose  a  better  pray. 

For  wheii  in  sighes  1  spent  the  day. 
And  could  not  cloke  my  grief  with  gamę, 
Tb94^>ylyng  smoke  did  still  bewray 
The  preseni  heate  of  secrete  flame.        , 

And  when  salt  (eares  do  bain  my  brest, 
Wbere  Loue  bis  pleasMint  traine;!  hatb  sowen, 
Her  beauty  hatb  tbe  fniites  opprest, 
£re  tbat  the  budf  were  sprong  and  blowne. 

An4  wheu  minę  eyen  did  still  parsue 
The  fljjltjng  chase  of  theyr  reqnest, 
Their  gredy  lokes  did  oft  reuew 
Tbe  bidd4)i  wounde  within  my  brest 

"    When  ev^y  loke  these  chekes  migbt  siaine, 
From  deadl;  pale  to  glowing  red; 
By  outward  aignes  appeared  plaine, 
To  ber  for  ^elp,iiiy  bart  was  fled. 

But  all  to  late  Loue  leametb  me. 
To  paint  al  kind  of  colours  new. 
To  blinde  tbeir  eyes  tbat  els  i^hould  see 
My  speded  chekes  wtth  Capides  ^ew. 

And  now  tbe  couert  brest  I  claime, 
Tbat  worsbipt  Cupide  secrefly; 
And  nourisbed  bis  sacred  ^ame, 
From  wbence  no  bltfsing  sparkes  do  flye. 


DF^RIPTION  Or  THE  FICKLE  AFFEC- 
TIONS,  PANGES,  AND  SLEIGHTES  OF 
LOUE, 

SucH  way  ward  waies  bath  Loue,  tbat  most  part 
in  discord 
Our  wilts  do  stand;   wbereby  oor  barts  but 
seldom  do  accord. 
Deceit  is  his  delight,  and  to  begile  and  mocke 
Tbe  simple  barter,  wbom  be  dotb  strike  with 
froward  divers  stroke.  [dart; 

He  causetb  tb*  one  to  ragę  with  golden  burning 
And  dotb  alay  with  leaden  colde  again  the  others 
bart  [of  flame 

Wbote  glemes  of  burning  fire,  and  easy  sparkes 
In  balance  of  vuegal  weight  be  pondereth  by 
airoe.  [well, 

From  easy  ford  where  I  migbt  wadę  and  passe  fuli 
He  me  withdrawes,  and  dotb  me  driue  into  a 
depe  dark  heli :  [place: 

And  me  wtthholdes,  where  I  am  cald  and  offr^ 
Aad  willes  nie  tbat  my  mortal  foe  I  do  beseke 
of^ce. 


He  lettes  me  to  pursue  a  eonąnest  nrel-nere  wouBcip 
To  folow  wbere  my  paine8'were  loat  ere  that 
my  sute  begonne;  [tanie 

So  by  tbis  meanes  I  know  bow  soone  a  bart  may 
From  warre  to  peace,  from  truse  to  slnfe,  aad 
ao  again  retume. 
I  know  how  to  content  my  self  in  others  lust; 
Of  little  stuffe  unto  my  sełfe  to  weave  a  wcsb  of 
trust:  [chere. 

And  how  to  bidę  my  barmes  with  soft  dessemblio^ 
Whan  in  my  face  the  painted  thoughtes  would 
outwardly  aper&  [dred; 

I  know  bow  tbat  the  blood  forsak^  tbe  lace  for 
And  how  by  shame  it  staines  againe  tbe  cbekes 
with  flaming  red. 
I  know  vnder  the  grene  tbe  serpent  how  he  lurkes  : 
Thehammer  of  the.restelesse  forge,  1  wote  eke 
bow  it  workes.  [tH  ; 

I  know  and  can  by  roate  tbe  tale  that  I  would 
But  oft  tbe  wordes  come  fortb  awrie  of  him  that 
louetb  wel. 
I  know  in  beate  and  cold  tbe  loner  bow  be  shake«» 
In  singing  how  be  dotb  complaine,  in  slepiug 
bow  be  wakes : 
Tolanguish  witł)outacbe,sicklesse  forto  eon  sumę; 
A  tbottsand  things  for  to  deuise,  resoluing  all  in 
fume. 
And  thougb  be  list  to  see  his  ladies  grace  fuli  sore. 
Sucb  pleasures  as  deligbt  bis  eye,  do  not  his 
health  restore. 
I  know  to  seke  the  track  of  my  desired  foe; 
Aud  feare  to  find  tiiat  I  do  seke:  But  cbleflj 
this  I  know,  [loued, 

Tbat  louers  must  transforme  iuto  the  thing  be- 
And  live  (alas!  who  would  beleve!)  with  sprite 
flpom  łife  reinoved. 
I  know  in  barty  sighes  and  laughters  of  tbe  splena 
At  ones  to  change  my  state,  my  wyli,  and  eke 
^  my  colour  clene. 
!  know  how  to  deceaue  my  sclf  witU  others  help  t 
And  how  tbe  lion  chastised  is  by  beaticg  of  tfaa 
whelp. 
In  standing  nerę  the  flre,  I  know  how  that  I  frese : 
Farrc  off  I  bu  me:  in  both  I  wast,  and  ao  my 
life  I  lese. 
I  know  how  loue  dotb  ragę  Tppon  a  yeildinge 
minde: 
How  smal  a  net  may  take  and  meash  a  hart 
of  gentle  kinde: 
Or  els  with  seldome  swete  to  season  heapes  of  gali : 
Reuiued  with  a  glimse  of  grace  old  sorowes  to 
^  let  fali. 
The  bidden  tratnes  I  know  and  secret  snareof  loue: 
How  soone  a  loke  will  print  a  thougbt,  tbat 
neuer  may  remoue.  [tceatth, 

The  slipper  state  I  know,  the  sodeiii  tumes  from 
The  doubtful  hope,  the  certain  woe,  and  surę 
dispeirc  of  health. 


•Vi 


COMPIAINTOF  A  LOUER,  TBAT  DEFIED 
LOUE  AND  WAS  BY  LOUE  AFTER  THE 
MORĘ  TORMENTED, 

Whew  somer  toke  in  band  tbe  winter  to  assail^ 

With  force  of  migbt,   and  rertue  great,  bw 

stonny  blasts  to  quail ;  [grene^ 

And  when  be  clothed  faire  tbe  earth  aboot  with 

And  erery  tree  new  garmentcd,  tbat  pleąsartt 

was  to  sene: 
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Minę  hart  gan  new  reoiue,  and  cbanged  blood  did 
star 
Me  to  withdrawe  my  W3mter  woes,  that  kept 
within  tbe  dore. 
Abrodc,  qaod  my  desire,  aasay  to  8et  thy  fole 
Where  tbou  sbalt  finde  the  sayour  swete,  for 
^rong  18  eoery  rotę. 
And  to  tby  heahb,  if  tbou  were  stek  in  any  caae, 
NothłDg  morę  good,  tban  in  the  spring  tbe  aire 
to  fele  a  space. 
There  shalt  thou  heare  and  se  al  kyndes  of  birdes 
ywrougbt, 
Wel  tnne  their  voice  witb  warble  smal,  as  natare 
hath  them  tonght.  [leaue: 

Thos  pricked  me  my  lusttbe  sluggitth  house  to 
And  ibr  my  health  I  thought  it  best  such  counsel 
to  receaue. 
So  on  a  morów  furth,  vuwist  of  any  wight, 
1  went  to  proue  buw  weli  it  woulde  my  beauy 
burth«n  łight. 
And  when  I  felt  the  aire  so  pleasant  rounde  ahout, 
Lord,  to  my  seif  bow  glad  I  was  tbat  1  bad 
gotten  ont.  [heni: 

Tbere  might  I  se  how  Ver  had  euery  blossome 
And  eke  tbe  new  betrothed  birdes  ycouplud  how 
they  went: 
And  in  their  songes  me-thougbt  they  thanked  na- 
turę mach, 
Tbat  by  ber  licence  al  tbat  yere  to  loue  their 
happe  was  sach, 
Right  as  tbey  could  deuise  to  chose  tbcm  feres 

throughout; 
'     With  much  reioysing  to  their  Lord  thns  flew 
tbey  al  about.  [ceaue 

Wbich  when  1  gan  resolue,  and  in  my  bead  con- 
.  Wbat  pleasant  lyfe,  what  heapes  of  joy  these 
Httle  binles  rec<'aue; 
Aod  saw  in  what  estate  1  wery  man  was  wrought. 
By  want  of  tbat  tbey  had  at  will,  and  I  reiect  at 
nought: 
Lord,  how  1  gan  in  wrath  vnwisely  me  demeane! 
I  cursed  Loue  and   him  defied:    I   thought  to 
tnme  the  streame. 
Bat  when  I  wcIl  beheld  be  bad  me  vnder  awe, 
I  asked  mercy  for  my  fault,  that  so  transgrest 
his  lawę, 
Tbou  blinded  God  (qaod  I)  foi^ue  me  this  ofience, 
Unwittingly  I  went  about,  to  maiice  thy  pre- 
tence.  [sworc : 

Wherwith  he  gane  a  beck,  and  thus  me-thotight  he 
Thy  Borow  ought  suffice  to  purge  thy  fault,  if  it 
were  morę. 
The  Tertue  of  wbich  sonnd  minę  bert  did  so  rcuiue, 
That  I,  me-thuugbt)  was  madę  as  whole  as  any 
man  alive. 
Bot  here  I  may  perceive  minę  errour  al  and  soroe, 
For  that  I  thought  that  so  it  wasj  yet  was  it  stil 
undone:  [minde, 

Ai^  al  tbat  was  no  morę  but  minc  expres8ed 
Tbat  famę  would  haue   some  good  reliefe  of 
Cupide  wel  assinde. 
I  tumed  borne  forthwith  and  might  perceiue  it  wel, 
That  he  agreued  was  right  sore  with  me  for  my 
rebel.  [morę ; 

My  harines  haue,  euer  sińce,  encreased  morę  and 
And  I  remaine  without  bis  help,  Tndone  for 
evermore« 
A  roirror  let  me  be  mto  ye  louers  all: 
SCriue  liot-wilb  Loue,  lor  if  ye  do,  it  will  ye  thns 
be&ll. 


'T^OMPLAINT  OF  A  LOUER  REBUKED.    *^  V 
LouB,  that  liueth  aud  raigneth  in  my  thought»    c\ 


l^ 


Tbat  buiit  his  seat  within  my  captiue  brest, 
Clad  in  tbe  armes  wherin  with  me  he  fonght, 
Uft  in  my  fiice  he  doth  his  banner  rest. 
She,  that  me  tought  to  loue,  and  sutfer,  paioe: 
My  doutful  hope,  aud  eke  my  hot  desire 
With  shamlast  cloke  to  shadowe  and  restraine ;  ^ 
Her  smiling  grace  conuerteth  straightto  ira.  ^ 
And  coward  Loue  then  to  the  hart  apaca«  A 

Taketh  his  flight,  wheras  be  lurkes  and  nlaines   ^ 
His  purpose  lost,  and  dare  not  shewe  bis^ace.     «y 
For  my  iordes  gilt  thus  fanłtlesse  bidę  I  paines;  ^ 
Yet  from  my  łonie  tbal  not  my  foote  reuioue:  4 
Swete  is  his  death,  that  takes  bis  end  by  Loue,  V 


TOMPLATNT  OF  THE  LOUER  DISDAUmD* 

Ik  Ciprus  springes,  whereas  danie  Venus  dwelt,  ^ 
A  well  so  hote,  that  whoso  tastes  tha  same,  ^ 
Were  he  of  stone,  as  thawed  jm  should  melt.  <C 
\nd  kindled  find  his  breast  wich  fixed  flame:  ^ 
Whose  moyst  poyson  dissoloed  hath  my  ha^,  C 
This  crepinge  fire  my  colde  lims  so  opprest,  cl 
That  in  tbe  hart  that  harboitie  fi-edome  lat^,  C 
Endlesse  despayre  long  thraidome  hath  inljprest.  d 
Another'  so  colde  in  frozen  yse  is  founde||  *€ 
Whose  chiiling  venoni  of  repugnant  kiujie  ^ 
The  feruent  h^t  doth  guenche  of  Cupi^  wonnde,  *f 
And  with  tbe  spot  of  cliange  infects  the  UHode^/^ 
Whereuf  my  derę  hath  tasted,  to  my  paine,   <? 
My  seruice  thus  is  growen  into  disdaine.     cf 

f      ^  ^ 

BESCRIFTION  AND  PRAISt  OFffJS  LOUE  "" 
W  GERALDJNE, 

From  Taskane  came  my  ladies  wortby  race;- 
Faire  Florence  was  sometime  ber*  auncient  seate 
The  western  yle,  whose  plesant  shore  dotb  face 
Wilde  Cambers  clifś,  did  gyve  ber  liKely  heate: 
Fostred  she  was  with  milkę  of  Irish  brest; 
Her  sire,  an  Erie;  ber  damę  of  priuces  blood: 
From  tender  yeres,  in  Bńtaio  she  dotb  rest 
With  kinges  childe,  where  she  tasteth  costly  food. 
Hons»łon  did  first  present  ber  to  minę  yien; 
Bright  is  ber  hewe,  and  Geraldine  she  htght: 
Hampton  me  taught  to  wishe  her  first  for  fnine: 
And  Windsor,  alas,  doth  chase  me  from  her  sight.* 

Her  beauty  of  kind,  ber  vertiieH  from  aboue; 

Happy  is  he,  tbat  can  obtaine  her  loue  | 


THE  FRAILTIE  AND  HURTFULNESS  OF 
S  BEAUTIE. 

Brittłe  beautie,  that  natura  madę  so  fraile, 
Wherof  the  gift  is  smali  and  short  the  season  ; 
Flowring  to  day,  to  morowe  apt  to  faile: 
Fickell  treasure,  abhorrod  of  reason: 
Daungeroiis  to  deal  with,  Yaine,  of  nonę  ana\le; 
Costly  in  keping,  pat»t  not  worthe  two  peason: 
Slipper  in  sliding  as  is  au  eles  taile;  / 
Harde  to  attaine,  once  gotten  not  geasoo : 


^ 


>  Another  well. 

*  Łyrd  Orford  would  raad  « tbcir.'* 


' 
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SURREY^S  POEMS. 


lewell  of  jeopttrdie  tfaat  peril  doth  a«Miile; 

False  and  vntrue,  enticed  pft  to  treason; 

Knmy  to  youth,  tbat  most^inay  I  bewaile : 

Ab«  bitter  swete,  infecting  as  the  poyson. 

Tbou  farcst  aii  fruŁe  tbat  with  tbe  frost  is  takeo, 
To  day  redy  ripe,  to  morowe  all  to  shakeii. 


/ 

U 


} 


A  COMPLAIKT  BY  NfGHT  OF  THEJJOUER 
NOT  BELOUED, 


T 


Ałas,  80  all  tbingcs  now  doe  holde  tbeir.  peace;  ^ 
Heaven  and  eartb  disturbed  in  no  thłng>      [cease, 
w  Tbe  beaste?,  the  ayer,  the  birdes  their  songe  doe 
Tbe  night^s  charę  tbe  starres  abbute  doth  bring;     ^ 


Sitb  fyrst  she  knew  my  grtefie  wat  groweii  so : 
Whiohe  other  fiuinies  driueth  from  my  hart 
Tbat  to  my  self  I  do  tbe  thoagłit  resenMy 
Tbe  wbich  unwares  did  wound  my  woefiil  brest^ 
But  on  ber  face  minę  eyea  monght  ueuer  rcttz 
Yet  sina  she  knew  I  did  ber  lotie  and  serue, 
Her  goitłcn  tres&es  cladde  alway  wjth  blackej 
Her  smyling  lokes  that  bid  thus  enermore. 
And  tbat  restraines  whiche  I  do»ire  so  soref 
So  dothe  tbys  comet  goueme  me  ałacke:  '        >-<s 
In  somer,  sunne:  in  winters  breathe,  a  froste^^^ 


Wherby  the  light  of  hor  faire  lokes  I  lost. 


Calrae  is  tbe  4ea,  the  waues  worke  lesse  and  lesse:*  ^ESIUESTTO HISLOUETOJOINE  BOt^TIM 


So  am  not  I,  wbom  loue  alas  doth  wrtng,  C 

Bringing  before  my  face  the  great  encrease         0{ 
Of  my  desires,  wherat  I  wepe  and  sing,  *  (^ 

In  joy  and  wo,  as  in  a  doutfal  case  i 
Por  my  swete  tboughtes,  sometime  do  pleasure 
But  by  and  by  tbe  cause  of  my  disease      [bring; 
Gevc»s  me  a  pang,  thut  inwardty  doth  sting; 
When  tbat  T  thinke  wbat  grief  it  is  againe. 
To  liue  and  lack  the  thing  sbould  ńd  my  paine. 


^oŁĄ 


/ 


*f  BOW  ECHE  TBTNG  SAUE  TBE  LOUER  IN 
SPRING  REUJUETH  TO  PLEASUtlE, 

Whcr    Windsor  walles  snsteined  my  wearied 

arme,  ^ 

My  band  my  chin,  to  ease  my  restlesse  hed :  ^ 
The  pleasatit  plot  reuested  green  with  warme,  c^ 
The  blossemd  bowes  with  lusty  Ver  yspred,  C 
The  flowred  meades^  the  wedded  birdes  so  late  c 
Mme  eyes  discoucr:  and  to  my  minde  resorte  d. 
The  ioly  woes,  the  hatciess  sbort  debatę,  ^ 

The  rakehell  life  that  longes  to  loue^  disporte:^ 
Wherewith,  alas,  the  beauy  charge  of  care  <^ 
Heapt  in  my  breast  breakes  fortb,  against  my  will^ 
In  smoky  sigbes,  tbat  ouercast  the  ayer. 
My  vapord  eyes  snob  drcry  tearcs  distiil)4     [faU,( 


\0  WITHBEAUTIE.        N/ 

Tbb  golden  gift  that  naturę  did  the  gire. 
To  fasten  frendes  ond  fedc  them  at  thy  w  iii; 
With  fourme  aud  fauour,  taogbt  me  to  beleue, 
How  thou  arte  madc  to  showe  ber  greatest  skil^ 
Whose  hidden  veriucs  are  not  so  vnkno\(en. 
But  lively  dames  migbte  gather  at  the  first 

Where  be  auty  so  ber  perfecte  seede  hatb  soweay  

^Of  other  graces  fulów  nedes^there  must. 
Now  certesse  Ladic,  sins  aH^thys  is  truć, 
That  from  aboue  thy  giftes  are  thus  elcet^ 
Do  not  deface  them  than  with  faiisies  newej 
Nor  change  of  m indos  Jet  not  the  minde  infect  :* 
But  memy  bym  thy  frcnde,  that  doth  thee  sSTr^ 
Who  sekes  always  tbine  honour  to  preserue. 


.i- 
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rSONKR  /V  WINDSOR,  HE  RECOUNT- 
ETH  HIS  PLEASURE  THERE  PASSED. 

So  cmel  prison,  how  cou!d  betide^alas! 
As  proude  Windsor:  where  1  in  lust  andjoye. 
Wy  tbe  a  kinges  sonne',  my  chiidishe  yeres  dU 
passe, 


^  _ In  greater  feast^  than  Priam's  Sonnes  of  Troyo: 

TheWder  spring  whichąuicken  where  thcyl  Where  eche  swete  place  retu  mes  a  taste  fuUsower: 
And  I  balfe  bcnt  to  tbrowe  me  downe  withaH.     (The  large  grene  courtes  where  we  were  wont  t* 


i 


hove, 
With  eyes  cast  vp  into  the  mayden  tower. 


A  VOW  TO  LOUE  FAITHFULLY  HOWSO-     Aod  easie  sighes,  such as  folk  drawe  in  Loue; 
EUER  HE  BE  REWARDED.  J  The  stately  seates,  the  ladies  brifirht  of  hewe; 

g  *^  Tlie  daunces  shorte,  loug  tales  of  grc&t  delight 

Set  me  whereas  the  sunne  doth  parchc  the  gręne,^ ,  with  worfesand  lokes,  that  tygers  could  but  re\T«v 
Or  where  his  beames  do  not  dissolue  they»«:  w 
In  tempcrate  heate  where  hc  is  felt  and  sf^ne:  oc 
In  presence  prest  of  people  madde  or  wiso:  ^ 
Set  me  in  hye,  or  yet  in  Iow  dejrree;    *^- 
.In  longest  ntght,  or  in  the  shortest  daye;   <^ 
In  clearest  skie,  or  where  cloudes  thickest  be;^ 
In  lusty  youth,  or  whcn  my  heercs  are  i;ray42:  <!> 
Set  mc  in  heauen,  in  earth,  or  els  in  heli,  -< 
In  hyll  ordale,  or  in  the  foming  Aood,      ^ 
Tbrall,  or  at  large,  aliue  whereso  I  dwelf^    ^ 
Sicke  or  in  tiealth,  in  euiil  feme  or  good:     ^ 
Hers  will  I  be,  and  onely  with  this  thoueht  <\ 
Content  my  sclfi  aithough  my  chaunce  be  nought/ 


1 


COMPLATNT  THAT  HIS  LADYAFTER  SHE 
KNEIV  OF  HIS  LOUE^  KEPT  HER  FACE 
ALfVAY  HIDDEN  FROM  HIM, 

I  NEVBR  sawe  my  Lady  laye  apart, 

Her  coriMt  blacke,  in  culde  nor  yet  in  hcate^ 


Whefe  ech  of  vs  did  pleade  the  otbers  rigbt. 
The  paime  play,  where,  dcspoyled  for  the  gamę, 
Witb  dazed  yies  oft  we  by  gl<'ame8  of  loue» 
Haue  mist  the  bali,  and  gote  sij^hte  of  our  damę. 
To  bayte  ber  eyes,  which  kept  the  Icads  aboue'. 
The  grauell  crounde,  wy  the  sleues  lide  on  the 

hflme 
On  fomyng  horse,  with  swordes    and  friendly 

bartes; 

With  chear  as  tbough  one  sbould  anolber  whelme, 

Wliere  we  haue  fought,  and  chased  oft  with  dartes; 

With  siluer  droppes  the  meade  yet  spred  for  ruthe, 

,  In  actiue  games  of  nimbleues  and  strength, 

Where  we  did  straiue,  truyued  with  swarmesuf 

youih, 
Our  tender  limmes,  that  yet  ahot  vp  in  length: 

*  The  young  duke  of  Richmond.     W. 

*  The  ladies  were  ranged  on  the  leads  or  battlay 
ments  of  the  castle  to  sec  tbe  play.     W* 


COMPLAINT  OF  A  DYING  LOUER. 
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Tbe  seertte  gronM  wbich  oft  w«  madę  resonnde, 
Of  pleasaunt  playnt,  and  of  our  ladiea  praise, 
Rccording  oft  wfaat  grace  ech  one  had  founde, 
What  bope  of  spede,  what  drede  of  long  delayes : 
The  Wilde  forest,  the  clothed  boltes  with  grene, 
With  rayns  aaailed  and  swift  ybreathed  borae; 
With  crie  of  hoandes  and  mery  blastes  betwene, 
Where  we  did  ehaae  the  fearful  bartę  of  fbrce. 
Tbe  Włde  vales  eke,  that  harborde  v«  ecbe  nighte, 
'^V'|ier«'ith  (aias)  reuiueth  in  my  brett 
The  sfTOte  accoide,  such  flei^es  aa  yet  delight, 
The  pleasant  drearaes,  tbe  qaiet  bed  of  rest: 
The  secrete  thoughtes  imparted  with  such  trust* 
Tbe  wanton  taike,  the  ditiere  change  of  ptay, 
The    frendsbip  swornc,  ecbe   promise    kept  so 

iust; 
Wherwith  we  past  tbe  winter  night  away. 
A  ad  with  this  tbougbt,  the  Moud  foreakes  the  face, 
The  teares  berayne  my  cbekeś  of  deadly  hewe, 
The  wbycbe  as  sonę  as  sobbing  sighes,  alas, 
Upsnpped  hare,  thus  I  my  plaint  reniewe: 
O  place  of  Uisse !  rpuuer  of  my  woes, 
<vłue  me  accompt,  where  is  my  noble  fere; 
Whom  in  thy  wałles  thoti  dost  ech  night  enclose; 
To  other  leefe,  but  unto  me  most  derę: 
Ercho  alas,  that  doth  my  sorow  rpwe, 
Retunis  therto  a  hollowe  sounde  of  playnte. 
•Thus  I  alone,  where  alł  my  fredome  grewe, 
In  prtson  pine  with  boiidage  and  restrainte, 
And  with  remembrance  of  tbe  greater  grecfe, 
To  banish  tbe  lesse,  I  fiod  my  chief  releefe. 


THE  WUER  COMFORTETH  HIMSELF 
WrrR  THE  WORTHINESSE  OF  HIS 
LOUE. 

When  rasring  !one  with  extreme  paine, 
Must  cruolly  distrains  my  hart ; 
When  that  my  teares/  as  floudes  of  raine, 
Peare  witncs  of  my  wofull  sroart: 
Wberi  sighes  haue  wasted  si>  my  breath, 
Thal  I  lye  at  the  poynt  of  death: 

1  cali  to  minde  the  nauye  great, 
That  t!łe  flrckes  brougbt  to  Troy  towne. 
And  how  the  boysteoMs  windes  did  beate 
Their  słiips,  and  rent  their  sailes  adowae, 
Till  Acrauiemnons  daughters  bloode, 
Appeasde  the  Goddes  that  them  wtthstode: 

And  how  that  in  those  teu  yeres  warre* 
Fuli  many  a  bioody  dede  was  done ; 
And  many  a  lord  that  came  fuli  fanv, 
Tbere  caughte  his  bane  (alas)  to  sonę: 
And  many  a  good  knight  ouerronne, 
Before  tbe  Grekes  had  Helenę  wonne. 

Tben  thinke  I  thus:  sithe  suche  repayrt* 
So  longe  time  warrc  of  valiant  meu. 
Was  all  to  winne  a  Ladv  fayre; 
Shall  1  not  learne  to  suiTre  then, 
Ani  think  my  life  well  spent  to  be, 
Seruing  a  worthier  wight  thau  sbe  ? 

Thcrfore.I  nener  will  repent, 
Bat  paincs  contented  stil  endure; 
-For  like  as  when,  rough  winter  spent, 
The  pleasant  spring  straight  draweth  in  rrt; 
So  after  niging  stormes  of  care, 
Joyfull  at  langth  nay  ba  my  fart. 


COMPLAINT  OF  THE  AB8ENCE  OF  HER 
LOUER  BEING  UPON  THE  SEA. 

0  HAPPY  dameSy  that  may  embnce 
The  frute  of  your  delight; 

Help  to  bewaile  the  wofull  case* 

And  eke  the  hcavy  plight. 

Of  me,  that  wonted  to  reioyce, 

The  fortunę  of  my  pleasant  choice: 

Good  Ladies,  help  to  fil  my  mouming  voy<e, 

In  ship,  freight  withe  rememberaace 
Of  Uioughts  and  pleasures  past,  • 

He  sailes,  that  hath  in  gOTemance, 
My  life,  while  it  will  lasL 
With  scalding  sighes,  for  lacke  of  gale, 
Furdering  hys  bope  that  is  his  saile, 
Toward  me,  the  swete  port  of  hys  auaile, 

Alas !  how  ofl  in  dremes  I  se 
Those  cyes  that  were  my  fbod, 
Whych  somtime  so  delighted  me 
That  yet  they  do  me  good: 
Wherwith  I  wake  with  his  returno, 
Wbose  absent  flame  djd  make  me  bume; 
But  when  1  finde  tbe  lack,  Lord !  how  I  mourne! 

When  other  loners  in  armes  acrosse, 
Reioice  their  chiefe  deligłit ; 
Dro%vned  in  teares  to  mourne  my  losse 

1  stand  the  bytter  nygbt 

In  my  window,  where  1  may  sce, 
Before  tbe  wiudes  how  the  cłoudes  flec 
Lol  wbat  mariner  loue  hath  roade  of  mee? 

And  in  grene  waues  when  the  salt  flood 
Doth  rise  by  ragc  of  windę, 
A  thousaud  fansies  in  tliat  mood, 
Assayle  my  restlesse  minde: 
Alas!  now  drencheth  my  swete  so, 
That  with  the  spoyle  of  my  hart  did  go. 
And  lefl  me  :  but,  alas!  why  did  be  so? 

And  when  the  seas  waxe  calme  againe^ 
To  chace  fro  me  annoye, 
My  doutful  bope  doth  cause  me  plaine : 
So  drede  cuts  off  my  ioye. 
Thus  in  my  wealth  minglcd  with  wo. 
And  of  ech  tbougbt  a  dout  doth  grow. 
Ko  w  be  comes !  will  be  come  ?  alas,  no. 


COMPLAINT  OF  A  DYING  LOUER  RE- 
FUSED  UPON  HIS  LADl  ES  INIUST  MIS- 
TAKING  OF  HIS  WRl  TING. 

In  winters  iust  retume,  when  Boreas  gan  his 

raigne,  [them  plaine: 

And  euery  tree  uoclothed  fast,  as  naturę  taogbt 

In  misty  murning  darke,  as  sbepe  are  then  in 

bolde,  [unfolde. 

I  hyed  me  fast,  it  sat  me  on,  my  shepe  for  to 

And  as  it  is  a  tbing  that  louers  haue  by  fittes, 

Under  a  palmę  I  heard  one  crie,  as  be  had  lolist 

his  wittes.  [playnt, 

Wbose  voice  did  ring  so  shrill  in  utter}'nge  of  his 

That  I  amazed  was  to  heare,  how  loue  couldh 

bym  attaint,  [ridde  this  wo; 

Ab!  wretched  man,  quod  be;  come  death  and 

A  just  reward,  a  happy  end,  if  it  may  chanc 

thee  80. 
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Tfay  pleasures  paat  haue  wrought  thy  woe'włthout 
redre^se ;  [ben  the  lesse. 

irthou  hadst  never  felt  no  ioy,  thy  stmart  had 
And  retchlesse  of  hys  life,  be  gan  both  syghe  and 
grone, 
A  rufiiU  thing,  methougbt,  it  iras,  to  heare  him 
make  such  monę. 
Tbou  cursed  pen,  sayd  he,  wo  worth  the  birde  tl^ee 
bare; 
The  man,  the  knife,  and  al  that  madę  thce,  wo 
be  to  their  share: 
Wo  urorth  the  time,  and  place,  where  I  could  80 
endite!  [canwrite! 

And  wo  be  it  yet  once  againe,  the  pen  that  so 
Unhappy  hand !  it  had  becn  happy  time  for  me, 
If,  w  hen  to  write  thou  learned  first,  vnjoynted 
hailst  thon  be. 
Thns  curaed  he  himsclf,  and  enery  other  wight, 
Saue  hcr  alone  whom  Loue  him  bound  to  ferac 
both  day  and  night.  [ford id, 

Which  when  1  hęard,  and  saw,  how  he  bimself 
Againgt  the  ground  with  biondy  strokea,   him- 
self  euen  tbere  to  rid ;  [Łho ; 

Had  ben  my  heart  of  flint,  it  mugt  haue  mełted 
For  in  my  life  I  neuer  saw  a  man  bo  fali  of  uo. 
With  teares  for  his  redresse,  !  rashly  to  him  ran  j 
And  in  my  armes  1  caught  him  fast,  and  thus  I 
spake  him  than :  [case, 

What  woftill  wight  art  thou,  that  in  such  heauy 
Tormcntes  thy  scife  with  such  dcspite,  berę  in 
this  desert  place  ?  [dred, 

Wherewith,  as  alł   agast,  fulfiłd  witli    ire,  and 
He  cast  on  me  a  staring  loke,  with  colour  pale 
andded;  [plight, 

Nay ;  what  art  thou,  qnod  he,  that  in  this  heauy 
0oest  find  me  herc,  nft>8t  Hofull  wretch,  that 
lyfe  hath  in  despight? 
I  am  (quod  I)  but  poore  and  &imple  in  degrej 
A  shepardes  charge  1  haue  in   hand,  vnworthy 
thongh  I  be :  fshould  fkll, 

Wyth  that  he  gave  a  sighe  as  thotigh  the  skie 
And  lowd  alas  he  shriked  oit,  and  Shepard,  gan 
he  cali; 
Comehie  thce  fastat  ones,  and  pnnt  itinthyhnrt; 
So  thou  shall  know,  and  I  shall  tell  the,  giltlesse 
how  I  smart.  [faint. 

His  back  against  the  tree,  sore  febled  all  with 
With  weary  sprite,  he  stretcht  bym  up,  and 
thus  he  tuld  his  plaint:  [louc 

Ones  in  my  hart  (quo(i  he)  it  chaunced  me  to 
Such  one,  in  whom  hath  naturę  wrought,  ber 
conning  for  to  proue : 
,  And  surę  I  cannót  say,  but  many  yeres  were  spent, 
With  such  good  will  so  recompenst,  as  both  we 
werc  cuntent. 
Whercto  then  I  me  bound,  and  she  likewise  aiso, 
The  Sunne  shouldrunne  h;s  course  awry,  ere 
we  this  faith  forego.  [bliosc  ? 

Who  ioyed  then  but  1 1  who  had  this  worldes 
Wbo  mtghte  compare  a  life  to  myne,  that  neuer 
thought  on  this  ? 
Bnt  dwelfing  in  this  truth,  amid  my  greatest  joy, 
Is  me  bcfallen  a  grcater  lusse,  then  Priam  had 
of  Troy ; 
She  i«  rruerscd  cleno,  and  beareth  me  in  hand, 
That  my  deserts  haue  geuen  cause  to  breke  this 
faithAili  baud  ; 
And  for  my  jast  excuse  anaileth  no  defence:       » 
Nuw   knowest  thou  all;  1  can  no  morę;  but 
shepheard  hie  thee  hCQce, 


And  geue  him  leaue  to  dye,  tbat  nay  no  longer 
liue, 
W)iose  record  lo  I  daime  to  haoe,  my  <leath  1 
do  fofgeue ;  CplaiM ; 

And  eke  wben  1  am  gone,  be  bold  to  speake  it 
Thon  hast  seen  dye  the  Łruest  man,  tbat  erer 
loue  dyd  pai  ne.  [for  bresth ; 

Wherwith  he  tumde  him  rounde,  and  gaspiag  oft 
Into  his  annes  a  tree  be  ranght,  and  said,  wd- 
come  my  death : 
Welcome  a  thousand  foMe,  now  dearer  unto  me, 
Than  should  without  ber  looe  to  lioe  aa  empe- 
rour  to  be. 
Thus  in  this  wofull  state,  he  yelded  up  the  ghost; 
And  litUe.  knoweth  bis  lady,  what  a  louer  she 
hath  lost. 
Whose  death  when  I  bebeld,  no  manrelwas  it,  right 
For  pitie  though  my  heart  did  blede,  to  se  so 
piteous  sight.  [sore; 

My  bloud  from  beat  to  cold  od  cbanged  wondefs 
A  thousand  troubles  there  I  found  I  nener  knew 
before :  [brougbt  in  feare, 

Twene   drede  aod  dolour,  so  my  sprites  were 
That  long  it  was  ere  1  could  cali  to  młode,  whąt 
I  did  there.  [ofmyne; 

But  as  ech  tbing  hath  end,  so  had  tbeae  payns 
The  f ories  past,  aod  1  my  wiu  restoid  by  tength 
of  time :  • 

Then  as  I  could  deuyse,  to  seke  I  thought  it  best, 
Where  I  mtght  finde  some  woithy  place  for  such 
a  corse  to  rcst :  f  aw«y 

And  in  my  mtnde  it  came,  from  thence  not  farre 
Where  Crescids  love,  king  Priams   sonne  the 
worthy  Troiluslay: 
By  him  1  madę  his  touibe,  in  token  he  was  tme. 
And  as  to  him  belongeth  well,  I  coaared  it  trith 
blew ; 
Whose  soule  by  angels  power,  departed  not  so  sonę. 
But  to  {.he  heaueus,  lo,  it  fled,  for  to  receiue  bis 
dome. 


COMPLAINT  OF  THE  ABSENCE  OF  HER 
LOUEB^EING  UPON  THE  SEA. 

Good  ladtes,ye  that  haue  jrour  pleasures  in  eicile. 
Step  1  u  your  fote,  come  take  a  place,  aod  rnoorne 
with  me  a  while: 
And  such  as  by  their  lordes  do  set  but  little  price, 
Let  them  sit  stilt,  itskilles  them  nutwhatehance 
come  on  the  dice : 
But  ye  whom  loue  hath  bound  by  order  of  desire. 
To  loue  your  lordes,  whose  good  desertes  noue 
other  wold  require : 
Come  ye  yet  onesa^aine,  and  set  yourfotc  by  minę, 
Whose  wofiłll  plight,  and  sorowes  great,  no  tong 
may  well  deiine.  [wdth. 

My  lone  and  lord,  alas !  in  whom  coiisistes  my 
Hath  fortunę  sent  to  passe  the  seas  in  hazarde 
ofhisheith:  [minde, 

Whom  1  was  wont  t"embrace  with  well  contented 
Is  now  amid  the  foming  floods  at  pleasure  of  the 
windę :  [me  sende, 

Where  God  will  him  preserue,  and  sonę  h'wn  home 
Without  which  bope  my  life  (alas)  were  shortly 
at  an  ende.  [me  plaine, 

Whose  abitent^e  yet  although  my  hope  doth  tell 
With  short  returne  he  comes  anone^  yet  ceasetk 
not  my  payoe : 


A  WARNINO  TO  THE  LOUER. 
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The  fearfuU  dreames  I  hane,  oft  times  do  greue 
me  so, 
Tbat  wben  I  wake,  1  lye  in  dout,  where  they  be 
tnie  or  no:  [so  hye, 

Soroetimes  thc  roańng  seas,  me  semes,  do  grow 
Th«t  my  derę  lord,  ay  me,  alas!  metbinkes  I 
see  him  dye. 
And  other  time  tbe  same  doth  teł  me,  he  is  come, 
And  playing,  where  I  shałl  bim  find  witb  bis 
faire  litle  sonne. 
Se,  forth  I  goe  apace  to  tee  tbat  leefesome  sigbt. 
And  witb  a  kisse,  mettiinke,  1  say,  welcome  my 
lord,  my  knight ; 
^«]come  my  swete,  alas,  the  stay  of  my  welfare, 
Thy  presence  bringetb  fbrtb  a  truce  atwixt  me, 
and  my  Gare : 
Tben  liuely  dotb  he  loke>  and  salueth  me  againe. 
And  saytb,  my  derę,  bow  tą  it  now,  tbat  you 
baue  ąll  this  payne  ?  [brest, 

Wherewitb  the  beavy  cares  tbat  beapt  are  in  my 
Breake  forth,  and  me  discbargen  clenę  of  all  my 
bage  anrest. 
But  wben  1  me  awake,  acd  find  itbat  a  dreme 
The  anguish  of  my  foritier  wo  beginneth  morę 
extreme. 
And  me  tórmenteth  so,  tbat  unneatb  may  I  find, 
Some  hidden  place,  wberein  to  slake  the  gnawing 
of  my  mind. 
Tbus  euery  way  you  se,  witb  absence  bow  I  bnrii, 
And  for  my  wound,  no  cure  I  find,  but  bope  of 
g04)d  return;  [the  morę, 

Saue  when  1  tbinke,  by  sowre,  bow  swete  is  feit 
It  doth  abate  some  of  my  paines,  Łhat  1  abode 
befoie: 
And  tben  unto  my  sdf  I  say,  when  we  ihall  metę, 
But  litle  while  shall  seme  this  pairie,  the  joy 
shalt  be  so  swete. 
Ye  windes  I  yon  conjurein  cheifest  of  yoiir  rlige, 
Tbat  ye  my  lord  me  safely  scnd,  my  sorowes  to 
asswage. 
And  tbat  I  may  not  long  abids  iii  this  excesse, 
Do  yoiirgood  wil^  to  cure  a  wight,  that  lireth  in 
distresse* 


J  PRAJSF.  OF  fflS  LOUE,  WHERIN  HE 
REPROUETH  THEM  THAT  CO M PARĘ 
THEIR  LADIES  WJTH  HIS. 

GwB  place,  ye  louers,  berę  before* 
That  speut  your  bostes  and  bragges  in  vain. 
My  ladies  bieawty  passeth  morę, 
The  bebt  of  yoiirs,  I  dare  well  sayen* 
Then  d^th  the  sunne  the  candle  light; 
Or  brigl^test  day  the  darkest  night. 

And  therto  bath  a  troth  as  jnst, 
As  had  Penelope  the  faire. 
For  wbat  she  sayth,  ye  may  it  trust, 
As  by  it  writing  sealed  were: 
And  Tirtiies  bath  sbe  many  moe, 
Tcan  1  with  pen  have  skill  to  showe. 

I  could  Teberse  if  tbat  1  wonld, 
The  wbole  effect  of  Natures  plaint, 
Wben  she  had  lost  the  per6te  mould, 
Tbe  like  to  whome  sbe  could  not  paint : 
Witb  wringyng  hands,  bow  she  did  «ry» 
And  whatsbe  said,  1  kaew  it,  U 


1  knowe  she  swore  witb  raging  mmde 
Her  kingdome  onety  set  apart ; 
There  was  no  losse,  by  lawe  of  kinde, 
Tbat  could  baue  gone  so  nerę  ber  bart; 
And  this  was  chefely  all  ber  paine, 
Sbe  could  not  make  tbe  like  againe. 

Sith  Naturę  thus  gaue  hor  the  praise. 
To  be  the  chefest  worke  she  wrought ; 
In  faith  me  thinke  some  better  wayes. 
On  your  behalfe  might  well  be  soughU 
Then  to  compare  (as  you  haue  done) 
To  matche  tbe  candle*  withe  tbe  sunue. 
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TO    THE   LADIE   THAT  SCORNED 

LOUER. 

Ałthocgh  ]  had  a  check  S 
To  geue  the  matę  is  bard ; 
For  1  haue  found  a  neck. 
To  kepe  my  men  in  gard. 

And  you  that  hardy  are. 
To  geue  so  great  assay 
Unto  a  man  of  warre. 
To  drive  his  men  away : 

I  redę  you  take  good  hede. 
And  markę  this  fooiish  verse; 
For  I  will  sb  provide, 
That  I  will  bave  your  fcrse. 

And  wben  your  ferse  is  had. 
And  all  your  warre  is  donet 
Then  shall  your  self  be  glad, 
To  end  that  you  begóne. 

For  if  by  chance  I  winne, 
Your  person  in  the  feld. 
To  late  then  come  you  in 
Your  selfe  to  me  to  ydd. 

For  I  will  use  my  power, 
As  captaine  fuli  of  might ; 
And  such  I  will  deuour, 
As  vse  to  shew  meepight. 

And  for  because  you  gaue 
Me  checke  in  your  degre ; 
This  yantage  lo  1  haue, 
Now  checke  and  gardę  to  the : 

Defcnd  it,  if  thou  may,    . 
Stand  stifTe  in  thine  estatc, 
For  surę  1  will  assay, 
If  I  can  giue  tbe  matę. 


A  WARNING  TO  THE  LOUER,  HOW  HE  JS 
ABUSED  BY  HIS  LOUE. 

To  dcrely  had  I  boughte  my  grene  and  youthfuU 

yeres,  [l^^'^  appercs : 

If  in  minę  age  1  coolde  not  finde,  when  craft  for 

And  seldome  though  1  come  in  court  amo ng  the 

rest,  [t'»«  *'®»^- 

*Yet  can  I  iudge  in  colours  dim,  as  depe  as  ( aa 

1  Allading  to  chess.    C. 
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Where  grefe  tonnentes  the  man  tfaai  suffreth  se- 
cret  smart,  [tbe  bart: 

To  breke  it  forth  anto  some  fineod,  iteaseth  well 
So  standes  it  now  with  me  for  my  beloTed  friode 
Tbis  case  is  thine  for  whom  1  fele  soch  tonneats 
of  my  miade ; 
And  for  thy  sake  I  bume  so  in  my  secret  brest, 
That  till  tbou  know  my  bole  disease,  my  bart 
can  baae  no  rest. 
I  see  how  tbine  abuse  bath  wrested  so  thy  wHtes, 
Tbat  all  it  yeldes  to  thy  desire^and  folowes  tbee 
by  fittcs.  [tby  power, 

Where  thou  hast  loued  so  long,  with  hart  and  all 
1  se  thee  fed  with  fained  woides,  thy  fredom  to 
de^ouf;  [withstand, 

I  know,  (though  she  say  nay),  and  would  it  well 
When  iu  her  grace,  tbou  held  thee  most,  she 
bare  tbe  but  in  band ; 
I  see  ber  pleasant  chere  in  ćhiefest  of  thy  suitę, 
Wheu  thou  art  gone,  I  se  htm  come,  that  gathers 
upthefniite; 
And  eke  in  thy  respect,  1  se  the  base  dcgre, 
Of  him,  to  whome  she  gaue  tbe  hart,  tbat  pro- 
mised-was  to  the.  [surę, 

I  se  (what  woulde  you  morę)  stode  never  man  so 
On  womans  woi*d  but  wisedome  would  mistrust 
it  to  endure. 


THE  F0RSj4KEN  LOUER  DESCRIBETH, 
AND  FORSAKETH  LOUE, 

O  ŁOTHSOMB  place,  where  I 
Have  sene  and  hard  my  derę  ; 
"When  in  my  hart  ber  eye, 
Hath  madę  ber  thought  appere. 
By  glimsing  with  such  grace, 
As  fortunę  it  ne  would 
That  lasten  any  space, 
Between  us  lenger  sbould. 

As  fortunę  did  auance. 
To  furtber  my  desire, 
£ven  so  hath  foitunes  chaunce, ' 
Throwen  al  amiddes  the  mirę ; 
And  tbat  I  have  deserued, 
With  true  and  faitbfull  hart; 
Is  to  his  handes  resrraed, 
That  neuer  felt  the  smart. 

But  happy  is  that  man, 
That  scaped  hath  tbe  griefe, 
Tbat  Loue  wel  teache  him  can. 
By  wanting  bis  reliefe. 
A  scourge  to  quiet  mindes, 
Ił  is,  who  taketb  hede ; 
A  common  plagę  thatbindes, 
A  trauell  without  mede. 

Tbis  gift  it  bath  aiso, 
Who  so  enjoies  it  most, 
A  thoosand  troubles  grow, 
To  vex  bis  weried  gbost. 
And  last  it  may  not  long, 
l'he  truest  tbinge  of  all ; 
And  surę  tbe  greatest  wrong, 
Tbatiswitbin  tbtsthrall* 


But  sins  tfaoa  desert  placfc» 
Canstgeve  me  no  accompt; 
Of  my  desired  grace, 
Tbat  I  to  haue  was  wont: 
Farewell !  thou  hast  me  tought 
To  thinke  me  not  tbe  furst 
Tbat  loue  bath  set  aloft. 
And  casten  in  the  dust. 


THE  LOUER  DESCRIBES  HIS  RESTLES9B 

STATE. 

As  oft  as  I  behold  and  see 
The  soueiaigne  beautie  that  me  boiind, 
The  nier  my  comfort  is  to  me, 
Alas !  the  fresher  is  my  wound. 

As  flame  doth  qaench  by  ragę  of  fire. 
And  running  stremes  consume  by  raine; 
So  doth  the  sight,  that  I  desire, 
Appease  my  grief  and  d^dly  paine. 

Fint  when  I  sawtbosechristalstreames, 
Whose  beauty  madę  my  mortall  wounde, 
I  little  tbonght  witbin  her  beames, 
So  swete  a  Tenom  to  haue  found. 

But  wilfoll  will  did  pricke  me  forth. 
And  blinde  Cupide  did  wbippe  and  guide  ; 
Force  madę  me  take  my  griefe  in  woith  : 
My  frutelesse  hope  my  harme  did  hide. 

As  cruel  waves  fuli  oft  be  found, 
Against  the  rockesto  rore  and  ery; 
So  doth  my  bart  fuli  oft  rebound, 
Agaynst  my  brest  fuU  bitterly. 

I  fali  and  se  minę  own  decay^ 
As  one,  that  beares  flame  in  his  brest ; 
Forgets  in  paine  to  put  away, 
The  tbinge  tha#breditb  minę  unrest. 


TffE  LOUER  EKCUSETH  fflMSELP  OF 
SUSPECTED  CHANGE. 

Though  i  regarded  not 
The  promise  madę  by  me, 
Or  passed  not  to  spot 
My  fiaith  and  honeste  : 
Yet  were  my  fonsy  strange. 
And  wilfiil  wyli  to  wite; 
if  I  sought  now  to  change 
A  falkon  for  a  kitę. 

All  men  might  well  dispray<« 
My  wit.  and  enterprise» 
Yf  I  estemde  a  pese 
Above  a  perle  in  pńce  : 
Or  iudged  the  owie  in  sight^ 
The  sparehauke  to  excell ; 
Which  flyetb  but  in  the  night 
As  all  men  know  right  well. 


THE  CONSTANT  LOUER  LAMENTETH. 
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Or  if  I  flOTBgbte  to  saile, 
Into  the  biittie  port ; 
Where  aaker-hold  dotb  faile^ 
To  such  as  do  resort; 
And  leave  the  hauen  surę, 
lVber«  blowes  no  blusteriog  windę  ; 
Nor  fickelnesse  in  ure 
So  fiirfbrtb  as  I  iinde. 

No,  tbinke  me  notso  light. 
Kor  of  80  chiirliflb'kinde» 
Tbougb  ii  lay  in  my  might. 
My  bondage  to  onbinde ; 
Tbat  I  woulde  leae  the  hinde 
To  bmit  the  ganders  so: 
N0|  no,  I  ba^e  no  minde 
To  make  ezcbanges  so : 

Nor  yet  to  cbange  at  afl. 
For  tbinke  it  may  not  be, 
Tbat  I  sbould  seke  to  fali 
From  my  felicitie. 
Desirous  for  to  win, 
And  lotb  for  to  ib*go, 
Or  new  cbange  to  begin, 
How  may  all  tbis  be  so  ? 

Tbe  flre  it  cannot  frese. 
For  it  18  not  bis  kindc ; 
Nor  true  loae  cannot  lese 
Tbe  eonstanee  of  tbe  minde: 
Yet  as  sonę  sball  the  fire. 
Want  beate  to  blase  and  borne, 
As  I  in  soch  desire 
Hane  once  a  thongbt  to  tume. 


A  CAREl^SSE  MAN,  SCORNING  AND  DE- 
SCRIBING  TffE  SUTTLE  FSAGE  OF 
WOMŁN  TOWARDE  THEIR  LOUER& 

Wrapt  in  me  carelesse  cloke,  as  I  walk  to  and 

fro,  [in  bis  bow ; 

I  te,  bow  ioue  can  sbew  wbat  force  tber  reignetb 

And  how  be  sbotetb  eke  a  hardy  bart  to  wound; 

And  where  be  glanceth  by  agaioe,  tbat  litle  bort 

is  fonnd. 

For  seldome  is  itsene,bewonndetb  bartesalike; 

The  tonę  may  ragę,  wbeo  totbers  Ioue  is  often 

ferretoseke:  [mee, 

All  tbis  I  see,  with  morę ;  and  wonder  thinketh 

How  be  can  strike  the  one  so  sore,  and  leaue  tbe 

oiher  free ;  [wrong, 

I  see,  tbat  wonnded  wigbt,  tbat  soifrctb  all  tbis 

How  be  is  fed  with  yeas,  and  nays,  and  Huetb  all 

to  long. 

Id  silence  thongb  1  kepe  soch  secretes  to  my  self ; 

Yet  do  I  see,  bow  sbe  somtime  dotb  yeld  a  looke 

by  steltb ;  [«o, 

.  As  thongb  it  semde,  ywis,  I  will  not  lo«e  thee 

When  in  ber  bart  so  swete  a  tbougbt  did  never 

truty  grow;  [blisse 

Then  say  I  tbus^  alas,  tbat  man  is  farre  from 

Tbat  dotb  receiue  for  his  relief,  nonę  otber  gaine 

but  tbis ; 

And  sbe  tbat  fedesbim  so,  I  fetę,  and  find  it  plain, 

Is  but  to  glory  in  ber  power,  tbat  ouer  snch  can 

raign  :  [that  be, 

Nor  aresucb  graoes  spent,  but  wben  sbe  thinkes 

Ah  weried  man !  is  fully  bent  soch  iancies  to  let  fle, 


Then  to  retain  bim  still,  sbe  wrastoth  new  ber 

grace,  [the  man  embrace: 

And  smileth  lo,  as  tbougb  sbewoąild  forthwith 

But  wben  tbe  proofe  is  madę,  to  try  sucblookes 

witball,  [iiillofgall: 

He  Aodeth  then  the  place  all  voide  and  freighted 

Lord  wbat  abose  is  tbis  1  wbo  can  such  women 

praise?  [ways: 

Tbat  for  their  glory  do  deuise  to  V8e  such  craftie 

I,  tbat  amonge!the  restdo  sit,  and  roarke  tbe  row, 

Find,  tbat  in  b^  is  greater  craft,  then  is  in  twenty 

mo,  [spędy 

Wbose  tender  years,  alas !  with  wiles  so  wel  are 

Wbat  wit  sbe  do,  wben  bory  beares  are  powdred 

in  ber  hed? 


AN  ANSITERE  /AT  THE  BEHALFE  OF  A 
WOMAS  OF  AN  UNCERTAIN  AUCTBOR. 

Gut  in  my  giltles  gowne,  as  I  sit  berę  and  sow 

I  see  tbat  tbinges  are  not  in  dede  as  to  the  out- 

ward  show.  ^  [what  nerę. 

And  who-so  list  to  k>ke,  and  note  tbinges  some- 

Sbal  iind  where  plainesse  semes  to  haunt,  notbing 

but  craft  appear :  [ceme. 

For  with  indiiierent  eyes  my  self  can  well  dis- 

How  some  to  guide  a  ship  in  stormes  seke  for  to 

take  tbe  steme ;  [barge^ 

Wbose  practise  if wereproTed  in  calme  to  stere  a 

Assuredly  beleoe  it  well,  it  were  to  great  a  charge: 

And  some  I  se  again  sit  still  aod  say  but  smali, 

Tbat  coulde  do  ten  times  morć  then  tbey  tbat  say 

tbey  can  do  all ;  [understand^ 

Wbose  goodlygiftes  are  sncb,  tbe  morę  tbey 

Tbe  morę  tbey  seke  to  leame  and  know,  and  take 

lesse  cbaiige  in  band.  [fisst. 

And  to  dedare  morę  plain,  tbe  time  fleetes  not  so 

But  I  can  beare  fiill  well  in  mind  tbe  song  now 

song  and  past  ^  [cloke, 

The  auctor  whereof  came,  wrapt  in  a  cralty 

With  will  to  force  a  flaming  fire,  where  be  could 

raise  no  smoke ;  [plaine, 

If  power  and  will  had  joined,  as  it  appereth 

Then  truth  nor  right  had  tanę  no  place  their  ver- 

tues  bad  been  raine; 

So  that  you  may  percełve,  and  1  may  safely  se 

Tbe  iniiocent  thatgiltlesse  is,  condempned  sbould 

baue  be. 


THE  CONSTANT  LOUER  LAMENTETH. 

SiNS  fbrtunes  wrath  enuieth  tbe  weltb' 
Wherin  I  raigned  by  tbe  sight 
Of  tbat,  tbat  fed  minę  eyes  by  steltb, 
With  sowre  swete,  dread  and  deligbt : 
Let  not  my  griefe  moue  you  to  monę. 
For  I  will  wepe  and  waile  alone. 

Spite  draue  me  into  Boreas  raigne, 
Where  bory  frostes  the  frutes  do  bite, 
When  hilies^ere  spred,  and  euery  plaine, 
With  Storni y  winters  roantle  white ; 
And  yet,  my  derę,  such  was  my  beate, 
When  others  freze>  then  did  I  sweate. 
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And  oow,  thooph  on  tbe  tunne  I  dri^e, 
Whoee  fsrrent  Amdc  all  tbinges  decaies. 
His  beames  in  brightoesse  may  not  striue, 
With  ligbt  of  your  swete  golden  rayeg ; 
Kor  frotn  my  bresŁ  this  beate  remoae, 
Tbe  frosen  tbougbtes  graueo  by  loue. 

Ne  may  tbe  waues  of  the  salt  floode 
fiuenche  tbat  your  beaiitie  set  on  fire. 
For  thouch  minę  eyes  forbeare  tbe  foode^ 
That  did  reUeue  tbe  hot  desire; 
Such  as  I  was,  sacb  wyli  I  be, 
Your  owne^  wbat  woulde  ye  morę  of  me  ? 


SURItEY'S  ^OEMS. 


{ 


A  SONG  WRITTEN  BY  THE  ^ARLE  OF 
SURREYOP  A  LADIK  TffAT  REFUSKD 
TO  VAUSCE  WITH  HIM. 

£cH£  Ijeast  can  chose  bis  fere  according  to  bis 

«"inde,  [beastly  kiudej 

And  cke  can  shew  a  friendly  cbere  lyke  to  tbeir 

A  lion  saw  1  Jatę  as  whyte  as  any  snów, 
Which  semcd  wełl  to  leade  tbe  race,  bis  port  tbe 
same  did  showe. 
Upon  the  gentle  beast  to  gazę  it  pleased  me, 
For  stilł,  me  tboughte,  he  semed  well  of  noble 
blood  to  be.  [make 

And  as  he  praunced  before,  still  seking  for  a 
As  who  would  say,  there  is  nonc  berę,  I  trowe  wilj 
me  forsake;  [bonę, 

I  mjgbt  perceaue  a  wolfe  as  wbite  as  wbales 
A  fairer  beaste,  of  fresber  bue,  beheld  I  neuer  nonę, 
Save  that  her  lokes  were  coy,  and  froward  eke 
lier  grace,  [vaunce  apace. 

unto  tbe  whiche  this  gentle  beast  gan  bim  ad- 
And  with  a  becke  fuli  Iow  be  bowed  at  ber  feete, 
In  bumble  wise,  as  who  woulde  say,  1  am  to  farre 
unmeete.  [waided 

Batsnch  a  soomeftiłl  cbere  wberwith  sbe  bim  re- 
Was  neuer  sene  1  trow  the  like  to  such  as  well 
deseraed-.       ^  [twaioe, 

With  that  sbe  start  aside  well  nerę  a  foote  or 
And  vnto  hhn  thus  gan  sbe  say  with  spite'  and 
gi-eat  disdaine,  [before, 

Lion,  sbe  saide,  if  thou  badst  knowen  my  mind 
Thou  hadut  not  spent  thy  trayaile  thus,  nor  all  thy 
paineforlorej  [with  mee. 

Do  way,  I  Icte  tbee  wcte,  thou  shalt  not  płay 
Go  rangę  about  wbcre  thou  maist  finde  some  meter 
fere  for  thee.  [flame, 

'Wiih  tbat  be  bet  his  taile,  his  eyes  began  to 
1  might  perceiue  his  noble  hart,  much  moued  by 
the  same ;  [swaie 

Yct  saw  I  bim  refraine,  and  eke  his  wrath  asi 
And  vnto  her  tbus  gaa  he  say,  when  he  was  past 
his  ragę. 
Cruel,  you  do  me  wrong  to  set  me  thus  so  light, 
Without  desert  for  my  good  will,  to  shew  me  such 
despyght. 
How  can  ye  thus  entreat  a  lion  of  the  race, 
That  with  his  pawes,  a  crowned  kinge  devoured  in 
the  place: 
Whose  naturę  is  to  prey  vpon  no  simple  food, 
As  long  as  he  may  suck  the  flesh,  aud  drink  of 
noble  blood. 


If  yoa  be  iayre  and"  fresb,  am  I  not  of  ytmr  hoef 
Afid  for  my  ^aunt,  I  dare  well  say,  my  bloud  is 
not  untrue. 
For  you  your  self  haue  heard,  it  is  not  loof 
agoe, 
Sith  that  for  loue,  one  of  the  race  did  end  his  life 
in  woe, 
In  tower  strong,  and  hie,  for  bis  assured  tntth ; 
Whe^^as  in   tears  he  spent  bis  breath,  aJas  the 
morę  th^  ruth  :  [remoue, 

This  gentle  beast  so  dyed,  whom  nothing  coidd 
But  willingły  to  leese  his  life  for  loss  of  his  tnie 
Iove.  [paine, 

Otber  there  be,  whose  liues  do  linger  stiU  in 
Against  their  wylles  presemed  are,.  tfast  wookle 
haue  dyed  fiiine.  [yoo. 

But  no  w  I  do  perceaue,  that  nought  it  monetb 
My  good  intent,  my  gentle  hart,  nor  yet  my  kinde 
so  tnie:  [Łrade, 

But  that  your  will  is  such  to  iTire  me  to  tbe 
And  oihcr  some  fuU  many  yeres  tracę  by  the  craft 
'    ye  madę.  [farre. 

And  thus  behold  our  kindes  how  that  we  difier 
I  seke  my  foes,  and  you  your  frendes  do  thretea 
stił  with  warre.  [yoo, 

I  fawne  where  I  am  fled,  you  sTay  that  aekes  to 
I  can  deuour  no  yieldiug  prey,  you  kiU  wbere  you 
subdue. 
My  kinde  is  to  desire  the  honour  of  the  fiekl. 
And  you  with  blood  do  slake  your  thirste  on  soch 
as  to  you  yeld : 
Wherefore  I  woulde  you  wist,  that  for  yoar 
coyed  lokes, 
I  am  no  man  tbat  will  be  trapt,  nor  tangled  with 
such  hokes. 
And  though  some  lust  to  loue  where  blsiioe  fuli 
well  tbey  might, 
And  to  such  beastes  of  current  sort  that  woukt 
have  travail  brigbt ; 
I  will  obsenre  the  lawę,  that  naturę  gaue  to  me. 
To  conąuer  such  as  will  resist,  and  let  the  rest  go 
free: 
And  as  a  iaulcon  free,  that  soreth  in  tbe  uyre, 
Which  neuer  fed  on  band  nor  lure,  nor  for  no  stale 
doth  care. 
While  tbat  I  liue  and  breathe  soch  ahall  my 
custome  be, 
In  wildnesś  of  the  woods,  to  seke  my  pray  where 
pleasetb  me:  [offence, 

Wbere  many  one  shall  me,  that  neuer  madę 
Tbus  your  refuse  against   my  power  sbal  bote 
them  no  defenoe.  [to, 

And  for  reuenge  therof  I  tow  and  swear  thera- 
A  thousand  spoilcs  I  shall  commit,  I  neuer  Uioogfat 
to  do. 
And  if  to  light  on  you  my  łuck  so  good  shall  be, 
I  shall  be  glad  to  fede  on  that,  that  would  haae 
fed  on  me.  [bow,  * 

And  thus  farewell  unkind,  to  whom  I  bent  and 
I  would  you  wist  the  sbrp  is  safe,  that  bare  his 
sailes  so  Iow. 
Sith  that  a  Łions  hart  is  for  a  wolfe  no  pray, 
With  bloody  mooth  go  slake  your  thirst  on  sim- 
ple shepe  I  say,  [presse, 
With  morę  despite  and  ire,  tban  I  can  now  cx- 
Wbich  to  my  paine  thongb  I  refi:ain,  the  cause 
you  may  wel  gesse. 
As  for  bocause  my  self  was  anctbor  of  the  garne^ 
It  bootes  me  not  that  for  my  wrath,  I  sbonid  dt»> 
tarbe  tbe  nmę. 


PRAISE  OF  MEANE  AND  C0N8TANT  ESTATE. 
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TffE  FAITHFULL  LOUER  DECLARETff 
HIS  PAINES  AND  HIS  UNCERl^EIN 
lOYESy  AND  WITH  ONLY  HOPE  RE- 
COMFORTETH  SOMHHAT  HIS  WOFULL 
HEART. 


Ip  care  do  cause  men  ery,  why  do  not  I  com- 
plaine?  [my  paine? 

If  ecbe  man  do  bewaile  his  wo,  wby  shew  1  not 
Since  that  amongst  them  all,  I  dare  weJl  say,  is 
nonę,  [cause  to  monę. 

So  fiurre  from  weale*  so  fiill  of  wo,  or  bath  morę 
For  all  thinges  haiieing  llfe,  sometime  hath 
quiet  rest,  [beast : 

Tbe  bearii^  asse,  the  drawyng  oxe,  and  erery  otber 
The  peasant,  and  tbe  post,  that  serues  at  all  as* 
sayes;  [take  tbeir  ease. 

Tbe  ship  boy,  and  the  ga]ley-sla?e,  have  time  to 
Sarę  1,  alasl  whom  care  of  force  doth  so  con- 
s^ine,  [in  paine. 

To  waile  the  day,  and  wake  the  night,  continually 
From  pen8iveness  to  plaint,  from  plaint  to  bit- 
ter  teares,  [my  lyfe  it  weares. 

From  teares,  to  painftilJ  plaint  againe,  and  tbus 
No  tbiog  under  the  sannę,  that  1  can  beare  or 
see. 
Bat  movetfa  me  for  to  bewaile,  my  cruel  destenie 
For  where  men  do  r^oyce  (sińce  that  1  can  nut 
so)  [my  wo. 

I  take  no  pleasnre  in  that  place,  it  doubleth  but 
And  vhen  I  bear  the  sound  of  song  or  instru- 
ment,- [me  to  lament; 
Methinke  ecbe  tune  there  doIefuU  is,  and  helpes 
And  if  I  le  some  ba^e  their  most  desired  sight, 
Alas!  thinke  I,  ecbe  mau  hath  wealei  saye  I,  most 
woftill  wigbte. 
Then  as  the  stricken  derę  witbdrawes  himself 
alooe,                               [make  my  roone. 
So  do  1  seke  some  secrete  place,  wbere  I  may 
There  do  my  flowing  eyes  shew  forth  my  melt- 
iag  hart,                        [declare  my  smart. 
So  that  the  stiemes  of  those  two  welles  right  well 
AnA  in  those  cares  so  colde  I  force  my  self  a 
heate,                                   [selfe  to  sweate. 
As  sicke  men  in  their  shaking  fittes  procure  them- 
Wiih  tboi^htes,  that  for  the  t3rme,  do  much  ap- 
pease  my  paine;  [woe  againe. 
Bot  yet  they  cause  a  farther  feare,  and  brede  my 
l^stbinke  within  my  thought  1  se  right  plaioe 
appere 
My  battes    delight,  my   sorowes  leche,   myne 
eartbly  goddesse  berę; 
"With  every  sundry  grace  that  I  have  sene  her 
haue,  [nnd  grare ; 
Thos  I  within  my  wofull  brest  her  picture  paint 
And  in  my  thought  I  roi  her  bewties  too  and 
firo,                                        [that  persed  so. 
Her  langhing  chere,  ber  ]ovely  looke,  my  hart 
Her  stnmgenes  wheo  I  sued  her  seryant  for  to 
bot                                  [that  sbe  pitied  me. 
And  what  she  kald,  and  how  sbe  smildc,  when 
Then  comes  a  sodaine  feare  that  riueth  all  my 
rest,  [her  brest. 
*^  absence  caose  foigetfulnesse  to  sinke  within 
For  when  1  thinke  how  larre  this  earth  doth  us 
diaide,                                [how  that  T  ttlide. 
Alas,  me  semes,  lo^e  throwes  me  downe,  I  fele 
But  when  I  thioke  againe,   wby  should  I  thuft 
mistrust,  [and  just. 
M  swete  a  wight,  so  sad  and  wise,  that  is  so  true 


For  loth  she  was  to  loue,  and  wauering  is  she 

not;  t  [their  knot ^ 

Tbe  farther  off,  the  morę  desirde;  thos  loucrs  tie 

So  in  dispaire  and  hope  plunged  am  I  both  up 

and  downe,  [list  to  fronrne. 

As  is  the  ship  with  wind  and  wave,  when  Neptuna 

But  as  the  watery  sbowers^  delay  tbe  ragiiig 

windę,  [of  my  minde; 

So  doth  good  hope  clene  pat  away  dispaire  out 

And  bids  me  for  to  serve  and  suffer  paciently ; 
For  what  wot  I  the  after-weale  that  fortunę  willcs 
to  me.  [trouble. 

Por  thO!ie  that  care  do  know,  and  tasted  have  of 
When  passed  is  theuE.  wofnU  paine,  ecbe  joy  sball 
seme  them  double:  [better 

And  bitter  sendcs  she  now  to  make  me  taste  the 
The  pleasant  swete,  when  that  it  comes,  to  make 
it  seme  the  sweter. 
And  80  determine  I  to  serve  until  my  breath, 
Yea  rather  dye  a  thousand  times  than  once  to  false 
my  iaith.  .       [smart» 

And  if  my  febłe  corps,  througb  weiglit  of  wofull 
Do  faile  or  faint,  my  will  it  is  that  still  sbe  kepe 
my  hart,  [farde. 

And  when  this  carcas  here  to  carth  sball  be  re» 
1  do  bcqueth  my  weried  ghost  to  serve  her  aftcr- 
warde. 


THE  MEANES  W  ATT  At  NE  HAPPY  UFEi^ 

Marti AŁŁ,  the  thinges  that  doe  attain 

The  happy  life,  be  these  I  finde, 

The  riches  left,  not  got  with  pain ; 

llie  fruitfull  ground,  the  quiet  minde,         "  ^ 

The  egall  frend ;  no  grudge,  no,  strife ; 

No  charge  of  rule,  nor  govcrnaunce; 

Withuut  disease,  tbe  healthful  life  ; 

The  houshold  of  continuance  : 

THe  meane  dyet,  no  delicatc  farę ; 

Trew  wisedonie  joynde  wi(h  simplenesse ; 

The  night  discharged  of  all  care ; 

Where  winę  the  witte  may  not  oppresse. 

The  faithfull  wife,  without  debatę ; 

Sucb  ^epes  as  may  begUe  tbe  night ; 

Contente<\\vith  thinc  o^ne  eptate, 

Ne  wish  for  dcath,  ue  feare  hu  might. 


PRAISE  OF  MEANE  AND  CONSTANT 
ESTATE'. 


ADDRBSSED  TO  SIR  THOMAS  WY  AT. 

Of  thy  life,  Thomas,  this  compasse  wel  mark 
Not  aye  with  fuli  sailes  the  hye  seas  to  beat, 
Ne  by  coward  dred,  in  shonning  stormes  dark. 
On  shalow  shores  thy  keel  in  peril  fret. 
Who  so  gladly  halseth  thegoldrn  meane, 
Yoide  of  daungers  advisdly  bath  his  hpine 
Not  with  lothsome  muck,  as  a  den  uncjeane, 
Nor  pałace  like,  wherat  disdain  may  glorae. 
The  lofty  pine  the  great  windę  ofleu  rives; 
With  vioIenter  swcy  faloe  turrets  stepe; 
Lightnings  assaut  the  hie  mountaines  and  diyes ; 
A  hart  well  siayd,  in  orertbwartes  depe 

'  From  Horace.    C 


>  X 


aso 


SURREFS  POEMS. 


Hopeth  aipendes ;  in  swete,  doth  feare  thę  sowre. 
God  that  seinleth,  wiŁhdraweth  winter  sharp, 
Kow  ill,  not  aye  Łhus.    Once  Phebus  to  lowre, 
With  bowe  unbeot,  shall  cesse,  and  frame  to  barp, 
His  Toice.     In  straite  estate  appere  thou  stout 
And  so  wisely,  wheii  lnoky  gale  of  windę 
AU  thy  pufŁ  sniles  shall  M^looke  weil  about, 
Take  in  a  rift.     Hast  is  wast,  ptuXe  do^  finde. 


y 


(1 

PRAISE  OF  CERTAIN  MiCMESOFDAFID, 

TftANSŁATEO  BY  SIR  T.  W.  THE  EŁDER. 

^HE  great  Macedon,  that  out  of  Persie  chased 
DariuSy  of  wbose  hage  p»ver  all  Asie  rong, 
In  tbe  riche  arkę  Can  Hoid«rs  rimes  be  placed, 
Wbo  fetiThed  gestes  óf  B{>dtben  princes  song. 
Wbat  lioły  grave,  wbat  worlTiy  sepulture 
To  Wyatefti   psalmes  sbouM  christians  tben  pnr- 

rha^e ; 
Where  he  doth  paint  the  liuely  iaith  and  pure; 
The  st^dfast  hope,  the  swete  retuirne  to  grace, 
Of  just  David  by  perfite  penitence, 
Where  rulers  roay  sce  in  a  mirrour  clerę 
The  bitter  frute  of  false  concupiscence, 
How  Jewry  hought  Urias  death  ful  derę. 
fn  princes  hartes  Gods  scourge  imprinted  depe, 
Ought  them  a^ake  out  of  their  sinfuU  slepe. 


i-v  -  ir 

OF  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  SAME  SIR  T.  W. 

DiVER»thy  death  do  diveTS1y  bemone,       ^ 
Some  that  in  presence  of  thy  livelyhed 
Lurked,  wbose  brestes  enyy  with  hate  had  swolne, 
Yeld  Ceasars  teares  upon  Pompeius  hed. 
Some  that  watched  i^ith  the  murdrers  knife, 
With  eger  thirst  to  drinke  thy  giitlesse  blood, 
Whosę  practise  brake  by  happy  end  of  life, 
With  envious  teares  to  heare  thy  famę  so  good. 
But  I,  that  knewe  what  harbred  in  that  hed, 
Wbat  vertues  rare  werc  tempred  in  that  brcst, 
Honuur  tbe  place  that  such  a  jeurel  bred, 
And  kisse  tbe  ground  wheras  the  corse  doth  rest, 

With  vapord  eyes,  from  whence  such  streames 
avail, 

As  PyramuB  did  on  Tbisbes  brest  bewail. 


OF  THE  SAME. 


Wy  AT  resteth  here,  that  ąuick  could  never  rest, 
Wbose  heavenły  eiftes  encreaseth  by  disdain. 
And  yertue  sank  the  deper  in  bis  brest, 
Such  profit  he  by  enuy  could  obtain. 

A  bed,  where  wisdom  misteries  did  frame, 
Whose  hammers  bet  still  in  that  liuelv  braine, 
As  on  a  stythe;  where  that  some  worke  of  famę 
Was  dayly  wrought,  to  turne  to  Britaines  gaine, 

Avisage,8ternc,aodmildc;  where  both  dtdgrowe, 
Vice  to  contemne,  in  verlue  to  rejoyce : 
Amid  great  stormes,  whom  grace  assured  so, 
To  liue  Ypright,  and  smile  at  fortunes  choyce. 

>  Sir  Thomas  Wyat    See  bis  works.    C. 


A  hand  that  tangM,  what  migbt  be  said  in  rifM; 
That  reft  Cbaucer  the  glory  of  his  wit. 
A  maik,  the  whicb  (rnparfited,  for  time) 
Some  may  approchf  bntneoer  nonę  shah  bit 

A  tong,  that  serued  in  forein  realmes  hts  king; 
Whose  courteous  talke  to  vertue  did  enflame 
Gche  noble  hart;  a  worthy  guide  to  bring 
Our  english  youtb,  by  trauail  vnto  famę. 

An  eye,  whosejudgment  noneaffećt  could  blinde^ 
Frendes  to  allure,  and  foes  to  reconcile ; 
Whose  persing  looke  did  represent  a  minde 
With  Tertue  fraoght,  reposed,  voyd  of  gile. 

A  hart,  where  dreade  was  neoer  so  iraprest. 
To  hide  the  thooght^  that  migfat  the  trouth  aumce ; 
Tn  neyther  fortunę  loft,  nor  yet  represt. 
To  8wel  iu  welth,  or  yieid  Tnto  mischance, 

A  rałiant  corps,  where  force  and  beaaty  met. 
Happy,  alas !  to  happy,  but  for  fbes; 
Liued,  and  ran  the  race,  that  naturę  set ; 
Of  manhodes  shape,  where  she  the  mold  did  loie. 

But  tó  the  heaTens  that  simple  soule  is  tled ; 
Which  left  with  such,  as  couet  Christ  to  know, 
Witoess  offaith,thatneuer  shal  be  ded; 
Sent  for  our  helth,  but  not  receiued  so. 

Thus  for  our  gilt,  this  jewel  haue  we  lost ; 

The  earth  his  t>ones,  tbe  hea^ens  possesse  ha» 
gbost. 


/^ 


OF  TRB  SAMK. 


In  the  rude  age  when  knowledge  was  not  rile, 
If  Joue  in  Crete,  and,other  were  that  tangbt 
Artes  to  conuert  to  profite  of  our  life, 
Wend  after  death  to  haue  tbeir  temples  sottgbt; 
If  vertue  yet  nO  voide  nntbankfuU  time, 
Failed  of  some  to  błast  ber  endles  famę, 
A  goodiy  meane  botłi  to  deterre  from  crime. 
And  to  ber  steppes  our  seąuele  to  enflame. 
In  daie9  of  truth,  if  Wyates  frendes  tbep  waile^ 
Tbe  oniy  det  that  dead  of  quick  may  claime, 
That  rare  wit  spenf,  employd  to  our  auayle, 
Where  Christ  is  taught  we  led  to  vertues  traine. 
His  liuely  face  tbeir  brestes  how  did  it  Ireat, 
Whobe  cindres  yet,  with  enuy  they  do  eate. 


f 


OF   SARDANAPALUS    DfSHOSOfLABLB 
LIFE,  AND  MJSERABLE  DEATH. 

Th'  Asirian  king  in  peat^e,  with  foulc  ocsire. 
And  fiłthy  Justes,  that  staynde  his  regali  hart; 
In  warre,  that  sbould  set  princely  heartes  on  fir^ 
Did  yeld,  vanquisht  for  want  of  marciall  arte, 
The  dint  of  swordes  from  kisłeś  semed  strange;        a 
And  harder,  than  his  ladies  side,  his  targe;  1 

From  glutton  f-^astes,  to  souldiers  farę.  a  change^     " 
His  helmet,  farre  aboue  a  gadands  chaige, 
Who  scarce  the  name  of  manhode  did  retaine; 
Drcnched  in  slouth,  and  womanish  deligfat; 
Feble  of  sprite,  impacient  of  )>ain  ; 
When  he  had  lost  his  bonor,  and  his  right, 

Pix>ud,  time  of  wealtb;  in  stormes, appalled  with 
dred, 

Murtberod  himsełf,  to  shew  some  manfuU  dede» 


EPITAPH  ON  SIR  THOIliAS  CLERE. 
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iJOW  NO  AGE  IS  CONTENT  WITH  HIS 
OWTiE  ESTATE,  AND  HOW  THE  AGE  OF 
CH/LDRtN  IS  THE  HAPPIESTIF  THEY 
HAD  SKILL  TO  yNDEJUSTAND  JT,.^ 

ŁtAYD  in  my  ąuiet  bed,  in  siady  as  I  were, 

I    saw    withio   my  troubled  bead,   a  heape  of 

thoughts  appear,  [cyes. 

And  euery  thuught  did  shewe  so  live!y  in  myne 

That  DOW  I  sigbed,  aod  tben  1  smilde,  as  cause  of 

thoughtes  did  rise. 

I  saw  the  littlc  boy,  in  thought  how  oft  Łhat  he 

Didwish  of  God,  to  scape  tlie  rod,  a  tali  yong  man 

to  be.  [paincs  opprest, 

Tbe  yong  maneke  that  feles  his  bones  with 

How  he  would  be  a  riob  olde  man,  to  Hue  and  lye 

at  reat :  [so  sore, 

Tbe  rich  olde  man  that  sees  his  end  drawe  on 

How  he  would  be  a  boy  again,  to  Hue  so  much 

tbe  more. 

Wberat  fuli  oft  Ismilde^to  se  how  all  thesethree, 

From  boy  to  man,  from  inao  to  boy,  would  chop 

aod  chaoge  degrec : 

And  musingtbus,Ithink,  the  case  is  rerystrange, 

That  man  from  welth,  to  Hue  in  wo,  doth  euer 

seke  to  change.  [skin, 

Thus  thoughtfuU  as  I  lay,  I  sawe  my  withered 

Hosr  it  doth  shew  my  dented  chewes,  the  flesh 

was  worn  so  Ibyn,  [right  way, 

And  eke  my  totheless  chaps,  tbe  gates  of  my 

That  opes  and  shuttes  as  l.do  speake,  doe  thus 

vfltó  me  say  ;  [age, 

Tbe  white  and  borish  beeres,  the  messengers  of 

That  sbew  łike  lines  of  tnie  belief,  tbat  this  life 

dothasswage;  [thy  chfn. 

Byds  thee  lay  band,  and  fele  them  hanging  on 

The  which  do  write  two  ages  past,  tbe  tbird  now 

coming  in.  [time ; 

Hang  Tp  tberefore  the  bit  of  thy  yong  wanton 

And  thou  that  thensin  beaten  art,  tbe  happiest  life 

define:   '  [joy, 

Wberat  I  sighed,  and  sayde,  farewell  my  wonted 

Trufse  up  thy  packę,  and  trodge  from  me,  to  enery 

Htle  boy ;  [happy  >>» 

And  tell  them  thus  from  me,  their  time  most 

If  to  their  time  they  seaion  bad,  to  know  the 

trueth  of  this. 


BONUM  ESTMIHI SŁUOD  HUMILIASTI  ME. 

Tbx  stormes  are  past,  thcse  cloudes  are  over- 

blowne. 
And  bombie  chere  great  rigour  bath  rcprest. 
For  the  defaute  is  set  a  paine  fore  Icnowne; 
And  pacience  graft  in  a  determed  brest: 
And  in  tbe  hart  wbere  heapes  of  griefcs  were 

growne 
The  swete  reuenge  hatb  planted  mirth  and  rest; 
No  company  so  pleasant  as  mine  owne; 
Thraldom  at  large  bath  madę  this  prison  free, 
Daoger  wel  past  remembred  workes  delight; 
Of  lingring  doubtes  such  hope  is  sprong  pardie, 
That  Dought  I  finde  displeasant  in  my  sight : 
Bot  when  my  glasse  presented  vnto  me, 
The  curelesse  wound,  that  bledeth  day  and  night; 
To  think,  alas,  such  hap  should  granted  be 
Uuto  a  wretch  that  hatb  no  hart  to  &ght. 
To  spyll  that  blood  that  bath  so  oft  bene  shed, 
For  Britanoes  sake  (alas)  and  now  is  ded. 
TOŁ.  n. 


EXHORTACION  TO  LEARNEBY  OTHERS 

TROUBLE.         • 

My  Ratcfłf,  when  thy  retcblesse  yoi^  ofTendes, 
Receoe  tby  scourge  by  others  cbastiseroent. 
For  such  caliing,  when  it  workes  oone  amendes, 
Then  plages  are  sent  withoot  aduertisement 
Yet  Salamon  sayd,  (]a#%ronged  shall  recufe; 
But  Wiat  9M  trne,  the  skarre  doth  aye  endure*. 


7=^ 

iSthe  fansie  ^a  weried  louer. 

Thb  fansy,  which  tbat  1  haT«  seroed  loug, 
That  bath  alway  bene  enmy  to  myne  ease, 
Semed  of  late  to  rae  up<fii  my  wrong. 
And  bad  me  flye  the  eausa/yfmyinłfeafio. 
And  I  fbrthwith  did  ^Mseaae  out  of  tbe  throng, 
That  thought  by  iligbt  my  peinfnU  hait'to  pleasc 
Some  oŁber  way:  till  I  saw  faith  more^rong ; 
And  to  my  self  I  said  :  alas,  those  daies 
In  va)n  were  spent,  to  runne  tbe  race  so  lopg  ! 
And  with  tbat  thought ;  I  met  my  guydes  that 

plaen, 
Out  of  the  way  wherein  I  wandered  wron;» 
Broo^bt  me  amiddes  the  hilles  in  base  Bullayn, 
Where  I  am  now,  as  restles  to  remajm, 
Agaiost  my  wili,  fiiU  pleased  with  my  payo* 


EPITAPH  ON  SIR  THOMAS  CLERE, 

Surrej^s  fiiithful  retainer  and  constant  attendanty 
which  was  once  in  Lambeth  church,  and  is  pre- 
served  in  Aubrey'8  Surrey,  with  the  foliowing 
introduction. 

Epitaphium  Thomas  Clere  qui  fato  fiinctus  est 
154Ó,  auctore  Henrico  Howard  comite  Surriensi 
in  cujus  felicis  ingenii  specimen  et  singularis  fJBf* 
cundic  argumentum  appensa  fuit  bsc  tabula 
per  W.  Howard,  filium  Thomas  nuper  Ducia 
Norf.  filii  ejusdem  Heorici  comitis  Sunrieosis. 

Norfolkę  spmng  thee,  Lambeth  holds  thee  dead, 
Clere  of  the  count  of  Cleremont  thou  hight, 
Within  the  womb  of  Ormond*s  race  thou  bred, 
Aud  sawest  thy  cosin  crowned  in  thy  sight : 
Skelton  for  luve,  Surrey  for  Lord  thou  chase^ 
Aye  me  while  life  did  last  that  Icague  was  tender^ 
Tracing  whose  steps  thou  sawest  Kelsall  *  blase, 
Laundersc^  *    burnt    and     batter*d    Bu11eyn's  t 

rcnderS  : 
At  Muttrell  *  gates  hopeless  of  all  recure, 
Thine  Eari  haif  dead,  gave  in  tby  band  his  will» 
Which  cause  did  thee  this  pining  death  procure; 
Ere  suramers  four-times  se^en  thou  couldst  fulfill, 
Aye,  Clere,  if  love  had  booted  care  or  cost 
Heaven  bad  n,ot  wonne,  nor.eartb  so  timely  lost. 

I  See  Wyafi  Woiki  *<  Wyat  being  in  pńaon  to 
Bryan."     C. 

*  Towns  taken  by  Lord  Sorrey  in  tbe  Boolognf 
expedition. 

s  Sorrender. 

s 
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SDRRErS  P0EM8. 


AGjŚimr  LONDONK 

• 

LoirnoN !  hast  tbou  accased  me 

Of  breche  S[  lawes,  the  roote  of  stiyfe  ? 
Within  whose  brest  did  boyle  to  aee 

(So  fenrent  hotte)  ihy  dissojute  lyfe: 
Tbat  eyen  the  hate  of  syones,  tbat  groo 

WithiD  thy  wicked  walls  so  ryfe, 
For  to  breake  forthe,  did  conuert  soo 

That  terror  colde  it  not  represse. 
The  which  by  wordes  sioce  prechers  knoo, 

What  hope  is  left  for  to  redresse  ? 
By  unknowen  męans  it  likedjne 

Mj  bidden  burden  to  expr^e : 
Wherby  yt  migbt  appere  to'tŁe, 

That  secret  synn  hatb  secret  spight: 
Froiti  justice  rodd  do  fHult  is  free : 

But  tbat  all  sucb,  as  woArk  unrig^ht, 
Id  most  quyct  are  next  ill  rest. 

Id  secret  sylcoce  of  the  oigbt 
This  made^me,  witk  a  reckles  brest. 

To  wakełhy  sługgards witb  my 9owe : 
A  figurą  ofUie  Lorda  behest : 

Whose  scourge  for  synn  the  screptures  show  : 
TJiat  as' the  fearfuU  thunders  clapp 

By  soddayne  flame  at  hand  we  knowe: 
Of  peoble  stones  the  sowndles  rapp, 

The  dredfiill  plagę  might  mak  thee  see 
Of  Goddfi  wrath,  that  doth  thee  enwrapp : 

That  pryde  might  know,  from  cooscyence  free, 
How  loftye  works  may  her  defend : 

And  enyye  fyndy  as  he  hath  sought, 
How  otber  seke  bym  to  offend. 

And  wrath  tast  of  each  crewell  thought 
The  just  shape  hyer  in  tbe  end : 

And  .ydel  sloutbe,  that  never  wrought. 
To  heven  his  spirite  lift  may  begyn ; 

And  gredy  lucre  lyue  in  drede 
To  see  what  hate  ill  gott  goods  wynu  : 

The  lechers,  yea,  that  luste  do  feed, 
Ferceue  what  secrecye  is  in  synne : 

And  gluttons  harts  for  sorow  btede, 
Awaked  when  their  faulte  they  fyndl 

In  lothsome  vyce  eche  dronken  wight 
To  styrr  to  Godd  this  was  my  mynd. 

Thy  wyndowes  had  don  me  no  spight : 
But  prowd  people,  that  drede  no  fali, 

Glothed  with  falshcd  and  nnright, 
Bred  in  the  closures  of  thy  wali. 

Bat  wrested  to  wrath  in  fervent  zcale 
Tbow  hast  to  strief  my  secret  cali : 

Bndared  harts  no  waruing  feale. 
Oh  !  shameless  whore !  is  dread  then  gon  ? 

Be  suche  thy  foes,  as  meane  thy  weale  ? 
Oh  !  membre  of  false  Babylon ! 

The  shop  of  craft,  the  denne  of  ire ! 
Thy  dredful  dome  drawes  fast  uppon  : 

Thy  martyres  blood  by  sword  and  fyre 
In  heaveo  and  earth  for  justice  cali. 

The  Lord  shall  hear  their  just  desyre ; 
The  flame  of  wrath  shall  on  tbe  fali. 

With  famine  and  peśt  lamentablie 
Stricken  shalbe  thy  lechers  all : 

Thy  prowd  towers  and  turrets  hye, 
Enmys  to  Oody  beat  stoiae  from  stone : 

Thyne  idoUs  bumt,  that  wroogfat  iniąuitye: 

■  From  a  MS  volume,  formerly  belonging  to  tbe 
Harrington  family,  now  iu  the  invaluable  library  of 
Thomas  Hill,  csą.  who  obligingly  lent  it  to  the 
EdiŁor.     C. 


When  nonę  thy  rayne  shall  bemoac  s 
But  render  unto  the  rightwise  Loid^ 

That -Sb  hath  judged  Babylon, 
Immortal  praise  in  one  accord. 


TO  HIS  MISTRESSB. 

FROM  TBE  lAME. 

Yf  be,  that  erst  ths  fourme  so  lively  dreire 
Of  Yenus  foce,  triuropht  in  paynter's  arte : 

Thy  father  then  what  glory  did  ensew. 

By  whose  pencill  a  goddesse  madę  tbow  arte  ? 

Touched  with  flame,  that  fignre  madę  some  rewę. 
And  with  her  lorę  surprysed  manye  a  hart: 

There  lackt  yet  tbat  should  cure  their  kot  desyer: 

Thow  canst  enflame,  and  ąuenche  the  ky  ndled  (yn* 


TRANSLATIONS. 


THE  SECOND  BOKE  OF  VIRGILES 
AENXIS. 

They  whisted  all,  with  fixed  fece  atteiit, 
When  prince  Aeneas  from  the  royal  seat 
Thus  gan  (o^peak.    O  ąuene,  it  is  thy  wil, 
I  shold  renew  a  woe  cannot  be  told  : 
How  that  the  Orekes  did  spoile  and  ouerthrow 
The  Phrygian  wealtb,  and  wailfiil  realm  of  Troy : 
Those  ruthfull  things  that  I  my  self  behełd, 
And  wherof  no  smal  part  fol  to  my  share. 
Which  to  expreS8e,  who  coułd  refCaine  from  teres? 
What  Myrmidon  }  or  yet  what  Dolopes  ? 
What  Stern  Ułysses*  waged  soldiar  ? 
And  loe  moist  night  now  irom  the  welkin  lalles. 
And  sterres  declining  counsel  vs  to  rest. 
But  sins  so  great  is  thy  delight  to  here 
Of  our  roisbaps,  and  Troy^  last  decay ; 
Thongh  to  record  the  same  my  minde  abhorres. 
And  plaint  eschues :  yet  thus  wil  I  begyn. 

Tbe  Grekes  chieftains  all  irked  with  the  war, 
Wherin  they  wasted  had  fo  many  yere», 
And  oft  repulsf  by  fatal  d<?stinie, 
A  huge  herse  madę,  bye  raised  like  a  hill, 
By  the  dioine  science  of  Minerua: 
Of  clouen  firre  compacted  were  his  ribbs : 
Por  their  return  a  foined  sacrifice: 
The  famę  whereof  so  wandered  it  at  point. 
In  the  dark  bulk  they  closde  bodies  of  men 
Chosen  by  lot,  and  did  enstuff  by  straith 
The  bollow  womb  witb  armed  soldiers. 

There  stand s  in  sight  an  isle  hight  TenedoD 
Richi  and  of  famę,  while  Priams  kingdom  stood: 
Now  but  a  bay,  and  rode  \rnsure  for  ship. 
Hether  them  secretly  the  Grekes  withdrew, 
Shrouding  themselues  vnder  the  desert  shore. 
And,  wening  we  they  had  ben  fled  and  gone. 
And  with  that  windę  had  fet  the  land  of  Giece, 
TVoye  discharged  ber  long  continued  dole: 
The  Rates  cast  \'p,  we  issued  out  to  play, 
The  Grekish  camp  desirous  to  behold, 
Tbe  places  void  and  the  forsaken  costes- 
Here  Pyrrhus  band,  there  ferce  Achilles  pight : 
Here  rode  their  shippes,  there  did  their  battelU 

joyne. 
Astonujed  some  the  scathefoU  gift  beheld. 
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Behight  by  vow  Tnto  the  tihast  Mineire : 
Al]  wondiing  at  tbe  hugeaesse  of  the  horse. 
.    And  fyrst  of  all  Timoetes  gan  aduise, 
^KTjrthin  the  walles  to  leade  and  drawe  tbe  same^ 
And  place  it  eke  amidde  the  palące  court : 
Whcther  of  guile,  or  Troyes  fate  it  woald. 
Oipys,  wyth  spme  of  iudgement  inore  discrete, 
Wil'd  it  to  drown,  or  vnderset  with  flame 
The  suspect  present  of  the  Grckes  deceit, 
Or  borę  and  gage  the  hullow  caaes  yncouth. 
So  dłven  ran  the  giddy  peoples  minde. 

Ix>e  formost  of  a  rout,  that  foliowd  him» 
Kindled  Laocoou  hasted  from  the  towre,    ' 
Crieng  far  of :  O  wretched  citezens, 
W  bat  80  great  kind  of  frensie  fretcth  you  ? 
Deme  ye  the  Orekes  our  enemies  to  be  gone  ł 
Or  any  Grekish  giftes  ran  you  soppose 
peooid  of  guile  >  Is  so  Iflyssea  known  ? 
Eitber  tbe  Grekes  are  in  this  timber  bid : 
Or  tbis  an  engin  is  to  anoy  our  walles, 
To  Tiew  our  toures,  and  ouerwhelme  our  towne. 
Herę  lurkes  some  craft.    Good  Troyans  gere  no 

trust 
Untb  Łhłs  borse»  for  wbat  so  euer  it  be. 
I  dred  tbe  Grekes,  yea  wben  they  offer  gyites. 
And  with  that  word,  with  all  his  force  a  dart 
He  launced  tben  into  tbat  croked  wombe : 
Wbich  trembling  stack,  and  sboke  witbin  tbe  side, 
"^Wlierwitb  tbe  caues  gan  bollowly  resound. 
And  but  for  iaites,  and  for  our  blind  forcast, 
Tbe  Orekes  deuise  and  guile  had  be  discried  : 
Troy  yet  had  stand,  and  Priams  toures  so  bie. 

Tberwytb  bebold,  wheras  tbe  Pbrygian  herdes 
Brottght  to  tbe  king^  with  clamor,  all  vnknown 
A  yoDg  man,  bound  his  handes  bebinde  bis  back; 
3Vboe  willingly  had  yelden  prisoner. 
To  fmme  his  guile,  and  open  Troyes  gates 
Unto  tbe  Grekes :  with  courage  fully  bent. 
And  minde  detenned  either  of  the  twaine. 
To  work  his  feat,  or  willi  ng  yeld  to  deatb. 
Nerę  him,  to  gazę,  the  Troyan  youth  gan  flock. 
And  straue  wboe  most  might  at  tbe  captine  scome. 
The  Oreked  deceit  bebolde,  and  by  one  profe 
Imagine  all  the  rest. 

For  in  tbe  preasse  as  be  ynarmed  stood, 
Wyth  trcMibłed  chere,  and  Pbrigian  rontes  beset, 
Alas.(qaod  be)  wbat  eartb  nowe,  #r  what  seas 
May  me  receyne  ?  Catif,  wbat  restes  me  nowe  ? 
For  wbom  in  Grece  dotb  no  abode  remayne : 
.Tbe  Troiana  eke  otfended  scke  to  wreke 
Their  bainous  wratb  wyth  shedyngof  my  blond. 
With  tbłs  r^rete  our  hartes  from  rancor  moued, 
The  bmte  appeasde,  we  askte  bim  of  bis  birtb, 
Wbat  newes  be  brought,  wbat  hope  madę  bym  to 
yeld.  . 

Tben  be  (ai  dred  remoued)  thus  began. 
O  kyng:  I  sball,  what  euer  me  betide, 
Say  but  the  truth:  ne  first  will  me  denie 
AGrecian  borne:  for  thougb  fortunę  bath  madę 
Simon  a  wretcbe,  she  can  not  make  bim  falte. 
If  ^er  came  Tnto  your  eares  the  name 
Nobled  by  famę,  of  tbe  sagę  Palamede, 
Whom  traitrously  tbe  Grekes  condemd  to  dye, 
GDtlcsse  by  wrongfull  dome,  for  tbat  he  dyd 
Byaauade  tbe  warres :  wbose  deatb  they  nowe  la- 
ment: 
Oodemetb  bim  my  fiitfaer  bare  of  wealtb 
lato  his  baad  yong,  and  nece  of  bis  blood, 
1q  my  prime  yeres  Tnto  the  war  me  sent. 
;1Vbae  that  by  faU  his  sUte  in  stay  did  stand. 


And  wben  his  realm  dtd  florish  by  adrise, 
Of  glorie  then  we  bare  ,sQin  famę  and  brute. 
But  sins  his  deatb,  by  faise  Ulysses  sleight 
(I  speak  of  things  to  all  men  wel  beknown) 
A  drery  llfe  in  dolefiil  plaint  I  led, 
Repining  at  my  gyltlesse  frends  mischaunce. 
Ne  could  I  fbol  refrein  my  tong  from  thretes: 
That  if  my  chaunce  were  euer  to  return 
Uictor  to  Arge,  to  folowe  my  reuenge. 
With  such  Sharp  words  procured  I  great  hate. 
Herę  sprang  my  barm.    Ulysses  euer  sithe 
With  new  formd  crimes  began  me  to  afiray: 
In  common  eares  faIse  rumours  gan  he  sowę : 
Weapons  of  wreke  bis  gylty  minde  gan  seke: 
Ne  rested  ay,  till  be  by  Calchas  meane — 
fiut  wbereunto  these  tbanklesse  tales  in  Taine 
Do  I  reberse,  and  lingre  fourtbe  the  timef 
In  like  estate  if  all  the  Grekes  ye  price: 
It  is  enough  ye  berę:  rid  me  at  onei. 
Ulysses  (lord!)  how  he  wold  this  reioisef 
Yea  and  either  Atride  would  bye  it  derę. 

This  kindled  us  morę  egve  to  enąuire. 
And  to  demaund  the  canse:  without  suspect 
Of  so  great  mischief  thereby  to  ensne, 
Or  of  Grekes  craft     He  tben  with  fofged  Words, 
And  quiuering  lims,  thus  toke  hys  tale  again. 

Tbe  Grekes  oft  times  entended  tbeir  return, 
From  Troy^  town,  with  long  warrs  all  ytired. 
For  to  dislodge:  wbich,  would  God,  they  had  done. 
But  oft  tbe  Winter  storms  of  raging  seas. 
And  oft  the  boisterous  winds  did  them  to  stay : 
And  cbie6y  wben  of  clinched  ribbes  of  firre 
Tbis  bors  was  madę,  the  storms  rored  in  tbe  aire. 
Tben  we  in  dout  to  Phebus  tempie  sent 
Enripilus,  to  wete  tbe  prophesye: 
From  whens  he  brought  these  wofiil  news  again: 
With  blood  (O  Grekes)  and  slaughter  of  a  maid 
Ye  pleasd  the  winds,  wben  first  ye  came  to  Troy : 
With  blood  Itkewise  you  must  seke  your  return. 
A  Grekish  sonie  must  offred  be  therefbre. 

But  wben  tbis  sound  had  pearst  tbe  peoples 
eares, 
With  fiodein  fere  attonied  were  their  mi  ndes. 
Tbe  chilling  cold  did  oueminne  their  bones, 
To  whom  that  fttie  was  shapte,  wbom  Phebus  wold. 
Ulysses  tben  amid  tbe  preasse  bringes  in 
Calchas  with  noyse  and  wiPd  bim  to  discusse 
The  Gods  intent.    Tben  some  gan  deme  to  me 
The  cruell  wrek  of  bim  tbat  firamde  the  craft: 
Foreseing  wcretly  wbat  wold  ensue. 
In  silence  tben,  ysbrouding  bim  firom  sigbt 
But  dayes  twise  fiue  he  wbisted,  and  reftased 
To  deatb  by  speche  to  furtber  any  wight. 
At  last,  as  lorced  by  false  Ulysses  crye, 
Of  purpose  he  brake  fouijby  assigning  me   ' ' 
To  the  altar:  wheteto  they  graunted  all: 
And  that,  that  erst  eche  one  dred  to  bimself, 
Retumed  all  rnto  my  wretched  deatb. 
And  now  at  band  drew  nerę  tbe  wofaU  day  : 
AU  things  preparde  wherwyth  toefler  me. 
Salt,  corue,  fillets  my  temples  for  to  bind. 
I  scapte  tbe  deth,  1  graurit,  and  brake  tbe  bands. 
And  lurked  in  a  marrise  all  the  nygbt,  ^ 
Among  the  ooze,  while  they  did  set  their  sailes: 
If  it  so  be  tbat  they  indedc  so  dyd. 
Now  restes  my  hope  my  uatiue  land  to  see. 
My  children  derę,  nor  long  desired  sire ; 
On  whom  parchaunce  they  sball  wreke  my  escape: 
Those  barndesse  wights  shal  for  my  fault  be  slayn.         . 

Tben  by  tbe  god^  to  whom  al  truth  is  knowu:    ^ 


^ 
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By  fayth  unfiled,  if  any  any  where 
Wyth  mortal  fdke  reii)au||>:  I  tbee  beteche, 
O  king  Łhereby,  nie  on  i9tranail  great: 
Pitie  a  wretch  that  giltlene  soffretb  wrong. 
Life  to  these  tere«,  with  pardon  eke,  we  graunt 
And  Priam  first  him  self  commandes  to  loose 
His  gyues,  bisbands:  and  irendły  to  him  sayd: 
Whose  tbou  art,  learn  to  forget  tbe  Orekes: 
Hencefourth  be  oares,  and  answere  me  withtnith: 
Wherto  was  wrought  the  masse  of  this  buge  hors? 
Whoes  the  deuise?  and  wherto  should  it  tend? 
What  holy  yow  ?  or  engin  for  tbe  warres? 

Then  he,  instruct  with  wiles  and  Orekisb  craft, 
Ilis  loosed  bands  lift  upward  to  tbe  sterrs. 
Ye  euerlasting  łampes  I  testifye, 
>Vhoiie  powr  diuine  roay  not  be  vio1ate: 
Th*  altar,  and  swerd,  qaod  be,  that  I  haue  scapt: 
Ye  sacred  baudes,  I  wore  as  yelden  hoste: 
Xefull  be  it  for  me  to  breke  minę  otbe 
To  Grekes,  lefiill  to  bate  their  nacioii, 
LefuII  be  it  to  sparcle  in  the  ayre 
Tbeir  secretes  sil,  what  soe  thcy  kepe  in  dose: 
For  free  am  I  from  Grece,  and  from  their  lawes. 
So  be  ityTroy :  and  saued  by  me  from  scatbe, 
Kepe  faith  with  me,  and  stand  to  thy  bebest, 
If  I  speake  tmth,  and  opening  tbinges  of  weight 
For  graant  of  life  requite  tbee  large  amendes. 
The  Grekes  whole  hope  of  undeitaken  war 
In  Pallas  help  consisted  euermore. 
But  sith  the  time  tbat  wicked  Diomede, 
Ulysses  eke  tbat  forger  of  all  guile, 
Auenturde  from  the  holy  saei-ed  iane 
IPót  to  bereue  danie  Palles  fatall  formę. 
And  siew  the  watches  of  tbe  chcfest  toure,    ' 
And  tben  away  the  holy  statuę  stele: 
That  were  so  bold  with  bandes  enibnied  in  blood, 
The  vłrgin  goddesse  veilcs  for  to  dcfile: 
Sith  that,  their  hope  gan  fail,  their  hope  to  fatl 
Their  powr  appeir,  tbeir  goddŁ'sse  grace  witbdram'. 
Whych  with  no  dontfull  signes  she  did  declare. 
Scarce  was  tbe  statne  to  our  tentes  3'bronghte, 
Bnt  she  gan  stare  witii  sparcled  eyes  of  flame: 
AloDg  ber  limes  tbe  salt  sweate  trickled  downe: 
Yea  tbrise  her  selfe  (a  hideous  tbinge  to  tell) 
In  g^aunces  brigbt  she  glittered  from  the  ground, 
Holding  in  hand  her  targe  aud  qaiuering  spere. 
Calchas  by  sea  then  bad  vs  bast  our  flight: 
Whoes  engins  migbt  not  bieak  the  walles  of  Troy, 
tJnIesse  at  Grece  they  wold  renę  w  their  lottes 
Restore  the  god  that  they  by  sea  bad  brougbt 
In  warped  keles.    To  Arge  sith  they  be  come, 
They  pease  their  godds,  and  war  afresh  prepare; 
And  crosse  the  seas  unloked  for  «ftsones 
They  wil  return:  Thla  order  Calchas  set. 

This  figurę  madę  they  for  thagreued  god, 
In  Pallas  stede,  to  clense  their  hainous  fanlt. 
Which  masite  be  willed  to  be  reared  hye 
Toward  the  skies,  and  ribbed  all  with  oke: 
So  that  your  gates,  ne  wali  might  it  receiue, 
Ne  yet  your  people  might  defensed  be 
By  tbe  good  żele  of  old  deuotion. 
For  if  your  bands  did  Pallas  gift  defile, 
To  Priams  realm  great  mischiefsbold  beiall: 
(Which  fate  tbe  Gods  first  on  him  self  return) 
Bot  bad  your  owne  handes  brougbt  it  in  your  town, 
Asie  should  passe,  and  carrie  offred  warr 
In  Grece  euen  to  tbe  walls  of  Pelops  town. 
And  we  and  oores  that  desttnie  endure. 

By  snch  like  wiles  of  Sinon  tbe  forswome 
His  tale  with  us  did  parcbace  credit:  some 


Trapt  by  deceite,  some  forced  by  bis  teres: 

Whom  neither  Dioroede,  nor  great  Achille, 

Kor  ten  yeres  war,  nea  thousand  saile  coalddaonl. 

Us  caitifes  then  a  far  morę  dredfiil  cbaunoe 
Befell,  that  trobled  our  ynarmed  brestes. 
Wbiles  Łaocon,  tbat  chosen  was  by  lot 
Neptnnus  priest,  did  sacrifice  a  buli 
Before  tbe  holy  altar,  itodenly 
From  Tenedon.  behold  in  circies  great 
By  the  calm  seas  come  fietyng  adders  twaine* 
Which  płied  towardes  the  shore  (I  lot  be  to  tell) 
With  rered  brest  lift  Tp  aboue  the  seas: 
Whoes  bloody  crestes  alofe  the  waues  were  seeos 
The  binder  parte  swame  bidden  intheflood: 
Tbeir  grisly  backes  were  linked  manifold: 
With  sound  of  broken  waues  they  gate  the  s:trand, 
With  gloing  eyen,  tainted  Irith  blood  and  fire : 
Whoes  waltring  tongs  did  lick  theirbissing  moathes. 
We  fled  away,  our  face  tbe  blood  forsoke. 
But  they  with  gate  direct  to  Lacon  lan. 
And  first  of  all  eche  serpent  doth  enwrap 
Tbe  bodies  smali  of  bis  two  tender  sonnes: 
Whoes  wretched  limes  they  byt,  and  fed  thereon. 
Then  raught  they  bym,  wbo  bad  his  wepencaagbt 
To  rescue  them,  twise  winding  him  about, 
With  folded  knottes,  aud  circled  tailes,  bis  wast: 
Tbeir  scaled  backes  did  compasse  twise  his  neck, 
Wyth  rered  heddes  aloft,  and  streched  throtes. 
He  with  his  handes  strane  to  rnloose  the  knottes: 
Wbo^  sacred  fillettes  all  besprinkled  were 
With  filth  of  góry  blod,  and  venim  rank: 
And  to  tbe  sterres  such  drediull  shóutes  be  sent, 
Like  to  the  sound  tbe  roring  buli  fourtb  loowes, 
Which  from  tbe  altar  wounded  doth  astart, 
Tbe  swaruing  axe  when  be  shakes  from  his  neck. 
Tbe  serpentes  twine,  with  hasted  traile  they  glide 
To  Pallas  tempie,  and  her  towres  of  heighte: 
Under  the  feete  of  which  tbe  Goddesse  stem, 
Hiddeu  behinde  hertargettes  bossę  they  crept. 
New  gripes  of  dred  then  pearse  our  trembling; 

brestes. 
They  sayd  Lacons  descrtes  bad  dereTy  bougłit 
His  hainous  dede,  tbat  pearoed  had  with  stele 
Tbe  sacred  bulk,  and  throwen  tbe  wicked  iatinocs 
The  people  cn<»d  nńth  soodry  greeing  shoutes, 
Tbe  bring  tbe  borse  td  Pallas  tempie  bliue, 
In  hope  therby  the  goddesse  wrath  tappeare. 
We  clcft  tbe  walles,  and  closuies  of  the  towne ; 
Wherto  all  belpe:  and  rnderset  the  feet 
With  sliding  rolles,  and  bound  his  neck  with  Tope$: 
This  fatal  gin  thus  ouerclambe  onr  walle^ 
Stuft  with  armd  men:  about  tbe  which  there  ran 
Children,  and  maides,  that  holy  carolles  san^^ : 
And  well  were  they  whoeft  bands  migbt  touch  tbe 

cordes. 
With  tbretning  chere  ^hus  sUded  through  our  towa 
Tbe  subtil  tree,  to  Pallas  tempie  wanl. 
O  natioe  land,  Ilion,  and  of  the  goddes 
Tbe  mansion  place!  O  warrlik  walles  of  Troy! 
Four  times  it  stopt  in  thentrie  of  our  gate: 
Four  times  the  harnesse  dattred  in  the  womb. 
But  we  go^^  on,  vnsound  of  memorie. 
And  blinded  eke  by  ragę  perseuer  still : 
This  fieitał  monster  in  the  fane  we  place. 

Cassaudra  then,  inspired  with  Phebus  sprite, 
Her  propbetes  lippes  yet  neuer  of  us  leeued 
Disclosed  eft,  forespeking  tbinges  to  come. 
We  wretcheb  loe,  that  lastday  of  our  life, 
With  bowes  of  fest  the  town,  and  temples  deck. 
With  this  the  skie  gan  whirle  about  the  spherei 
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The  cloody  nightgan  thicken  from  the  sea, 
WiŁh  mantells  spred^  that  cloked  earth,and  akies. 
And  eke  the  treason  of  the  GrekiHb  guile: 
The  watcbemeu  lay  disperst,  to  take  their  rest : 
Whoes  werried  limes  sound  ślepe  bad  then  op- 

prest: 
When  well  id  order  comes  the  Grecian  fleet, 
Prom  TenedoD  toward  the  costes  well  knowne. 
By  frendly  silence  of  the  quiet  mooDe. 
When  the  kioget  ship  put  fuurtb  his  mark  of  fire> 
Sinon,  preserued  by  froward  destitiie, 
Let  ftćiuth  the  Orakes  enclosed  in  the  womb» 
The  closures  eke  of  pioe  by  stealth  ynpind : 
Wherby  the  Orekes  restored  were  to  aire. 
With  ioy  down  hasting  from  the  bollow  tree« 
With  cordes  let  down  did  slide  vnto  the  ground 
The  great  captaines,  Stbenel,  and  Thesander, 
The  ficrce  Ulisses^  Athan^a  ,  aiid  Choas, 
Macbaon  6r9t,  and  then  king  Menolae, 
Epeos  eke  that  did  the  en^in  furge. 
By  cordes  let  fttl  fast  gan  they  slide  adowni 
And  streigfat  inuade  thetown  yburied  then 
Wtth  winę,  and  »Iepf*.  And  first  the  watch  is  slain, 
Theo  gates  vnfold  to  let  their  fellowes  io, 
They  ioyne  tbem  seWes  w^tb  the  coniared  bandes. 
U  was  the  timr,  when  graunted  from  the  godds 
The  fint  ślepe  crepes  most  swete  in  wery  folk. 
I/)e  in  my  dreame  beibre  minę  eies,  me  thougbt, 
With  rafull  chere  I  sawe  where  Hector  stoodt 
Oat  of  whocs  eies  thcre  rashed  ^ti^ames  of  teares; 
Drawo  at  a  cart  as  he  ot  late  had  be, 
Distained  with  bloody  dust,  whoes  feet  wcre  bowlne 
With  the  streight  cordes  wherwilli  they  haled  him, 
Ay  me,  what  one?  that  Hector  how  rnlike, 
Wbich  erst  returud  clad  with  Achilles  spoiles? 
Cr  when  he  threw  into  the  Grekish  shippes 
The  Trojan  flame  ?  so  was  his  beard  defiled. 
His  ciisped  lockes  al  clustred  with  his  blood: 
With  all  such  wounds,  as  many  be  receiued 
About  the  waltes  of  that  his  natiue  town. 
Whome  franckly  tbus,  me  thougbt,  I  spake  ynto, 
With  bitter  teres  and  dolefoH  d      \ 
O  Troyan  light,  O  only  hope  ofthine! 
What  lettes  sn  long  thee  staid  ?  or  firom  what  costes, 
Onrmost  dosired  Hector,  doest  thou  come? 
Whoin  ader  slaughter  of  thy  many  frends» 
And  trauail  of  the  people,  and  thy  town, 
Alweried,  lord !  how  gladly  we  bchold. 
What  sóry  chaunce  hath  staind  thy  liuely  face? 
Orwhy  see  I  those  wouudes,  alas,  so  wide? 
He  answeard  nought,  nor  in  my  vałn  demaundcs 
Abode :  but  from  the  bottom  of  his  brest 
Sighing  he  sayd  :  Flee,  flee,  O  Goddcsse  son, 
An-j  sanę  thee  from  the  furie  of  this  6ame. 
Our  enmirs  now  ar  maisters  of  the  walles ; 
And  Typy^  tpwn  now  falleth  fa/m  ^he  top .» 
Safficeth  thatls~done  for  Priams  rei?ne : 
If  furce  might  serue  to  succor  Troy^  town, 
Hiis  rigbt  hand  well  mought  baue  ben  herdefense. 
But  Troy^  now  commendeth  to  thy  charge 
Her  holy  reliąoes,  and  ber  priuy  (cods : 
Them  jjyne  to  thee,  as  felowes  of  thy  fate : 
Large  walles  rcre  thow  for  tbem :  For  so  thou  sbalt, 
After  time  spent  in  thouer-wandred  flood. 
This  said,  be  brougSt  fourth  UesU  in  bis  hands, 
Her  fillettes  eke,  and  euerlasting  flame. 

In  this  meane  while  with  diuerseplaintthe  town 
Thr>uchout  was  spred:  and  Iou*der  morę  and  morę 
The  din  resouned :  with  rattiing  of  armes 
(Although  minę  old  fatber  Aiichisez  house 


Remoued  stood,  with  shadow  bid  of  trees) 
I  waked :  therwith  to  tMttouse  top  I  clambe 
And  harkning  stood  I:  ipEe  as  when  the  flame 
Lightes  in  the  come,  bj^rift  of  boisterous  windę: 
Or  the  swift  st  ream,  that  driueth  from  the  bill, 
Rootes  vp  the  ftUlcs,  and  presseth  the  ripo  come. 
And  plowed  ground,  and  ouerwhelmes  the  groue: 
The  silly  herdman  allastonnied  standes, 
From  the  hye  rock  while  he  doth  berę  the  sound* 

Then  the  Orekes  faitb,tlien  their  deceitappered. 
Of  Deipbobus  the  palące  large  and  great 
Feli  to  the  ground,  all  ouerspred  with  flash. 
His  next  neigtibour  Ucalegon  afire : 
The  Sygean  seas  did  glister  all  with  flame.  « 

Upsprang  the  crye  of  men,  and  trompettes  blast, 
Then' as  distraught  I  did  my  armure  on : 
Ne  could  I  tell  yet  whereta  armes  auailde. 
But  with  our  feres  to  throng  out  from  the  preasse 
Toward  the  toure  our  hartes  brent  with  debire : 
Wrath  prtclct  us  fourth ;  and  vnto  V8  it  aemed 
A  semely  thing  to  dye  armd  in  the  feld. 

Wberwith   Panthus  scapte  from  the   Orekis^ 
dartes, 
Otrens  sonne,  Phebus  prest,  brought  in  hand 
The  sacred  reliques,  and  the  Tanquist  gods  : 
And  in  his  band  his  litle  nephew  led : 
And  thus  as  phrentik  to  our  gates  he  ran  : 
Panthus,  quod  I,  in  what  estate  stand  we  ? 
Or  for  refiige  what  fortresse  shall  we  take  ? 
Scarse  spake  I  this,  when  wailing  thus  he  sayd : 
The  later  day  and  fSate  of  Troy  is  come, 
The  wbich  no  plaint  or  prayer  may  auaile. 
Troyans  we  were,  and  Troyfe  was  sometime. 
And  of  g^at  £une  the  Teucrian  glorie  erst: 
Fierce  Jpue  to  Grece  hath  now  transposed  all, 
The  Grekes  ar  lordes  oucr  tbit  fired  town. 
Yonde  huge  horse,  that  stands  amid  our  walles, 
Sheds  armed  men :  And  Sinon  yictor  now, 
With  scome  of  vs,  doth  set  all  things  on  flame  : 
And  rushed  in  at  our  ynfolded  gates 
Are  thousands  moe,  than  euer  came  iirom  Grece. 
And  some  with  weapons  watch  the  narrow  stretes; 
With  bright  swerdes  d»wn  io  slaughter  redy  bent: 
And  scarse  the  watches  of  the  gate  began 
Them  to  defend,  and  with  bliude  fight  resist. 
Through  Panthus  words,  and  lightning  of  tho 
Gods, 
Amid  tlie  flame  and  armes  ran  1  in  preasse : 
As  furie  guidcd  me,  aud  wher  as  I  had  beard 
The  crye  greatest,  that  madę  the  ayre  nsound  • 
Into  our  band  then  fell  old  Iphytus, 
And  Rypheus,  that  met  vs  by  moooelighte  ; 
Dymns  and  Hypauis  ioyuing  on  our  side^ 
WithyongCborebus  Mygdonius  son; 
Wbich  in  those  dayes  at  Troye  did  ariue 
Burniiig  with  nige  of  damę  Cassandraes  loue, 
In  Priams  ayd  and  rescue  of  his  town : 
Unhappy  he  that  wold  no  credit  geue 
Unto  his  spouses  woords  of  prophccie. 

Whom  when  I  saw  assembled  in  such  wise, 
So  desperat ly  the  battail  to  desire: 
Then  furthermore  thus  sayd  I  vnto  tbem '. 
O  ye  yong  men,  of  courage  stout  in  Taioe ; 
For  nought  ye  striue  to  saue  the  buming  town : 
What  cruel  fortunę  hath  betid,ye  see. 
The  Gods  out  of  the  temples  all  are  fled, 
Through  whoes  might  long  this  empire  was  main- 

teind ; 
Their  altares  eke  are  left  both  wast  and  voyd : 
But  if  your  will  be  beat  with  me  to  proue 
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Tbat  yttenuost,  that  now  may  vs  befall ; 
Then  let  vs  dye,  and  runuę  amid  our  foes : 
To  vanquist  folk  dcspeir  i8  only  hope. 
With  this  theyong-mens  coarage  did  encrease: 
And  tbroiigh  the  daii:,  liketo  the  rauening  wolaes, 
Whom  raging  furie  of  their  empty  mawes 
Driues  from  Uieir  den, leauing  with  hungry  throtes 
Their  whelpes  behinde :  among  our  foes  we  ran> 
Upon  their  swerdes  vnto  apparant  death, 
Holding  alway  the  chiefc  strete  of  the  town, 
Couerd  with  the  close  shadowes  of  thc)  night. 

Who  can  expressc  the  slaughter  of  tbat  night  ? 
Or  tell  the  nomber.  of  tbe  corpsefl  slaine? 
Or  can  in  teres  bewaile  them  worthely  ? 
The  auncient  famous  citie  falleth  down, 
Tbat  many  yeree  did  bold  sach  seignoric. 
y/lth  senslesse  bodies  eueiy  strete  is  spred, 
£che  palące,  and  sacred  porch  of  the  Gods. 
Nor  yet  alone  the  Troyan  blood  was  shed : 
Manhod  oft  times  ioto  the  vanquist  brest 
Retumes,  wberby  some  yictors  Grekes  ar  slain. 
Crael  complaintes,  and  terror  euery  where. 
And  plentie  of  griesly  pictures  of  death. 

And  first  with  uo  Androgeus  there  met, 
Fellowcd  with  a  swarming  rout  of  Orekes : 
Demlhg  ys,  unware,  of  that  feloship  : 
With  frendly  words  wbom  thas  he  cald  vnto : 
Hast  ye,  my  frendes;   what  sloutb  bath   tarićd 

you? 
Yonr  feers  now  sack,  and  spoile  the  burning  Troy : 
From  the  tali  ships  where  ye  but  newly  come. 
When  be  had  sayd,  and  heard  no  answer  madę 
To  bimagaine  wberto  he  might  geue  trust: 
Finding  him  self  chaunced  amid  his  foes, 
Mazdę  be  withdrew  his  foote  back  with  his  word : 
Like  him,  that  wandriug  in  tbe  bushes  thick, 
Tredes  on  the  adder  with  his  recblesse  foote, 
Rered  for  wrath  swelling  ber  speckled  ncck, 
Dismayd,  geues  back  all  sodenly  for  fere. 
Androgeus  so  feard  of  that  sight  stept  back : 
And  we  gan  nish  amid  the  thickest  rout: 
When  here  and  there  we  did  tbem  ouerthrow, 
Striken  with  dred,  ynskiłfuU  of  the  place. 
Onr  first  Iftbour  thus  luckcd  well  wltb  vs. 

Chorebus  thus  encouraged  by  his  chaunce, 
Reioysing  sayd :  Hołd  fourth  the  way  of  health 
fMy  feers)  tbat  hap,  and  manhod  bath  vstaught: 
Change  Vfe  our  shields;  the  Grekes  armes  do  we  on : 
Crafty  or  manhod,  with  foes  whatreckes  it  which  ? 
Tlie  slaine  to  rs  their  armure  they  sball  yeld. 
And  with  that  word  Androgeus  crested  helme. 
And  tbe  rich  armes  of.his  shield  did  he  on : 
A  Grekish  swerd  be  guided  by  his  side : 
Łike  gladly  Dimas,  and  Ripheus  did : 
The  wholc  youth  gan  then  clad  in  the  new  apoilcs. 
Mingled  with  Grekes  for  no  good  łuck  to  vs 
We  went,  and  gaue  many  onsets  that  night. 
And  many  a  Gi*cke  we  śent  to  Plutoes  court. 
Other  there  fled  and  hajrted  to  their  ships, 
A/id  tu  their  costes  of  saueguard  ran  Rgaiiie. 
And  some  there  were,  for  shamefal  cowardrie, 
Clamb  vp  againe  vnto  tbe  hugie  horse. 
And  did  them  hide  in  his  weUknowen  womb. 

Ay  me,  bootelesse  it  is  for  any  wbight 
To  hope  oi\  ought,  against  the  will  of  the  Gods. 
}joe  wbere  Cassandra,  Priams  daughter  derę, 
F'X>m  Pallas  chirch  wasdrawn  witbsparkled  tresse. 
Lifting  in  vain  ht;r  flaming  eyen  to  heuen : 
Her  eyen :  for  faKt  ber  tender  wrestes  were  bound. 
Which  sight  Chorebus  raging  could  not  berę. 


Recklesse  of  death ;  but  tbrust  amid  the  throng: 
And  afterwe  through  tbickestof  the  swerdes. 

Here  were  we  first  ybatred  with  the  dartcs 
Of  oiir  owne  feers,  from  the  hye  iemples  top : 
Wberby  of  ve  grete  slaughter  did  ensue, 
Mistaken  by  our  Grekish  armes  and  crestes* 
Then  flo<^kt  tbe  Grekes,  moued  with  wrath,  and  iRi 
Of  tbe  Urgin  from  them  so  rescued ; 
The  foli  Ajax,  and  either  Atrides, 
And  the  great  band  eleped  the  DoIopeS' 
As  wrastling  windes,  out  of  dtspersed  whirl, 
Befight  tbemselues,  the  weęt  with  soutbern  blsst, 
And  gladsome  east  proud  of  Auroraes  horse : 
The  woods  do  whiz ;  and  fomy  Nereus, 
Raging  in  furie,  with  threefbrked  mace 
Fi-ooii  bottoms  depth  doth  weltre  up  the  seas. 
So  came  tbe  Grekes  x  And  sucb,  as  by  deceit 
We  sparklcd  erst  in  shadow  of  the  night. 
And  draue  about  our  town,  appered  flrst : 
Our  fained  shields  and  wepons  then  they  fóund, 
And  by  sound  our  discording  voice  they  knew. 
We  went  to  wreck  with  nomber  oucrlayd. 
And  by  the  band  of  Peneleus  first 
Chorebus  fel  beforethe  altar  dead 
Of  armed  Pallais :  and  Rypheus  eke, 
The  iustest  man  among  the  Troians  all. 
And  he  tbat  best  obserued  equitie ; 
But  otberwyse  it  pleased  now  the  Gods. 
There  Hipanis,  and  DinułS  both  were  slaine, 
Through  pearced  with  tbe  wepons  of  their  feers: 
Nor  thee,  Pentbus,  when  thou  wast  ouerthro^o, 
Pitie,  nor  żele  of  good  deuotion. 
Kor  habit  yet  of  Phebus  bid  from  scatbe. 
Ye  Troyan  ashes,  and  last  flamesof  minę, 
I  cal  in  witnesse,  tbat  at  your  last  ftJl 
I  fled  no  stroke  of  any  Grekish  swerd : 
And  if  the  fates  wold  I  had  fallen  in  fieht, 
Tbat  with  my  hand  I  did  desenie  it  well. 
With  this  from  thence  I  was  recuiled  back, 
With  Iphytus,  and  Pellas  alone  : 
Ipbytus  weke  and  feble  ałl  fur  age, 
Pelias  lamed  by  Ulyssez  hand. 
To  Priams  palące  crye  did  cal  vs  then. 
Here  was  the  fight  right  hideous  to  bebold: 
As  though  there  had  no  battail  ben  but  there, 
Or  slaughter  madę  els-where  tbrougbontthetowBi 
A  fight  of  ragę  and  furfe  there  we  saw. 
The  Grekes  toward  the  palące  rushed  fast 
And  couered  with  engines  the  gates  beset, 
And  rered  vp  ladders  against  tbe  walles, 
Under  the  windowes  scaling  by  their  stcppeSf 
Fenced  with  sheldes  in  their  left  hands,  wheron 
They  did  receiue  the  dartes,  while  their  right  handf 
Griped  for  bold  th*  embatel  of  the  wali. 
The  Troyans  on  the  totber  part  rend  down 
The  turrets  hye,  and  eke  the  pałace  roofe: 
With  such  weapons  they  shope  them  to  defend, 
Seein^  al  łost,  now  at  the  point  of  death: 
The  gilt  sparres,  and  tłie  bcames  then  threw  twy 

down, 
Of  old  fathers  the  proud  and  royal  woriccs: 
A.łd  with  drawn  swerds  some  did  beset  th«  J^J?'- 
Which  thoy  did  watch  and  kepe  inroutes  ful!  Umcł 
Our  sprites  rcstorde  to  rescue  the  kings  honse, 
To  help  them,  and  to  geue  the  vanquisbt  strengm- 

A  postem  with  a  blinde  wicket  there  was, 
A  common  trade  to  passe  through  Priam'*  nou    • 
On  tbe  backside  wherof  wast  houses  stood: 
Which  way  eftsłthes,  while  that  our  kiug^o"^ 
dured, 
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Th*  anfortonate  Aadromache  mlone 

Kesorted  to  the  porentes  of  her  make, 

Włth  yong  A8tyanax  his  greudsire  to  Me. 

Herę  paśsed  I  Tp  to  tbe  hyesŁ  toure, 

From  wbense  the  wretched  Troyaiui  didthrow  down 

Dartes  spent  in  wast.    Unto  a  turret  then 

We  8tcpt»  the  which  stood  iu  a  piace  aloft; 

The  top  wberof  did  reach  well  nerę  the  sterres: 

Wheie  we  were  wont  all  Troye  to  behold, 

The  Grekish  nauie,  and  their  tents  also, 

With  instrumentfl  of  iron  gan  we  pick, 

To  seke  where  we  might  finde  the  ioy ning  shronk 

From  that  high  seat,  which  we  razed,  and  threw 

down: 
Which  falling  gaoe  fouithwith  a  rushing  soand, 
And  large  in  breadtb  on  Grekish  routes  it  light. 
But  sonę  another  sort  stept  in  theyr  stede: 
No  stone  vnthrown,  nor  yet  no  dart  mcast. 

Before  the  gate  stood  Pyrrhns,  in  the  porche, 
Reioysing  in  bisdartes,  with  glittring  armes; 
Like  to  tbe  adder  witb  venimous  herb^s  fed, 
Whom  co  Id  Winter  all  bolne  hid  vnderground:. 
And  shining  brigbt  wfaen  she  ber  slough  had  slong. 
Her  slipper  back  doth  rowie  with  forked  tongj 
And  raised  brest,  lift  vp  against  the  snn. 
With  that  together  came  great  Periphas, 
Antomedon  eke  that  guided  had  sometime 
Achilles  horae,  now  Pyrrhus  armnre  bare: 
And  eke  with  him  the  warlijce  Scyrianyouth 
Assayld  the  house,  and  threw  flame  to  the  top: 
And  he  an  axe  before  the  foremost  raught ; 
Wherwith  he  gan  tbe  strong  gates  hew,  and  break : 
From  wbens  he  bet  the  staples  ont  of  brasse, 
He  brake  the  barres,  and  through  tbe  timber  pearst 
80  large  a  hole  wherby  thcy  might  disceme 
Tbe  house,  the  court,  tbe  secret  chambers  eke 
Of  Priamns,  and  auncient  kings  of  Troy, 
And  armed  foes  in  thentrie  of  the  gate. 

Bot  the  palące  within  confounded  was 
With  fkayling,  and  with  rufal  shrikes  and  cryes :{ 
The  hollow  balles  did  howle  of  womens  plalnt: 
The  clamor  strake  up  to  the  golden  sterres. 
The  frayd  mothers,  wandring  through  the  wide 

house, 
Embracing  piilars,  did  tbem  hołd  and  kisse. 
Pynhns  assaileth  with  his  fathers  might: 
Wbom  the  closures  ue  kepers  might  hołd  out. 
Withoften  pashed  ram  the  gate  did  shake: 
The  postes  beat  down  remoued  from  their  hookes; 
By  force  they  madę  the  way,  and  thentrie  brake. 
And  now  tbe  Grekes  let  in,  the  formest  siew : 
And  the  large  palące  with  soldiars  gan  to  fili. 
Nor  50  fercely  doth  ouerflow  the  feldes 
The  foming  flood,  that  brekes  ont  of  his  bankea : 
Whoes  ragę  of  waters  beares  away  what  heapes 
Staod  iu  his  way,the  coates,  and  eke  the  herdes: 
At  in  thentrie  of«slaughter  furious 
I  saw  Pyrrhus,  and  either  Atrides. 

Tbere  Hecuba  I  saw  with  a  hnndred  moe 
Of  her  sons  wyoes,  and  Priaro  at  the  altar, 
Sprinkling  with  blood  his  flame  of  sacriflce. 
Piftie  bed-chambers  of  his  childrens  wyues, 
With  losse  of  so  great  hope  of  his  ofspring. 
The  piilars  eke  pruudly  beset  with  gold. 
And  with  the  spoiles  of  other  nations, 
Feli  to  the  ground :  and  whatso  that  with  flame 
Untouched  was,  the  Grekes  did  all  possesse. 

Parcase  yow  wold  ask  what  was  Priams  fate, 
When  of  his  taken  town  be  saw  the  chaunce, 
-^  the  gates  «f  hu  palące  beaten  down  3 


His  foes  amid  his  secret  chambers  eke: 

Thold  man  in  vaine  did  on  his  sholders  then, 

Trembling  for  age,  hisćurace  long  disused: 

His  booteiesse  swerd  he  girded  him  about : 

And  ran  amid  his  foes,  redy  to  dye. 

Amid  the  court  vnder  the  heuen  all  bare 

A  great  altar  tbere  stood,  by  which  thcre  grew 

An  old  laurel  tree  bowing  themnto, 

Which  with  his  shadow  did  embrace  the  gods. 

Herę  Hecnba,  with  her  yong  dangbters  aU, 

Aboot  tbe  altar  swarm^  were  in  vaine: 

Like  doues,  that  flock  together  in  thestorme: 

The  statues  of  the  Gods  embracing  fast. 

But  when  she.  saw  Priam  had  taken  tbere 

His  armure,  like  as  though  he  had  been  yong: 

What  furious  thought,  my  wretched  spouse,  quod 

she, 
Did  moue  thee  now  such  wepons  for  to  weld? 
Why  bastestthow?  Tbts  timedoth  not  reąuire 
Such  succor,  ne  yet  such  defbnders  now : 
No,  though  Hectormy  son  were  here  againe. 
Come  hether :  this  altar  sball  saue  ys  all : 
Or  we  shall  dye  together.     Thus  she  sayd : 
Wherwith  she  drew  him  back  to  her,  and  set 
The  aged  man  down  in  the  holy  seat 
But  iee  Polites,  one  of  Priams  sons, 
£scaped  from  the  slaughter  of  Pyrrhus, 
Comes  fleeing  through  the  wepons  of  his  foes 
Searchiug  all  wounded  the  long  galleńes; 
Arid  the  voyd  courtes :  whom  Pyrrhus  all  in  ragę 
Folio  wed  fast,  to  reache  a  mortal  wound; 
And  now  in  band  well  nerę  strikes  with  his  spere, 
W  ho  fleing  fourth,  till  he  came  now  in  sight 
Of  his  parentes,  before  their  face  fell  down,  ' 
Yeldingthe  ghost,  with  flowing  streames  of  blood. 
PriamuB  then,  although  he  were  half  ded, 
Might  not  kepe  in  his  wratb,  nor  yet  his  words: 
Bnt  cryeth  out:  For  thls  thy  wicked  work, 
And  boldnesse  eke  such  thing  to  enterprise, 
If  jn  tbe  heauens  any  iustice  be, 
That  of  such  things  takes  any  care  or  kepe, 
According  thankes  the  gnds  may  3'eld  to  the: 
And  send  thee  eke  thy  iust  deserued  hyre, 
That  madę  me  see  the  slaughter  of  my  childe. 
And  with  his  blood  defile  the  fothers  face. 
But  he,  by  whom  thou  fainst  thy  self  begot, 
Achilles  was  to  Priam  not  so  stem. 
For  loe  he,  tendring  my  ipost  humble  sute, 
'Vhę  ri^ht,  and  faith,  my  Hectors  bloodiesse  corps 
Rendred,  for  to  be  tayd  in  sepulture. 
And  sent  me  to  my  kingdome  home  againe. 
,  Thus  sayd  the  aged  man ;  and  thcrewithall 
Forcelesse  he  cast  his  weake  vnweldy  dart : 
Which  repulst  from  the  brasse,  where  it  gaue  dint 
Witbout  sound,  hong  vainly  in  the  shields  bossę. 
Suod  Pyrrhus,  Then  tbou  shalt  this  thing  report: 
On  message  to  Pelidc  my  father  go: 
Sbew  ynto  him  my  crncl  dedes,  and  how 
Neoptolem  is  swarued  outof  kinde. 
Now  shalt  thou  dye,  quod  he.  And  with  that  word 
At  the  altar  him  trembling  gan  he  draw, 
.Wallowing  through  the  blodshedof  his  son: 
And  his  left  band  all  clasped  in  his  beare : 
With  his  right  arme  drewe  fourth  his   thining 

sword, 
Which  in  his  sidc  he  tbnist  vp  to  the  hilts : 
Of  Priamus  this  was  the  fiital  fine, 
The  wofuU  end  that  was  alotted  him: 
When  he  had  seen  his  palące  all  on  flame, 
With  ruinc  of  bis  Troyan  tarrets  eke. 
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That  roya)  prioce  of  Asie,  wbicb  of  iate 
ReignU  ouer  so  many  peoples  and  realmes, 
Like  a  great  stock  now  lieth  od  tiie  sbore: 
Tbis  hed  and  sbolders  parted  ben  in  twaine: 
A  body  now  without  renomę,  and  feme. 

Tben  first  in  me  entred  tbe  grisly  feare : 
Dismayd  I  was.    Wherwitb  camc  to  my  miód 
The  image  eke  of  my  dere  father,  when 
1  tbus  bebeld  tbe  king  of  equal  age 
Yeld  up  tbe  sprite  with  wounds  so  craełly. 
Then  tbought  1  of  Oeusa  left  alooe : 
And  of  my  boose  in  danger  of  thespoilc: 
And  tbe  estate  ąf  yong  lulus  eke. 
I  looked  back  to  seke  w  bat  nomber  then 
I  might  discern  about  meoCmy  feeres. 
But  weried  they  had  left  me  alł  aionei 
Some  to  tbe  ground  were  lopen  fit>m  aboue; 
Some  in  tbe  flame  tbeir  irked  bodies  cast. 

Tbere  was  no  moe  but  I  left  of  tbem  all: 
When  that  I  saw  in  Uestaes  tempie  sit 
Damę  Helen,  lurking  in  "a  secret  place: 
(Such  ligbt  tbe  flame  did  giue  as  I  went  by, 
While  here  and  tbere  I  cast  minę  eyen  about) 
For  sbe  in  dred,  least  that  tbe  Troians  shold 
Reuenge  on  ber  tbe  ruinę  of  tbeir  walles. 
And  uf  tbe  Grekes  tbe  crnel  wrekes  also, 
Tbe  furie  eke  of  ber  forsakeii  make, 
The  common  bane  of  Troy,  and  eke  of  Orece, 
Hateful  sbe  sate  beside  tbe  altars  bid. 
Then  boyld  ray  brest  witb  flame,  and  burning 

wratb, 
To  reuenge  my  town  vnto  such  ruinę  brought: 
With  worthy  pein*  s  on  ber  to  work  my  will. 
Thought  I :  Shall  she  passe  to  tbe  land  of  Spart 
All  safe,  and  see  Myccne  ber  natiue  land. 
And  like  a  quene  retume  with  victorie 
Home  to  ber  spouse,  ber  parentes,  aod.childreny 
Folowed  with  a  traine  of  Troyan  faiaides, 
And  serued  witb  a  band  of  Pbrygian  slaues: 
And  Priam  eke  with  iron  murdred  tbus. 
And  Troye  town  consumed  all  witb  flame, 
Wboes  sbore  bath  ben  so  oft  forbathed  in  blood? 
No  no:  for  tbougb  on  wemen  tbe  reuenge 
Unsemely  is;  such  conąuest  bath  no  famę: 
To  geue  an  end  vnto  sttcb  mischief  yet 
My  iust  reuenge  shall  merit  wortby  praise.; 
And  quiet  eke  my  minde,  for  to  be  włx>ke 
On  ber  wbicb  was  tbe  causes  of  this  flame, 
And  satisfy  tbe  cinder  of  my  feere. 

Witb  furious  mindc  wbile  I  did  argue  tbus, 
My  Uested  motber  then  appeard  to  me, 
Wbom  erst  so  bright  minę  eyes  had  neuer  seen. 
And  with  pure  light  sbe  glistred  in  the  nigbt, 
Diaclosing  her  in  ibrme  a  Ooddesse  like, 
As  she  doth  seme  to  such  as  dwell  in  heuen. 
My  right  hand  then  sbe  toke,  and  beld  it  fast. 
And  with  her  rosie  lips  tbus  did  sbe  say : 
Son,  what  furie  hatb  tbus  prouoked  thoe 
To  such  Tutamed  wratb  ?  why  ragest  thow? 
Or  where  is  now  become  the  care  of  v8 } 
Wiit  thou  not  first  go  see  where  thou  hast  left 
Anchises  thy  fatber  fordone  witb  age? 
Doth  Creusa  liue,  and  Ascanius  thy  son? 
Wbom  now  tbe  Grekish  bands  bane  round  beset: 
And,  were  they  not  defensed  by  my  care, 
Flame  had  tbem  raught  and  enmies  swerd  ere  this. 
Kot  Helens  beautie  hatefall  vnto  thee, 
Nor  blamed  Paris  yet,  but  the  Gods  wratb 
Reft  yow  tbis  wealtb,  and  ouertbrew  your  town. 
Behoid  (and  I  sball  now  the  cloude  remoue. 


Wbicb  ouercasŁ  Uiy  moital  sightdolłi  dim  t 
Wboes  moisture  doth  obscure  all  thinges  abofut : 
And  fere  not  tbow  to  do  thy  motbers  will. 
Nor  her  aduise  rcfose  thow  to  perfbrme) 
Flere  where  thow  seest  the  turreu  onerUirown, 
SŁone  bet  from  stone,  smoke  rising  miirt  withdait« 
Neptunus  tbere  shakes  witb  bis  mace  the  waileSy 
And  eke  the  loose  foundations  of  tbe  same. 
And  ouerwhelms  the  wbolc  town  from  his  aeat: 
And  cniell  luno  with  tbe  formest  berę 
Doth  ke\ye  tbe  gate  that  Scea  cleped  is, 
Nerewood  for  wratb,  whereas  sbeatondes,  aodcalls 
In  bamesse  bright  the  Grekes  out  of  tbeir  ships: 
And  in  tbe  turrets  hye  behoid  where  standei 
Bright  sbining  Palłasj  all  in  warlike  wede. 
And  witb  ber  shield  where  Gorgons  hed  appercs; 
And  lupiter  my  fiither  distributes 
Auayling  strengtb,  and  couragc  to  tiie  Grekes : 
Yet  oiiermore,  against  the  Troyan  power, 
He  doth  proroke  tbe  rest  of  all  tbe  gods. 
Flee  then  my  son,  and  geue  this  tniuail  end : 
Ne  shall  1  thee  forsake,  m  sanegard  till 
I  baue  thee  brought  vnto  thy  fathers  gate. 
This  did  she  say:  and  therwitb  gan  sbe  hide 
Her  self  in  shadow  of  the  close  nigbt. 

Then  dredftU  flgures  gan  appere  to  me. 
And  great  Gods  eke  aggmued  with  onrtowiu 
I  saw  Troye  fali  down  in  buming  gledes: 
N  ptunus  town  clene  razed  from  tbe  soil : 
Like  as  tbe  elm  forgrown  in  mountains  bye, 
Round  bewen  witb  axe,  that  husbandmen 
With  thick  assaultes  striue  to  teere  ap,doth  tbieat; 
And  bact  beoeatb  trembling  doth  bend  his  top, 
TiH  y  old  wi  tb  strokes,  geuing  the  latter  crack. 
Rent  from  tbe  beightb,  with  ruinę  it  dotli  foU. 

Witb  tbis  1  went,  and  guided  by  a  God 
I  pasjied  througb  my  foes,  and  eke  tbe  flame: 
Tbeir  wepons,  and  tbe  fire  eke  gaue  me  place; 
And  when  that  I  was  coiue  before  tbe  gates, 
The  auncient  building  of  my  fathers  house: 
My  father,  wbom  I  hoped  tu  cooney 
To  tbe  next  bils,and  did  hiro  tbearto  treat, 
Refuficd  eitber  to  prolong  bis  life, 
Or  bidę  exileafter  the  fali  of  Troy. 
All  ye,  quod  be,  in  wbom  yongblood  isfiresh, 
'  Wboes  strength  remaines  entier  and  In  fuil  powr, 
Take  ye  your  fltgbt. 

For  if  the  Gods  my  life  wold  haue  prorogrd, 
They  had  reiterud  for  me  this  wonni ug  place. 
U  was  enougb,  alas,  and  eke  to  much. 
To  see  the  town  of  Troy  tbus  razed  ones: 
To  bave  WwM  after  the  citee  taken. 
When  ye  bave  sayd,  this  corps  layd  out  forsake: 
My  hand  shall  seke  my  deatb,  and  pitie  shal 
Minę  enmies  moue,  or  ełs  h(^)e  of  my  spoite. 
As  for  my  graue,  I  wey  tbe  losse  but  light: 
For  I  my  yeres  disdainfull  to  tbe  Gods 
Haue  lingrctl  fourtb,  vnable  to  all  nedes, 
Sins  that  the  fireof  Gods  and  king  of  men 
Strake  me  witb  thonder,  and  with  leuemog  blast 
Such  things  be  gan  reherse,  thus  Hrmlybent: 
But  me  liesprent  witb  teres,  my  tender  son. 
And  eke  my  swcte  Creusa,  with  the  rest 
Of  the  boasbold,  my  i^thergan  beseche. 
Not  só  with  him  to  perisb  all  atones. 
Nor  KO  to  yeld  ^nto  the  cruel  fiite, 
Wbicb  be  refosed,  and  stack  to  his  enteot. 

Driuen  I  was  to  hamesse  then  againe, 
Miserabiy  my  deatb  for  to  desirę. 
For  what  aduise  or  gtber  bope  was  left  ? 
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FaŁher,  thoiigiitst  thow  tbat  I  may  ones  remoue 

Suod  I,  a  foote,  and  leaue  thee  here  behinde? 

May  soch  a  wroog  pasae  from  a  fethers  mouth  ? 

If  Grods  will  be,  that  notbing  bera  be  saued 

Of  thia  great  town,  and  thy  oiinde  bent  to  ioyne 

Both  thce  and  thine  to  rnine  of  this  town: 

The  way  is  plainc  thisdeatb  for  to  atcaine. 

Pyrrhos  sbałl  come  besprent  with  Priams  blood, 

That  gorcd  the  son  before  tbe  fatfaersiace, 

And  siew  the  fatber  at  the  altar  eke. 

O  sacred  mother,  iras  it  then  for  this, 

Tbat  you  me  ted  throagh  flame,  and  wepons  sharp, 

That  I  might  in  my  secret  chaumber  see 

Minę  enmies,  and  Ascanius  my  son, 

My  father,  with  Creusa  my  swete  wife, 

Minrdredy  alas,  the  one  in  thothers  blood? 

'W by  seraants  then,  bring  me  my  armes  againe. 

The  latter  dsy  V8  ranqiiishcd  doth  cali. 

Reoderme  now  to  the  Grekes  Bglit  againe: 

And  let  me  see  the  fight  begon  of  new : 

%Ve  sball  not  all  vnwrokeu  dye  this  day.   . 

About  me  then  I  girt  my  swerd  agaio, 
And  eke  my  shield  on  my  left  sholder  cast. 
And  bent  me  to  to  rush  out  of  the  house. 
Lo  in  my  gate  my  spouse  clasping  my  feet, 
Foregainst  bistittber  yong  lulus  set. 
If  thow  wilt  go,  quod  she,  and  spili  thy  self 
Take  vs  with  thee  in  all  that  may  bet^de. 
But  as  expertif  thow  in  armes  hane  set 
Yet  any  hope,  then  first  this  house  defend, 
Wbearasthy  son,  and  eke  thy  fatber  derę, 
Andl  Romtime  tbinerowne  derę  wifb,  ar  Icft. 
Hershrillloud  voicewłth  plaint  tlmsfiUdthehonse; 
When  that  a  sodein  monstrous  maruel  fdl: 
For  in  tbeirstght,  and  woefull  parents  armes, 
JBehoId  a  light  out  of  the  butten  sprang 
That  in  tipof  ftUus  cap  did  stand: 
Withgentletouch  whoes  harmiesse  flame  did  sbine, 
tJpon  his  hearc,  about  his  temples  spred: 
And  we  afraid  trembling  for  dredful  fere 
Bet  oot  the  fire  from  his  blasing  tresse, 
Aud  with  water  gan  i]uencb  the  sacred  fiame. 
Anchiscs  glad  hiseyen  lift  to  the  stenes: 
Witfa  bands  his  voice  to  heauen  thus  be  bent. 
If  by  prater,  almighty  jupiter, 
locKued  thou  mayst  be:  behold,  V8then 
Of  ruth:  at  least  if  we  so  much  deserue. 
Oraunt  eke  thine  ayd,  Iktber;  confirm  this  thing. 

Scarse  had  the  old  man  said,  wbeu  that  the 
heuens 
With  sodein  noise  thohdred  on  tbe  lefthand: 
Out  of  the  skie  by  the  dark  night  there  fell 
A  blazing  sternc,  dragginga  brand  or  flanie: 
Wbich  with  much  light  gliding  on  the  hmisetop, 
In  the  forest  of  Ida  bid  her  beamcs: 
The  whtcb  fnli  bright  cendleing  a  fiirrow  shone, 
By  a  long  tract  appointing  ts  the  way : 
And  round  about  of  bńmstone  rosę  a  fume. 
My  fatber  Tanqoist,  then  beheld  the  skies, 
Spake  to  theGods,  and  tholy  sŁerre  adored : 
Now,  now,  qaod  be,  no  luuger  I  abide: 
Felow  I  shall  where  ye  me  guide  at  band. 
O  natioe  Gods,  your  familie  defend, 
Preserue  your  live,  this  waming  comcs  of  you. 
And  Troy&standsin  yourprotection  now: 
Now  geue  i  place,  and  wherso  ttiat  thou  goe, 
Refuse  I  not,  my  sonne,  to  be  thy  feer. 

Thus  did  he  say :  and  by  tbat  time  morę  clere 
Thecraektng  flamewasheaid  tbroughoutthe  wałies, 
Aad  morę  acd  morę  tbe  burning  heat  drew  oere. 


Wby  then  haue  done,  my  fatber  derę,  quod  I, 

Bestride  my  neck  fourthwitli,  and  sit  thereon. 

And  1  sbal  with  my  sholders  thee  susteine: 

Ne  shaJ  this  labor  do  me  any  derę. 

"S^Tiat  so  betłde,  come  perill,  come  welfiire, 

Like  to  rs  both  and  commun  there  shal  be. 

Yong  lolus  Mhallbeare  me  company; 

And  my  wife  shal  folluw  fbr  of  my  steppes. 

Now  ye  my  scruantes,  mark  wełl  what  I  say : 

Witbout  the  town  ye  shall  IiikI,  on  an  hill. 

And  old  tempie  there  standes,  wheras  somtime 

Worship  was  don  to  Corets  the  Goddesse: 

Biside  which  growes  an  aged  ciprcjsse  tree, 

Presenied  long  by  our  forefiithers  żele. 

Behind  which  płace  let  ts  together  metę. 

And  thow  fatber  receiue  into  thy  handes 

The  rdiques  all,  and  the  Gods  of  the  land: 

The  wbich  it  wc^re  nut  lawfull  I  should  toach, 

That  come  but  late  from  slaughter  and  bloodsbed, 

Till  I  be  wasbed  in  the  running  flood. 

When  I  had  sayd  tbese  wordes,  my  sholders  brodę. 

And  laied  neck  with  gannentes  gan  I  spred. 

And  theron  casta  yeliowlions  skin. 

And  tlierupon  my  burden  I  rcceiuę. 

Young  lulu^,  clasped  in  my  right  band, 

FoUoweth  me  fast  with  vnega1  pace : 

Aod  at  my  back  my  wife.    Thus  did  we  passe* 

By  plaees  shadowcd  most  with  tbe  night. 

And  me,  whom  tatę  the  dart  which  enmies  threw. 

Nor  preasse  of  Argive  routes  coald  make  amazde^ 

Ecbcwbispring  wind  hath  po«'er  now  to  fray, 

And  euejy  «>und  to  moue  my  doobtfull  mina : 

So  much  I  dred  my  burdenaiid  my  feer. 

And  now  we  gau  draw  nerę  vntothe  gate, 
Right  wełl  escapt  the  daunger,  as  we  thought: 
When  that  at  hand  a  sptind  of  f^t  we  heard. 
My  fatherthen,  gaziiig  throughout  the  dirk, 
Cried  out  on  me:  Flce,  son,  they  ar  at  hand. 
Wtth  that  bright  sheldes,  and  shene  armours  I  saw. 
iiUt  then  1  knowe  not  what  vnfrendly  O  od. 
My  trobled  wit  from  me  blraft  for  fere: 
Per  whilc  I  nm  by  the  most  secret  stretes, 
Eschuing  still  the  conunon  haunted  track, 
Frotn  me  catif,  alas,  bereucd  was 
Creusa  theti  my  spouse,  I  wote  not  how: ' 
Whcther  by  faie,  or  mis^^ing  of  the  way, 
Or  that  sbe  was  by  werine&se  reteind: 
But  neuer  sithe  these  eies  might  her  behold : 
Nor  did  I  yet  perceire  that  she  was  lost; 
Ne  neuer  bockward  turnt^d  I  my  mind, 
Till  we  came  to  the  bill,  whereas  there  stood 
The  old  tempie  dcdicate  to  Ceres. 

Aod  when  that  we  were  there  assembled  alf, 
Sbe  was  oniy  away,  deceiuing  vs 
Her  spouse,  her  sun,  and  all  ber  compainie. 
What  God,  or  man  did  I  not  then  accuse. 
Nerę  wood  for  ire?  or  what  morę  crucll  chaunce 
Did  hap  to  me,  in  all  Troics  ouerthrow? 
Ascanius  to  my  feeres  I  then  betoke, 
With  Anchisesaikl  eke  tbe  Troian  Oods, 
And  left  them  bid  witbin  a  va!łey  depe. 
And  to  the  towne  I  gan  me  hye  againe, 
Clad  in  bright  armes,  and  bent  forto  reneir 
Auentures  past,  to  rearch  ihroughout  the  towDj 
Aod  yeld  my  hed  to  perils  ones  againe. 
And  first  tbe  walles  and  dark  entrie  I  sought 
Of  the  same  gate,  wherat  I  issued  out : 
Holding  backwacd  the  steppes  wher  we  had  come 
In  the  dark  night,  loking  all  round  about : 
In  euery  place  the  ugsyme  sights  I  saw^ 
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Tb«  silence  selfe  of  iiight  agaU  my  sprite. 
From  bense  againe  I  past  vnto  our  house, 
If  she  by  cbaunce  bad  beu  retunied  home. 
The  Orekes  were  there,  and  had  it  all  beset : 
Tbe  wasting  fire  blown  vp  by  drift  of  wiod, 
Aboue  tbe  roofes  tłie  blazing  flame  sprang  up: 
The  sound  wherof  with  furie  pearst  tbe  skies. 
To  Pńains  pałace  and  the  Castel  tben 
1  mado:  and  tbere  at  lunous  aaocluair 
In  tbe  void  porches  Pbenix,  Uiisses  eke, 
Sterne  guardens  stood,  watching  of  the  spoile. 
The  lichesse  here  were  set  rest  from  the  brent 
Tempłes  of  Troy :  the  tabje  of  the  Oods, 
Tbe  vessels  eke  that  were  of  massy  gold» 
And  vestares  spoiled,  were  gatherd  all  in  heap; 
Tbe  children  orderly,  and  mothers,  pale 
For  fright, 
Long  ranged  on  a  rowe  stode  round  about , 

So  bold  was  I  to  showe  my  voice  that  uigbt; 
With  clepes  and  cries  to  fili  the  stretes  through- 

out, 
With  Creuse  name  in  sorrow,  irith  vain  teres; 
And  often  sithes  the  same  for  to  repetę. 
The  town  restlesse  with  furie  as  I  toughty 
Th'  uutncky  figurę  of  Creusaes  ghost^ 
Of  stature  morc  than  wont,  stood  fore  mine  eyen. 
Abashed  then  I  waxe:  therwith  my  heare 
Gan  start  right  vp:  my  voice  stuck  in  my  tbrote. 
Wben  with  such  words  she  gan  my  bart  remoue: 
What  helps  tp  yeld  vnto  such  ftirioos  ragę, 
Swete  spouse,  quod  she,  without  wil  of  the  guds 
This  chaunced  not:  ne  lefull  was  for  thee. 
To  lead  away  Creusa  hense  with  thee: 
Tbe  king  of  the  hye  beuen  sufireth  it  not. 
A  long  exile  thou  art  assigned  to  berę: 
Long  to  furrow  large  spaoe  of  stormy  seas: 
So  shalt  thou  reach  at  last  Hcsperian  land, 
Wher  Lidian  Tiber  with  his  gentle  streme 
Mildly  doth  flow  along  the  fmtfuU  feldes. 
There  mirthful  wealth,  there  kitigdom  is  fur  tbee, 
There  a  kinges  chiid  preparde  to  be  thy  make. 
For  thy  beloued  Creusa  stiht  thy  teres: 
For  now  shal  I  not  see  the  proud  abodes 
Of  Myrmidond,  nor  yet  of  Dolopes: 
Ne  I  a  Troyan  lady,  and  the  wife 
Unto  the  sonne  of  IJenus  the  Goddesse, 
Shall  goe  a  slaue  to  serue  the  Grekisb  dames. 
Me  here  the  Gods  great  motiier  boldes. 
Aud  now  farwell:  aud  kepe  i  u  fathers  brest 
The  tender  loue  of  thy  yotig  sou  and  myne. 

This  hauing  said,  she  left  me  all  in  teres. 
And  minding  mutih  to  speake:  but  she  was  gone, 
And  buttly  fied  into  the  weightiesse  aire. 
Thrise  raught   I  with  mine  armes  taccoll    ber 

neck: 
Thrise  did  my  bands  vaine  holde  thimage  eacape; 
Like  nimbie  windes,  and  like  the  flcing  dreame. 
So  night  spent  out,  retuni  I  to  my  feeres: 
And  ther  wondrinfr  1  (ind  tosrether  suarmd 
A  new  nonibcr  of  mates,  mothers,  aud  lucn, 
A  rout  exi]ed,  a  wrecbed  mujtitude, 
From    eche-where    flockke    together,    prcst    to 

passe, 
With  hart  and  goods,  to  whatsoeuer  land 
By  sliding  seas  me  listod  them  to  Icde. 
And  now  rosę  Lucifer  aboue  tbe  ridge 
Of  łusty  Ide,  and  brought  the  dawning  ligbt, 
The  Grekcs  held  thentries  of  the  gates  beset : 
Of  help  there  was  no  hope.    Then  gaoe  I  place, 
Toke  up  my  sire,  and  hastcd  to  the  bill. 
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But  now  the  wounded  ^ueoe,.with  bmy  csie 
Throughout  tlie  veines  she  norished  the  pliye, 
Surprised  with  bliod  iame;  and  to  hir  mind 
Gan  eke  resort  the  prowesse  of  the  man, 
And  honour  of  his  race:  while  in  her  brest 
Imprinted. stuck  his  wor^es,  and  pictures  ibnnei 
Ne  to  ber  limmes  care  graunteth  quiet  rest 
The  next  morów,  with  Phebus  laump,  the  eartk 
Alighted  rlere:  and  eke  the  dawning  day 
The  shadowes  dark  gan  froin  the  poale  remone; 
When  all  vnsound  ber  sist^r  of  like  minde 
Thus  spake  she  to:  O  sister  Ann,  whafc4feaiiKt 
Be  these,  that  me  tormented  thns  afny^ 
What  new  guest  is  this,  that  to  our  realm  is  oone? 
What  one  of  chere?  how  stout  of  hart  in  amiei? 
Ti^uly  I  think,  ne  vain  is  my  belefe, 
Of  Goddisb  race  some  oftpring  shdd  he  be; 
Cowardry  notes  hartes  swarued  out  of  kind. 
He  drivpn,  lord,  with  how  bard  destinyl 
What  battailes  eke  atchieued  did  he  reoomit! 
But  that  my  mind  is  fixed  Tmnoaeably, 
Neuer  witb  wight  in  wedlock  ay  to  iojme; 
Sith  my  first  loue  me  left  by  death  disseoered: 
If  geniall  brands  and  bed  me  lothed  not^ 
To  this  one  gili  perchaunce  yet  migfat  I  yeU. 
Annę,  for  1  grannt,  sitb  wretched  Sichees  deatli, 
My  spoiise  and  house  with  brothen  sbwgkUr 

atftind, 
This  onely  man  hatb  madę  my  aences  bead. 
And  pricked  fourth  the  mind,  that  gan  to  ilide: 
Mow  feelingly  1  taste  the  steppes  of  mne  cU 

flame. 
But  fint  I  wish,  the  earth  me  swalow  down: 
Or  \vith  tbunder  the  mighty  Lord  me  send 
To  the  pale  gostes  of  hel,  and  darknes  deepe: 
Ere  I  thee  st^ine,  sbamefastnes,  or  thy  lawes. 
He  that.  witb  me  (irst  coppied,  tooke  away 
My  loue  with  him;  eujoy  it  in  bis  graue. 

Thus  did  she  say,  and  with  suppiised  teares 
Bained  her  brest    Wherlo  Annę  thus  replied: 
O  sister,  dearer  beloued  then  tbe  lyght: 
Thy  youth  alone  in  plaiot  still  wiit  thou  spiUf 
Ne  children  swete,  ne  Uenus  glftes  wilt  kaow? 
Cinders,  tbinkest  thou,  mind  this?  or  gftoed 

ghostes  ? 
Time  of  thy  doole,  thy  spouse  new  dead,  I  gnnWf 
Nonę  might  tbee  moue:  no  not  tbe  Libyaa  kiogi 
Nor  yet  of  Tire:  larbas  set  to  ligbt; 
And  other  princes  mo:  whom  the  rich  soile 
Of  AfFriok  breedes,  in  bonours-triumphant 
Wilt  thou  alsó  gainstaud  thy  liked  looe?  ^ 

Comes  not  to  mind  vpon  whocs  land  thou  dwdit. 
On  this  side,  loc  the  Getule  town  behold. 
A  people  boltl  vnvanquisbed  in  ivarre; 
Eke  the  vndaunted  Numides  compasse  thee; 
AIso  tbe  Sirtes,  vnfrendly  harbroughe: 
On  thother  band  a  desart  realme  for-tbnist, 
The  Barceans,  whose  fary  stretcheth  wide. 
What  shall  I  toucb  the  warres  that  niooe  mm 

Tire? 
Or  yet  thy  brotbers  threates } 
Bv  Gods  purueiaunce  it  blewe,  and  lunos  lieipc, 
The  Troiaynes  shippes,!  think,  to  ninn  this  couts*. 
Sister,  what  town  shalt  thou  see  this  become? 
Throgh  such  allie  how  shall  our  kińgdom  risef 
And  by  the  aid  of  Troiane  armes  how  grs*t? 
How  many  waies  shal  C^rteges  glorie  grow? 
Thou  onely  now  besech  tbe  Oods  of  gnce 
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By  ncrifice:  which  ended,  to  thy  house 
Receae  bim:  aod  forge  causes  of  abode: 
Wbites  wioter  frettes  the  seas,  and  watry  Orion, 
The  ghippes  sbaken,  Tofrendly  the  seasoii. 

Such  wordes  enffamed  the  kindled  miód  with 
loue, 
Łoosed  al  shame,  and  gane  the  doutfoU  hope. 
And  to  the  temples  first  they  hast,  and  seeke 
By  sacrifice  for  grace,  with  hogreles  of  two  yeares 
Choden  as  ought,  to  Ceres,  that  gaue  lawes, 
To  Phebns,  Bachus,  and  to  luno  chiefc, 
Whtch  hath  in  care  the  bandea  of  nnariage. 
Fatre  Dido  held  in  her  right  band  the  cup, 
Which  twiict  the  homes  of  a  wbite  cowe  the  sbed 
Id  presence  of  the  Gods,  passing  before 
The  aulters  fatte,  which  she  renewed  oft 
WiCh  giftes  tbat  day,  and  beasts  debowled; 
Gaslng  for  counsell  on  the  entrales  warme. 
Ay  me,  rnskilfuli  mindes  of  prophesy ! 
Temples,  or  yowes,  wbat  boote  they  in  her  ragę? 
A  gentłe  flame  the  mary  doth  deuoure, 
Whiles  in  the  brest  the  silent  wound  keepes  life. 
Unhappy  Dido  borns,  and  in  ber  ragę 
Tbroagbout  the  town  she  wandreth  Tp  and  down : 
IJke  the  stricken  Hinde  with  shaft,  in  Crete 
Tbroughout  the  woods  which  chasing  with  his  darte 
Aloole,  the  shepheard  smiteth  at  vnwares, 
And  leanes  unwist  in  her  the  thiriing  bead: 
That  through  the  greaes,  and  landes  glides  in  her 

fight; 
Amid  wbose  side  the  mortall  arrow  stickes. 

Aeneas  now  about  the  walles  she  leades, 
The  towne  prepared,  and  Cartage  welth  to  shew; 
Offiing  to  speak,  amid  her  voice,  she  whistes. 
And  when  the  day  gan  faile,  new  feastes  she 

makes; 
"Hie  Troies  tranailes  to  heare  a-ncw  she  listes, 
Inraged  al:  and  stareth  in  bis  f&ce 
Tbat  tels  the  tale.    And  when  thry  were  al  gone, 
And  the  dimn:c  monę  doth  eft  withold  the  light, 
Andsliding  sterres  prouoked  vnto  sleepe; 
Alone  she  mournes  within  her  palące  vołde; 
And  sets  ber  down  on  her  forsaken  bed: 
And  absent  him  she  hearcs,  when  be  is  gone. 
And  sccŁb  eke :  oh  in  her  lappe  she  holdes 
Ascanins,  trapt  by  his  lathers  formę: 
So  to  begile  the  lone,  can  not  be  toid. 

The  turrettes  now  arise  not,  erst  bcgonne; 
Nether  the  youth  weldes  armes,  nor  they  auance 
Tbe  portes,  nor  other  mcte  defence  for  warr: 
Broken  tbere  hang  the  workes  and  mig;hty  frames 
Of  walles  high  raised,  threatening  the  skie. 
Wbom  assoone  aa  loues  deare  wife  saw  infect 
With  snch  a  płage,  ne  famę  resist  the  ragę: 
Satnrn^  daughter  thus  bnrdes  Uenus  tben: 
Great  praiso,  qaod  she,  and  worthy  spoiles  you 
Yon  and  your  son :  great  Oods  of  memory,  [win. 
By  both  your  wiles  one  woman  to  derower. 
Yet  am  X  not  deceiued,  that  foreknew 
Ye  dread  our  walles,  and  bildinees  gan  suspect 
Of  high  Cartage.  But  wbat  shal  be  the  ende? 
Or  wherunto  now  serueth  such  debatę? 
Bot  ratber  peace,  and  bridale  bandes  knit  we, 
Sitb  tbou  hast  spede  of  tbat,  thy  beart  desired : 
]>ido  doth  burne  with  loue,  ragę  fretes  her  boones ; 
This  people  now  as  common  to  ts  both, 
Whheqoa]  fauour  let  vs  gouern  tben; 
I^fiill  fa«  it  to  serue  a  Troian  spouse; 
And  Tirianes  yeld  to.tby  right  hand  in  dowre. 

To  wbom  Uentis  replied  thus;  (that  knewe 


Her  wordes  proceded  from  a  fiiined  minde, 

To  Libian  coastes  to  tume  thempire  from  Romę.) 

Wbat  wight  so  fond,  such  oifer  to  refuse? 

Or  yet  with  thee  had  leuer  striue  in  warr? 

So  bet  it  fortunę  thy  tale  bring  to  efE^t: 

But  destenies  I  dout:  least  loue  will  graunt, 

That  folk  of  Tire,  and  snch  as  came  from  Troie, 

Shduld  hołd  one  town;  or  graunt  these  nacions 

Mingled  to  be,  or  ioyned  ay  in  leage. 

Tbou  ar  his  wife;  lefuU  it  is  for  the 

For  to  attempt  his  fansie  by  request: 

Passe  on  before  and  folow  the  I  ^bal. 

Suene  luno  then  thus  tooke  her  tale  a'gaine: 
Tbis  travaile  be  it  minę:  but  by  wbat  meane 
Markę,  in  fewe  wordes  I  shal  thee  lerne  eftsones^ 
This  worke  in  hand  may  now  be  compassed. 
Aneas  now,  and  wretched  Dido  eke 
To  the  forest  a  hunting  minde  to  wende 
To  mome,  as  soon  as  Titan  shall  ascend. 
And  with  hi^  beames  hath  ouerspred  tbe  world: 
And  whiles  the  winges  of  youth  do  swarm  abouty 
And  whiles  they  raunge  to  ouer-set  the  groues, 
A  cloudie  showr  mingled  with  haile  I  shall 
Ponre  down,  and  then  with  thonder  shake  the 

skies, 
Thassemble  scattered  the  mist  shall  cloke. 
Dido  a  cauę,  tbe  Troyan  prince  the  same 
Shall  enter  to;  and  I  will  be  at  hand : 
And  if  thy  will  sticke  vnto  minę,  I  shall 
In  wedlocke  surę  knit,  and  make  her  his  own : 
Thus  shall  the  maryage  be.    To  whose  reąuest 
Without  debatę  Uenus  did  seme  to  yeld« 
And  singled  soft,  as  she  that  fbund  the  wyle. 

Then  from  the  seas,  the  Dawni ng  gan  arise: 
The  Sun  once  vp,  the  choscn  youth  gan  throng 
Out  at  the  gates:  the  hayes  so  rarely  knit; 
The  hunting    sŁaućs  with  their   bród  beads  of 

steele: 
And  of  Masile  the  borsemen  fuurth  they  brake; 
Of  senting  houndes  a  kenel  huge  likewise. 
And  at  the  thresbold  of  her  chamber  dore, 
The  Carthagc  Lords  did  on  the  Suene  attend. 
The  trampling  steed  with  goid  and  purple  trapt, 
Chawing  the  fbmie  bit,  tbere  ferccly  stood. 
Then  issued  she,  awayted  with  great  train, 
Clad  in  a  cloke  of  Tyre  cmbradred  riche. 
Her  quyuer  hung  behind  her  back,  ber  tresse 
Knotted  in  gold,  her  pni-ple  ve8ture  eke 
Butned  with  gold.     The  Troyans  of  her  train 
Before  ber  go  with  gladsome  lulus. 
Aeneas  eke  the  goodliest  of  the  route 
Makes  one  of  them,  and  ioynetb  close  the  throngs: 
Like  when  Apollo  teaueth  Lycia 
His  wintring  place,  and  Xanthus  floods  likewisCy 
To  viset  Delos  his  motbers  mansion; 
Rcpairing  eft  and  fumishing  her  quire: 
The  Candians,  and  folkes  of  Driopes, 
With  painted  Agathirsies  shoute  and  crye, 
Enuironing  the  altars  round  about :    - 
When  that  be  walks  ypon  mount  Cynthustop: 
His  sparkled  tresse  represt  with  garlandes  soft 
Of  tender  leaues,  and  trussed  Tp  in  gold: 
His  ąuiuering  dartes  clattring  behind  his  back. 
So  fresh  and  lustie  did  Aeneas  seme : 
Such  lordly  port  in  present  countenaunce. 

But  to  the  hils,  and  wild  boltes  when  they  came : 
From  the  rocks  top  the  driuen  sauage  rosc: 
Łoe  from  the  bill  aboue  on  thotber  side, 
Tbrongh  the  wyde  lawnd9,  tbey  gan  to  take  their 
course: 
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« 

Tbe  hartfl  Iłkewise,  in  troupes  taking  their  flight, 
Raysing  tbe  dusi,  Łhe  mountains  fast  fbrsake. 
The  cbild  lulus,  blitbe  of  his  swift  steede, 
Amids  the  plain  dow  pricks  by  them,  now  Łhese: 
And  to  encouDter  wisbetb  oft  io  minde 
The  fomiDg  Bora,  in-steede  of  ferefuU  beasts; 
Or  Lion  brown  might  from  the  bill  descend. 

In  the  mean  wbile  the  skies  gan  rumbie  sore: 
In  tavle  tberof,  a  mingled  showr  with  hayle. 
The  Tyrian  folk,  and  eke  the  Troyans  youtb, 
And  Uenus  nephew  tbe  cotages  for  feare 
Sought  round  about;  the  floods  fełl  from  the  hils. 
Dido  a  den,  the  Troyan  prioce  the  same, 
Chaunced  vpon.    Our  mother  then  the  Earth, 
And  luDO  tbat  hath  charge  of  mariage, 
First  tokens  gaue  with  burning  gledes  of  flame: 
And  priuie  to  the  wedlock,  lightning  Skies: 
And  the  Nympbes  yelled  fro:n  the  mountains  top. 
Ay  me,  this  was  the  first  day  of  their  mirtb. 
And  of  their  ^armes  the  (irst  occasion  eke. 
Respect  of  famę  no  longer  ber  witholdes: 
Nor  museth  now  to  frame  ber  loue  by  steith. 
Wedlock  she  oals  it:  vnder  tbe  pretence 
Of  which  fayre  name  she  cloketh  now  her  faut. 
Forth^ith  Famę  flieth  through  the  great  Lybian 
towns : 
A  miscbefe  Famę,  there  is  nonę  els  so  swifl; 
Tbat  mouing  growes,  and  Aitting  gathers  force: 
First  smali  for  dred,  sonę  afler  cHmes  tbe  skies: 
Stayeth  on  eartb,  and  bides  ber  hed  in  cloudes. 
Whom  our  mother  tbe  Eartb,  tempted  by  wratb 
Of  Gods,  begat;  the  last  sister,  they  write. 
Tu  Caca<3,  and  to  Enceladus  eke: 
•Spedie  of  foote,  of  wyng  likcwise  as  swift, 
A  monster  buge,  and  drediuU  to  descriue. 
Jn  euery  plume,  tbat  on  her  body  sticks, 
A  thing  in  dede  much  maruelous  to  heare, 
As  many  waker  eyes  lurk  vndertteatb, 
So  many  moutbes  to  speak,  and  listning  eares. 
By  night  she  flirs  amid  the  cloudy  sl^ie, 
Sbriking  by  the  dark  shadow  of  tbe  eartb, 
No  dotb  decline  to  the  swete  sleepe  her  eyes: 
By  day  she  sits  to  mark  on  tbe  house  top, 
Or  turrets  hye,  and  the  great  towns  afraies: 
As  mindefuU  of  yll  and  lyes,  as  blasing  truth. 
This  monster  blitbe  with  many  a  tale  gan  sow 
Tbis  rumor  thon  into  the  common  ears: 
As  well  things  don,  as  tbat  was  neyer  wroaght: 
As  tbat  there  comen  is  to  Tyrians  conrt 
Aeneas  one  outsproog  of  Troyan  blood, 
To  whom  fair  Did  >  wold  ber  self  be  wed. 
And  that;  the  whłle,  the  winier  long  the  passe 
In  foule  delight,  forgetting  charge  of  reigne; 
I^d  against  bonour  with  vnhonest  lust. 

This  in  eche  mouth  the  filthie  Goddesse  spreds. 
And  takes  her  couree  to  king  Hiarbas  straightj 
Kindling  his  minde;   with  tales  she  feedes   his 

wrath, 
Gotten  was  be  by  Ammon  lupiter 
Upon  the  rauisht  Nimpb  of  Garaipant 
And  hundrcd  bugie  great  trmples  he  built 
In  his  farre  stretchiug  realmes  to  lupiter; 
Altars  as  many  kept  with  waking  flame, 
A  watche  always  vpon  the  Gods  to  teiiJ: 
The  floores  embrude  with  yeldcd  blood  of  beastes. 
And  tbresbold  spred  with  garlands  of  strans^e  bue. 
He  wood  of  minde,  kindled  by  bitter  biute, 
Tofore  tHaltars,  in  presence  of  tbe  Gods, 
With  reared  bands  gan  bumble  Iove  entreate: 
Almighty  God,  whom  the  Moores  nacion 


Fed  at  rich  tables  preMnteth  with  winę, 

Seest  thou  these  things?  or  feare  we  tbee  in  ^tuJOt 

When  thou  lettest  flye  tby   thondcr  from  tbe 

cloudes? 
Or  do  those  flames  with  vaine  no3rse  us  affmy? 
A  woman,  that  waodring  in  our  coastes  hotfa 

bought 
A  plot  for  price,  wbere  she  a  citie  set; 
To  whom  we  gaue  the  strond  for  to  manure* 
And  lawes  to  rule  our  town ;  our  wedlock  loŁbed^ 
Hath  chuse  Aeneas  to  commaund  her  realme. 
That  Paris  now  with  bis  vnmanly  sortc, 
With  mitred  bats,  with  oynted  bush  and  beard, 
Hisrape  enioyeth:  whiles  to  thy  temples  we 
Our  oflTrings  bring>  and  folow  rumors  Taioe. 

Whom  prain^r  in  such  sort,  and  griplng  eke 
The  altars  fast,  the  mighty  fathcriieard: 
And  writhed  his  loke  to^rard  the  royal  walls. 
And  louers  eke,  forg.^tting  their  good  namcj 
To  Mercurie  then  gane  he  thus  in  charge. 
Hense  son  in  hastę,  and  cali  to  tbee  tbe  windes: 
S  ide  with  thy  piumes,  and  tell  the  Troyan  prinoe, 
That  now  in  Carthage  loytcreth,  recblc^se 
Of  the  towns  graunted  him  by  desteny : 
Swift  through  the  skies^  see  tbow  these  woTds 

conney: 
His  faire  mother  behight  him  not  to  ts 
Such  one  to  be;  ne  therefore  twyse  him  saoed 
From  Grekish  armes;  but  snch  a  one 
As  metę  might  seme  great  Italie  to  mle, 
Dreedfull  in  arms,  chai^ed  with  seigniorie, 
Shewing  in  profe  his  worthy  Teucńan  race; 
And  vnder  lawes,  the  whole  world  to  subdue. 
If  glorie  of  such  things  nought  him  inflame, 
Ne  he  that  listes  seke  bonour  by  som  paine: 
The  towers  yet  of  Romę,  being  his  sire 
Doth  he  enuie  to  youg  Ascanius? 
What  mindeth  he  to  frame,  or  on  what  hope 
In  enmies  land  doth  he  make  hys  abode? 
Ne  his  ofśpring  in  Italie  regardes? 
Ne  yet  the  land  of  Lauin  doth  behold? 
Bid  him  make  sayle:  haue  here  the  sum  and  endi 
Our  me^sage  thus  report.    Wh^n  loue  bad  sayd, 
Then  Mercurie  gan  bend  him  to  obey 
His  mighty  fathers  will:  and  to  his  heeles 
His  golden  wiuga  he  knits,  which  him  transport 
Witik  a  light  windę  aboue  tbe  eartb,  and  seas. 
And  then  with  him  bis  wande  he  toke,  wbereby 
He  cali  es  from  heli  pale  gostes ;  and  other  sonie 
Thetber  also  be  sendeth  comfortlesse: 
Wherby  he  forceth  sleepes,  and  them  bereues; 
And  raurtal  eies  he  closetb  vp  in  deth. 
By  power  wherof  he  driues  the  windes  away; 
And  passeth  eke  amid  the  trouhled  cloudes: 
Tłll  in  bis  fligbt  he  gan  descrie  the  top. 
And  tbe  stepe  tłankes  of  rocky  Atlas  hill; 
Tbat  with  bis  crowne  sustaines  tbe  welkin  vp: 
Whose  head  ^orgrowen  with  pine,  circled  alway 
Witb  misty  cloudes,  beaten  with  wind  and  storme: 
His  shoulders  spred  with  snów,  and  from  his  chin 
The  springs  descend:  his  beard  frosm  with  yse. 
Here  Mercury  with  equal  shining  winges 
FirsKtouched;  and  with  body  headling  bette 
To  the  water  thend  took  he  his  discent: 
Like  to  the  foule,  that  endlong  costes  and  strondc* 
Swarming  with  fish,  flyes  swcping  by  the  sea: 
Cutting  betwixt  the  windes  and  Lybian  landcs, 
From  his  graLindfather  by  the  mothers  sidc 
Cyllene^s  child  so  came,  and  then  alight 
Upon  tbe  huuses  witb  his  winged  feete: 
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If  not'Uiiknovren?  or  auncient  Troye  yet  stoode? 


Tofore  the  towere  wben  he  Aeneas  saw 
FoundacioDs  cast,  arereing  lodges  new; 
Girt  with.  a  sweard  of  lasper  starry  brigbt; 
A  shining  parę),  flamed  with  stately  eie 
Of  Urian  purple,  boog  his  sboalden  down, 
The  gifk  and  work  of  wealtby  Didoes  band, 
Stripped  tbroaghout  with  a  tbin  tbred  of  gold. 

Thos  he  encounters  him :  Ob  careless  wigbt  % 
Bóth  of  thy  realme,  aod  of  thine  own  aiiaires; 
A  wifeboand  man  now  dost  thou  rearc  ibe  walles 
Of  high  Cartage,  to  build  a  goodly  town ! 
From  the  bright  skies  the  ruler  of  tbe  God« 
Sent  me  to  thee,  tbat  with  bis  beck  commaundes 
Both  heaen  and  earth :  in  hast  be  gaue  me  cbaige 
Through  this  light  aire  tbis  message  tbee  to  say  : 
Wbat  ftamest  thoa  ?  or  on  wbat  hope  tby  time 
In  idieness  doŁb  wast  in  Africk  land? 
Of  so  great  thtngs  if  noogbt  tbe  famę  tbee  stirr, 
Ne  list  by  travałl  honour  to  pursae: 
Ascaons  yet,  tbat  waxetb  fast,  behold; 
Aod  the  bope  of  lulus  seede  thine  heir; 
Tu  wbom  the  realm  of  Italy  belonges. 
And  soile  of  Romę.    Wben  Mercury  faad  said: 
Amid  bis  tale,  far  of  from  mortal  eies 
kto  light  aire,  be  vanisht  out  of  sight. 

Aeneas  with  tbat  Tision  stricken  down, 
Weil  nerę  bestraoght,  ypstart  bis  beare  for  dread, 
Amid  his  tbrotel  bis  voice  likewise  gan  stick. 
For  to  depart  by  night  be  longeth  now. 
And  tbe  sweet  land  to  leaue,  astonied  sore 
With  tbis  odTise  and  message  of  the  Godji. 
Wbat  may  he  do,  alas?  or  by  wbat  words  ^  . 
Dare  he  persuade  the  raging  Glnene  in  loue? 
Or  łfl  wbat  sort  may  he  his  tale  beginne? 
Kow  here,  now  tbere  his  recklesse  mind  gan  run. 
And  diuersly  him  drawes  discoursing  alt. 
i^fter  long  doutes  this  sentence  semed  best: 
Muestheus  first,  and  strong  Cleantbns  eke, 
He  calles  tp  him,  with  Sergest:  ynto  wbom 
He  gaoe  in  chai^  his  nauie  secretely 
For  to  prepare;  and  driuc  to  the  sea  ooast 
Hispeople:  and  their  armour  to  addresse: 
And  for  tbe  cause  of  change  to  feine  excu9e; 
Aod  tbat  he,  wben  good  Dido  least  forekoew, 
Or  did  suspect  so  great  a  lone  coukl  break, 
Woid  wait  his  time  to  speke  therof  most  meete;' 
The  nearest  way  to  hasten  his  entent. 
Gladly  his  wił,  and  biddiogs  they  obey. 

Ful  sooue  the  Suene  this  crafty  sleight  gan  smell, 
Who  can  deoeine  a  louer  in  forecast? 
Aod  fiist  foresaw  the  motions  for  to  come: 
Thiogs  most  assured  ficaring:  Tnto  wbom 
That  wicked  Famę  reported,  how  to  flight 
Was  armde  the  flcet,  all  redy  to  avale. 
Theo  ill  bested  of  counsell,  rageth  shc; 
And  whisketh  through  tbe  town :    like  Bacchns 

mnne, 
As  Tbias  stinres,  the  saered  rites  begon. 
And  wben  tbe  wonted  third  yeres  sacrifice 
I^oth  prick  ber   fourth,  bering    Bachus    name 
And  that  the  festfu  1  night  of  Citheron   [hallowed : 
I^  cali  ber  fourth  with  noyes  of  dauncing. 

At  length  ber  telf  bordeth  Aeneas  thus.    » 
UnfiiitbfiiU  wight,  to  coyer  snch  a  fouU 
Coldest  thou  hope  ?  vntwi$t  to  leaue  my  land  ? 
Nor  tbee  onr  loue,  nor  yet  right  band  betrothed, 
Ne  cruell  deatb  of  Dido  may  withhold  ? 
Bnttbat  thou  wilt  in  winter  shippes  prepare, 
Aod  trie  the  seas  in  broile  of  whorling  windes? 
Wliat  if  tbe  land,  thou  seekest,  were  not  straonge  ? 


In  rough  seasj  yet  should  Troye  towne  be  sought> 
Sbunnest  thou  me?    By  these  tearas,  and  right 

band, 
(For  nought  els  hane  I  wretched  lefte  my  8elQ 
By  our  spousals  and  mariage  begonne, 
If  I  of  tbee  deserued  euer  welL 
Or  thing  of  tnine  were  cuer  to  tbee  leefe; 
Rue  on  this  realme,  wboes  niine  is  at  band: 
If  ought  be  left  tbat  praier  may  auaile, 
I  tbee  besecbe  to  do  away  this  minde. 
The  Libians  and  tirans  of  Nomadane 
For  tbee  me  hate:  my  Tirians  eke  for  tbee 
Arwroth;  by  tbee  my  shamefastnes  eke  staincd. 
And  good  renoume,  wherby  vp  to  tbe  starres 
Perelesse  1  clame.    To  whom  wilt  thou  me  leaue 
Redy  tu.dye,  my  swete  guest?  sithe  this  namo 
Is  all  as  now,  that  of  a  spouse  remaines. 
But  wherto  now  shold  I  prolong  my  deatb? 
What?  yntil  my  brother  Pigmalion 
Beatę  downe  my  v^\s }  or  the  Getulian  king 
Hiarbas  yet  captiue  lead  me  away  ? 
Before  thy  flight  a  child  had  I  ones  borne, 
Or  sene  a  yong  Aeneas  ii>  my  court 
Play  vp  and  down,  that  might  prcseut  thy  face, 
All  utterly  I  could  not  seeme  forsaken. 

Thus  sayd  the  ^ucne:  he  to  the  Gods  aduise 
Unmoued  held  his  eies,  and  i n  his  brest 
Represt  bis  care,  and  stroue  against  his  wił : 
And  these  few  wordes  at  last  then  forth  he  cast. 
Ncuer  shall  I  desire  (2aene)  thy  dcserte, 
Oreater  than  thou  in  wordes  may  well  expres8e: 
To  think  on  tbee,  ne  irk  me  aye  it  sball, 
Whiies  of  my  selfe  I  shail  haue  memory, 
And  whiies  the  spirit  these  limmes  of  minę  shal 

rule. 
Por  pnesent  purpose  somwhat  sball  I  say. 
Neuer  ment  I  to  dok  the  same  by  steltb, 
Sclaunder  me  not,  ne  to  escape  by  flight: 
Nor  I  to  tbee  pretended  mariage 
Ne  bytber  cam  to  ioine  me  in  snch  leage. 
If  desteny  at  minę  own  liberty 
To  lead  my  lifó  would  haue  permitted  me, 
After  my  wil  my  sorow  to  redoub, 
Troy  and  the  remainder  of  ourfolke 
Restore  I  shold:  and  with  these  scaped  handeft» 
The  walles  again  Tnto  tbee  ▼anquisbed. 
And  palące  high  of  Priam  eke^epaire. 
But  now  Apollo,  called  Grineua, 
And  prophecies  of  Licia  me  aduise 
To  sease  vpon  the  realme  of  Italy : 
That  is  my  loue,  my  country,  and  my  land, 
If  Cartage  turrettes  tbee  Phenicien  borne. 
And  of  a  Libian  town  the  sight  deteine: 
To  vs  Troians  why  doest  tbon  then  enuy 
In  Italy  to  make  our  risting  seat? 
Lefull  is  eke  for  ts  strange  realmes  to  seeke. 
Am  oft  as  night  doth  cloke  with  shadowee  darke 
The  earth  as  oft  as  flaming  starres  apere 
The  troubled  ghost  of  my  father  Anchises 
So  soft  in  sleepe  doth  fray  me,  and  adi-ise: 
The  wronged  lied  by  me  of  my  deare  sonne, 
Whom  I  defraod  of  the  Htsperian  crown. 
And  landes  alotted  him  by  desteny. 
The  messenger  eke  of  the  Gods  but  late 
Sent  down  from  loue  (I  sware  by  eyther  hed) 
Passing  the  ayre,  did  this  to  me  report: 
In  bright  day  light  the  God  my  self  I  saw     ^ 
Entre  these  walles,  and  with  these  eares  him 

beard. 
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Łeue  tbetiy  with  plaint  to  vexe  bolh  the  and  me: 
AgaiDSt  my  will  to  Italy  I  go. 

Whiles  in  this  tort  he  did  his  tale  pronounce; 
With  waiward  looke  she  gau  him  ay  behold, 
And  rdUtig  eies,  that  moued  to  and  fro: 
With  silence  looke  discoursing  ouer  al ; 
And  foorth  in  ragę  at  łasŁ  thus  gan  8he  brayde: 
Faithlesse,  forsworn,  ne  Goddesse  was  tby  dam, 
Kor  Dardanus  beginner  of  thy  race; 
But  of  bard  rockes  mount  Caucase  monstruons 
Bred  tbee,  and  teats  of  Tyger  gaue.thee  suck. 
But  wbat  sbould  I  disemble  now  my  chere  ? 
Or  me  reserue  to  bope  of  greater  things? 
Mindes  be  our  teares?  or  euer  moued  his  eyen? 
Wept  he  for  ruth }  or  pitied  he  our  loae? 
Whatshall  I  set  before?  or  where  begin? 
luno  nor  loue  with  i  ust  eyes  this  beholds. 
Faith  is  no  where  in  suretie  to  be  found. 
Did  I  not  him  tbrown  vp  vpon  my  shore 
In  neede  receiue,  and  fonded  eke  inuest 
Of  halfe  my  realine?  his  nauie  lost,  repair? 
From  deathes  daunger  bis  fellowes  eke  defend  ? 
Ay  me,  with  ragę  and  furies  loe  I  driue ! 
Apollo  now,  now  Lycien  propbesies, 
Anotber.wbile  the  messenger  of  Gods 
(He  sayes)  sent  down  from  mighty  loue  himself 
The  dredfiiU  charge  amid  the  skies  hath  brought. 
Ąs  though  that  were  the  trauail  of  the  Gods, 
Or  such  a  care  their  quietne8  might  moue. 
I  hołd  thee  not,  nor  yet  gainsay  thy  words: 
To  Italy  passe  on  by  helpe  of  windes. 
And  through  the  floods  go  searche  thy  kingdom 

new. 
If  mthful  gods  haue  any  power,  I  trust, 
Amid  the  rocks,  thy  guerdon  thou  shalt  flnde ; 
Wben  thou  shalt  clepe  fuli  oft  on  Didos  name. 
With  burial  brandes  I  absent  shall  thee  tracę: 
And  when  cold  death  from  life  these  limes  deuidcs. 
My  gost  ecbe  where  shałl  still  on  thee  awaite : 
Thou  shalt  abye,  and  1  shall  here  tbereof : 
AmoDg  the  sonles  below  thy  brute  shall  come.— 
With  such  llke  wordes  she  cut  of  half  ber  tale, 
With  pensiue  hart  abandoning  the  light: 
And  from  his  sight,  her  self  gan  far  remoae; 
Forsaking  him,  that  many  things  in  iere 
Imagined,  and  did  prepare  to  say. 
tier  swouning  lims  her  damsels  gan  releue. 
And  to  her  chamber  bare  of  marble  stone: 
And  layd  her  on  ber  bed  with.  tapets  spred. 

But  iust  Aeneas,  tboogb  he  did  desire 
With  comibrt  swete  her  sorows  to  appease. 
And  with  bis  words  lo  banish  all  her  cares 
Wailing  her  much,  with  great  loue  onercome: 
The  Gods  will  yct  he  woorketb,  and  resortes 
Unto  his  nauie.    Where  the  Troyans  £sst 
Feli  to  their  worka  from  the  shore  to  vnstock 
High  rigged  ships :  now  fleetes  the  talowed  kale : 
Their  oart  with  leaaes  yet  grene  from  wood  they 

bring. 
And  masts  unshaue  for  last,  to  take  their  Aight. 
You  mIght  haue  sene  them  throng  out  of  the  town: 
Like  ants,  when  they  do  spoile  the  bing  of  come^ 
For  winters  dred,  wfaich  they  beare  to  their  den : 
Wben  the  black  swarm  creeps  ouer  all  the  fields. 
And  thwart  the  grasse  by  strait  pathes  drags 

their  prsy :  [tnisse, 

The  great  graines  then  som  on  tbeVr  shoulders 

Some  driua  the  troupe,  some  chastice  eke  the  slow : 

That  with  their  trauail  chafed  is  ecbe  pathe. 

Beholding  this,  what  thought  might  Dido  haue  ? 


Wbat  sigbes  gaue  she?  wben  from  ber  tomen  hyc 
The  large  coasts  she  saw  haunted  with  Troyan 

workes. 
And  in  her  sight  the  seas  with  din  confoonded  ? 
O  witlesse  loue,  wbat  thing  U  that  to  do 
A  mortal  minde  thou  caust  not  force  tbeieto  ? 
Foroed  she  is  to  teares  ay  to  retume, 
With  new  requestes,  to  yeld  ber  hart  to  loue : 
And  least  she  should  before  her  causelesse  deatb 
Leaue  any  thing  yntried:  O  sister  Annę, 
2uoth  she,  bebold  the  wbole  coast  round  about, 
How  they  prepare,  assembled  eucry  where : 
The  streming  saiies  abiding  but  for  wynde: 
The  shipmen  cit>wne  their  ships  with  bowsfor  joy. 

0  sister,  if  so  great  a  sorow  1 
Mistrusted  had,  it  were  morę  light  to  beare. 
Yet  nathelessc  this  for  me  wretcbed  wight, 
Annę,  shalt  thou  do:  for  foithles,  thee  alone 
He  reuereuced,  thee  eke  his  secretes  tolde : 

The  metest  time  thou  knewest  to  borde  tbe  maa: 
To  my  proud  foe,  thus  sister  humbly  say; 

1  with  the  Grekas  within  tbe  port  Aulide 
Coniured  not  the  Troyans  to  destroy : 

Nor  to  the  walles  of  Troj  yet  sent  my  lleete : 
Nor  cynders  of  his  frither  Anchises 
Disturbed  haue  out  of  his  sąpulture*  * 

Why  lettes  he  not  my  wordes  sinke  in  bis  eares 
So  harde  to  ouertreate  ?  whither  whirlea  be  ? 
This  last  boone  yet  graunt  he  to  wretcbed  looe: 
Prosparuos  windes  for  to  depart  witb  ease 
Let  him  abide:  tba  foresayde  mariage  now, 
That  he  betraied,  I  do  not  him  rcqnire; 
Nor  that  he  sbould  foire  Italy  forego: 
Neither  I  would,  he  should  his  kingdom  leaue. 
^utet  I  aske,  and  a  time  of  delay. 
And  respite  eke  my  furye  to  asawage, 
Till  my  misbap  teacb  me,  all  comfoftlesse, 
How  for  to  waylc  my  grief.    This  latter  grace, 
Sister,  1  craue;  hare  tbou  remorse  of  me : 
Whiche  if  thou  shalt  Youcbsale,  with  heapes  I' 

shall 
Leaue  by  my  deatb  redoobleil  vnto  thee.  [płayne: 
Moi^ted  with  teares^  thus  wretcbed  gan  sha 
Which  Annę  reportes,  and  answere  briaga  agaiae. 
Nougfat  tears  him  moue,  ue  yet  to  any  wentea 
He  can  be  Awned  with  gentle  minde  to  yelde. 
The  Werdes  witbstande,  a  God  stopa  bk  meke 

eares. 
Like  to  the  aged  boysteous  bodied  oke, 
The  which  among  the  Alpes  the  Nortbeme  windes 
Blowyng  now  from  this  quarter,  now  fttNB  that, 
6etwixŁ  them  striue  to  ouerwbeime  witb  blastes; 
Tbe  whistlyng  ayre  among  the  braoncbas  rores; 
Which  all  at  once  bow  to  tbe  earth  her  croppesr 
The  stocke  once  smit:  whiles  in  the  rockes  tbe 

tree  C^PP^ 

Stickes  fast:  and  loke,  how  hye  to  tbe  beauen  her 
Reares  vp,  so  deepe  ber  roote  spredes  downe  to 

heli. 
So  was  this  Lorde  now  here  now  tbere  besct, 
With  wordes,  in  whose  stoute  brest  wrougbt  many 

cares: 
But  still  bis  minde  in  one  remaines,  in  vaine 
The  teares  were  shed.   TbeQj2Jdo  firayde  oifatts, 
Wisheth  for  deąth.  irkod  to  see  tbe  skyes. 
And  tbat  she  might  the  rather  worke  ber  will. 
And  leaue  the  light  (a  grisely  thing  to  tell) 
Upon  the  altars  burnyiig  foli  of  cense 
When  she  set  giftes  of  sacrifice,  she  taw 
The  holy  watir  stocks  waxe  blacke  ańthia: 
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The  tnot  «ke  shed  chadńge  ŁDto  fllthy  gore. 
This  she  to  nonę,  not  to  her  sitter  told. 
A  marble  tempie  in  her  palące  eke, 
In  memory  of  her  oM  sporne,  there  stood, 
lo  great  bonour  and  worship,  which  she  held, 
With  snoir  white  clothes  dedct,  and  with  bowi  of 
feast:  [speche 

Wherout  was  heard  her  hasbandes  voyce,  and 
Clepiog  for  ber,  when  dnrk  nigbt  bid  the  earth : 
And  oft  tbe  Owle  with  rufoll  son$f  complatnd 
From  the  bouse  top,  drawing  long  dolefb]!  tunes. 
And  many  tbings  forespoka  by  prophets  past 
Witb  dredfull  warning  gan  ber  now  affray: 
And  Stern  Acneas  semed  in  her  siepe 
To  cbase  her  stil  about,  distraitgbt  in  ragę: 
And  sUlI  her  thought,  tbat  she  was  left  alone 
Uocompanied  great  Tiages  to  wende, 
In  deser!  land  her  Tyriau  folk  to  seekc. 
Like  Pentheus,  tbat  in  his  madnes  saw 
Swanning  in  flocks  tbe  fiiries  all  oT  heli, 
Two  sans  remoue,  and  Tbebes  town  sbew  twaine, 
Or  like  Orestes  Agamemnons  son: 
In  tragedies  wbo  representcd  aye 
As  driaen  about,  that  from  his  motber  fled 
Annod  witb  brands,  and  eke  witb  serpents  black; 
Thąt  sitting  found  within  the  temples  porche 
The  Tglie  ftiries  his  slaughter  to  reuenge. 

Yelden  to  wo,  when  phrensie  had  her  caugłit, 
Witlnn  her  selfe  then  giin  she  well  debatę, 
Fuli  bent  to  dye,  tlie  time,  and  eke  the  meane: 
And  to  her  wofull  sister  thus  she  sayd, 
Ib  oatward  chere  dissembling  her  ciitrnt, 
Prcsenting  bope  vuder  a  semblant  glad: 
Sister  reioyce,  for  I  haue  found  the  way 
Him  to  retume,  or  lose  me  from  his  loue. 
Toward  the  end  of  the  great  Ocean  floofl, 
Yhereas  the  wandring  San  discendeth  bence, 
Is  the  extremea  of  Ethiope,  is  a  place, 
Wbere  bnge  Atlas  on  his  sbolders  tume 
The  sphere  so  rund  witb  flaming  starres  beset 
Borne  of  Massyle,  I  heare  should  he  a  Nuntie ; 
That  oC  th'  Hesperian  sistera  tempie  old 
And  of  tbeir  goodly  garden,  keper  was; 
That  genes  vnto  the  Dragon  eke  bis  foode, 
Tbat  on  the  tree  presernes  the  holy  frait ; 
That  honie  moyst,  and  sleeping  poppey  castos. 
This  woman  doth  auannt,  by  force  of  charme 
Wbat  hart  sbe  list  to  set  nt  libertie : 
And  other  some  to  porre  with  hcuy  cares: 
lo  running  flood  to  stop  the  waters  course; 
And  eke  tbe  stcrrcs  their  mouings  to  renersc : 
Tasserable  eke  tbe  Ł^ostes  that  walk  by  nigbt: 
Uoder  thy  feete,  theaith  tbou  słialt  behołd 
Tremble  and  rore:  the  okes  come  from  the  bill. 
"^  6ods  and  tliee,  dei«  sister,  now  I  cali 
In  witiies,  and  thy  hed  to  me  so  sweete, 
To  oiagike  ans  against  my  will  1  bend. 
Right  secretly  within  oor  inner  court, 
h  open  ayre  reare  vp  a  stack  of  wood; 
And  hang  thereon  the  weapon  of  this  man, 
The  which  he  left  within  my  chamber  stick: 
His  weedes  despoiled  all,  and  bridal  bed 
(Wberem  alas,  sister,  I  found  my  bane) 
Cbarge  thereupon:  for  so  the  Nunne  commandes 
To  do  away  wbat  did  to  him  belong, 
Of  that  faise  wigbt  that  might  r^membraunce 
bring. 

Then  wfaisted  she;  the  pale  her  fiice  gań  staioe, 
*c  could  yet  Annę  beleue,  her  sister  ment 
To  cloke  ber  deatb  by  this  new  sucrifice; 


Nor  in  her  brcst  sdch  fiirie  did  conceiue  i 
Ncither  doth  she  now  dred  morę  greuous  tbing, 
Then  followed  Sichees  death :  wherefore 
She  put  her  will  in  vre.     But  then  tbe  fiaene^ 
When  that  the  stak  of  wood  was  reared  Tp' 
Under  tbe  ayre  within  the  inward  court 
With  clouen  oke,  and  billets  madę  of  fyrre, 
With  garlandes  sbe  doth  all  beset  the  place. 
And  with  grene  bows  eke  crown  the  funerall» 
And  thereupon  bis  wedcs  nnd  swerd  ylefl. 
And  on  a  bed  bis  pictafe  sbe  bestowes , 
As  she  that  well  foreknew  wbat  was  to  come. 
The  altars  stande  abont,  and  eke  the  Nunne 
With  sparkeled  tresse';  the  whicb  thre  haadred 

Gods 
With  a  loude  voice  doth  thunder  out  at  ooce^ 
Erebns  tbe  grisely»  and  Chaos  huge. 
And  eke  the  threefolde  Goddesse  Hecate, 
And  Łhrce  faces  of  Diana  the  virgin : 
And  sprincles  eke  the  water  coauterfet 
Like  vnto  biacke  Auernus  lake  in  heli: 
And  springyng  heibes  reapt  up  with  brasen  siUiea 
Wcre  sought  after  the  right  course  of  the  Moooe; 
The  renim  biacke  intermingled  with  milkę; 
Tbe  lumpe  of  flesbe  tweoe  the  new  borne  foales 

eyen 
To  reue,  that  winnetb  finom  tbe  damme  her  loue. 
She  with  the  mole  all  in  her  handcsderout 
Stodc  neare  the  ani  ter,  bare  of  the  one  foote^ 
With  vcsture  loose,  the  bandes  ynlaced  all ; 
Bent  for  to  dye,  calls  tbe  Gods  to  recorde, 
And  gilty  starres  eke  of  her  desteny: 
And  if  there  were  any  God  that  bad  carc 
or  louers  hisrtes  not  moued  with  loue  alike, 
Him  sbe  require8  of  instioe  to  remember. 

It  was  then  night;  the  sonnde  and  qaiet  ślepe 
Had  through  the  earth  the  weried  bodyes  caught ; 
The  woodes,  tbe  ragpying  seas  were  falncf  to  rest ; 
When  that  the  starres  bad  halfe.  tbeir  coorae  de* 
clined;  [hue, 

Tbe  feldes  wbist,  beastes,  and  fowles  of  diuers 
And  what-so  tbat  in  tbe  brodę  lakes  remainde, 
Or  yet  among  tbe  bnsby  tbickes  of  bryar, 
T^ide  downe  to  ślepe  by  silence  of  the  night 
Gan  swage  their  oares,  mindlesse  of  trauels  past. 
Not  so  the  spirite  of  this  Phenician; 
Unhappy  she  that  on  no  ślepe  could  chance, 
Nor  yet  nightes  rest  eiiter  in  eye  or  brest: 
Her  carc5  redoble;  loqedoth  risaand  ragę  againe, 
And  nuerflowes  witb  swellyng  stormes  of  wrath. 
Thus  thinkes  sbe  then,  this  roules  she  in  ber  minde; 
What  shall  1  do?  shall  I  now  beare  the  scome 
For  to  assaye  minę  olde  woers  againe  ?> 
And  humbly  yet  a  Numid  spouse  require, 
Whose  mariage  I  haue  so  oft  disdayned } 
The  Troyan  nauy,  alid  Teueńan  Tile  oommander 
Folow  shall  I?  as  tiiou  it  should  auatle, 
That  whtlom  by  my  helpe  they  were  relened; 
Or  forbecause  witb  kiude,  and  mindfołl  fołke 
Right  well  doth  sit  the  passed  thankefull  dede? 
Wbo  would  me  nuSer,  admit  this  were  my  will, 
Or  we  scomed  to  tbeir  proude  sKippes  receiue?    ' 
Oh,  wo  begone!  foli  little  knowcst  tbou  yet 
The  broken  othes  of  Łaomedons  kinde. 
What  then  ?  alone  on  mery  mariners 
Shall  I  waite?  or  borde  them  with  my  power 
Of  Tyrians  assero  led  me  aboot  ? 
And  such  as  I  with  trauaile  brougbt  from  Tyra* 
Driue  to  the  seas,  and  force  thein  saile  afrainc? 
But  rather  dye,  euen  at  thoa  bast  deserued} 
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And  to  this  wo  with  iron  gene  tboa  ende. 
And  thoU)  sisŁer,  firet  vanquist  witb  my  teares, 
Thou  in  my  ragę  with  all  IheseTmisrbiefet  fir»t 
Didst  burden  me,  and  yelde  me  to  my  foe. 
Was  it  not  graunted  me  from  spousals  free, 
like  to  wilde  beastes,  to  liue  without  oflence, 
Without  taste  of  such  cares  ?  Is  tbere  no  fayth 
Reseraed  to  tbe  cinders  of  Sickee  ? 

Such  great  complaints  brake  forth  out  of  her 

brest: 
While  Aeneas  fuli  minded  to  depart, 
AU  thinges  prepared,  slept  in  tke  poupe  on  high* 
To  whom  in  ślepe  the  wonted  godłieds  formę 
Gan  ay  appere,  returuing  in  like  shape 
As  semed  him;  and  gan  bim  thns  aduise: 
Like  unto  Mercnry  in  voice,  and  htie, 
With  yelow  bushe,  aud  comely  lyrames  of  yoath. 
O  Ooddesse  sonne,  in  soch  case  canst  thou  ślepe? 
Ne  yet,  bestraugb^  the  daungers  doest  foresee 
Thatcompasse  ihee?  or  hearst  tbe  feire  wiudes 

blowe  ? 
Dido  in  minde  ronles  iiengeance  and  desreite; 
Detennd  to  dye,  swells  with  unstable  ire. 
Wilt  thou  not  flee  wbiles  thou  hast  time  of  ftight  ? 
Straight  shalt  thou  see  the  seas  couered  with 

sdyles, 
The  blasyng  brondes  the  sliore  ałl  spred  with  flame 
And  if  the  morów  steale  vpon  thee  here. 
Come  of,  have  done,  set  ail  delay  aside: 
Fur  fuU  of  change  these  womcn  be  alway. 
Tbis  sayd,  in  the  dark  night  be  gan  him  bidę. 

Aeneas  of  this  soda  i  b  nision 
Adred  starts  vp  out  of  his  sleepe  in  hast; 
Cal 6  up  his  feers;  Awake,  get  up,  my  men» 
Aburd  your  ships,  and  hoyie  vp  sayl  with  speede: 
A  Ood  me  wille,  sent  fróm  aboue  againe, 
To  hast  my  flight,  and  writhen  cabels  cut. 
Oh  holy  Ood,  whatso  thow  art,  we  shall 
Folow  thee,  and  all  blithe  obey  thy  will; 
Be  at  our  band,  and  frendly  vs  assist; 
Adresse  the  sterres  with  prosperoos  influenceb 
And  with  that  word  his  glistening  sword  onsbethes; 
With  which  drawen,  be  tłie  cabels  cut  in  twaise. 
The  like  desire  the  rest  embraced  a!l; 
All  tbing  in  ha&t  they  cast,  and  fourth  they  wburle ; 
Tbe  shores  they  leave;  with  ships  the  seas  are 

spred; 
Cutting  the  fume,  by  the  bicw  seas  they  swepe. 

Aurora  no  w  from  Titaiis  purple  bed 
With  new  day  light  had  ouerspread  the  eartb ; 
When  hy  his  windowes  the  iSuene  the  peping  day 
Espyed,  and  nauie  with  splaid  sailes  depart 
The  shore,  and  eke  the  porte  of  yessels  voyde. 
Her  comely  brest  thrise  or  fouretimes  she  smote 
With  ber  own  band,  and  tore  her  golden  tresse. 
Oh  loue,  quoth  she,  shall  he  then  tbus  depart, 
A  straunger  tbus,  and  scome  our  kingdom  bo?  j 
Shall  not  my  men  do  on  their  annure  prest, 
And  eke  pursue  them  throughout  all  the  town? 
Out  of  the  rode  sonę  shall  the  ve8sel  wan>e. 
Hast  on,  cast  flame,  set  sayle^and  welde  your 

owers. 
What  said  1  ?  but  where  am  I  ?  what  phrensie 
Alters  thy  minde  ?  Ynhappy  Dido,  now 
Uath  thee  bcset  a  froward  destenie. 
Then  it  behoued,  wben  thou  didst  geve  to.  him 
His  scepter.     So  bis  faith  and  his  right  hand! 
That  leades  with  him   (they  say)  his  countrie 
That  oto  his  back  bis  aged  iather  borę :      [goddes. 
His  body  might  I  not  haue  caąght  {uid  rent? 


And  in  the  seas  drencbed  him,  and  his  (eenł 

And  from  Ascanius  bis  life  with  iron  reft. 

And  set  him  on  his  fiathers  hord  for  meate? 

Of  such  debatę  perchaunce  the  fbrtnne  might 

Haue  been  doutfull;  would  God  it  were  assaied! 

Whom  should  I  feare,  sith  1  my  selfe  mubt  dwf 

Might  1  haue  throwen  into  that  natiy  brandeSy 

And  fillod  eke  their  deckes  wifb  flaming  fire, 

Tbe  liither,  sonne,  and  all  their  nacion 

Destroied,  and  fallu,  my  sełf  ded  ouer  al !  [criest ; 

Sonne,  with  thy  beanies,  that  mortal  workes  dia- 

And  thou  luno,  that  wel  tbese  trauailes  knoweat: 

Proserpine  thou,  vpon  whom  folk  do  vse 

To  houle,  and  cali  in  forked  waies  by  nigfat; 

Ittfemai  fories,  ye  wreakers  of  wrong : 

And  Didos  Gods,  who  standes  at  point  of  death, 

Receiue  these  wordes,  and  eke  your  heany  power 

Witłidraw  from  me,  that  wicked  fulk  desenie : 

And  our  reąuest  accept,  we  you  besecbe: 

[f  80  that  yonder  wicked  head  must  needea 

Recouer  port,  and  saile  to  l3nde,of  force; 

And  if  loues  wil  haue  so  resolued  it, 

And  such  ende  set  os  no  wight  can  fordoe; 

Yet  at  tbe  leasŁ  assailed  mought  he  be 

Witb  armes,  and  warres  of  hardy  nacions; 

From  the  bounde^  of  his  kingdom  farre  exiled  ; 

lulus  eke  ravyshed  out  of  his  armes; 

Driuen  to  caU  for  helpe,  that  he  may  see 

Thegiltlfsse  corpses  of  his  folke  lie  dead: 

And  aft  r  bard  condicions  of  peace. 

His  reahne,  nor  life  desired  may  he  brooke; 

Bitt  fali  befure  his  time  vograued  amid  the  sandes. 

This  I  reąuire,  tbese  wordes  with  blood  I  shed. 

And'Tirian8,  ye  his  flocke  and  all  his  race 

Parsue  with  hate;  rewarde  our  cinders  so: 

Nor  loue  nor  leage  betwizt  our  people  be; 

And  of  our  bones,  some  wreaker  may  there  spring, 

With  sword  and  flame  that  Troiaus  may  pursue: 

And  from  hencefoorth,  when  that  our  powr  may 

Our  costes  to  them  contrary  be  for  aye,  [stretcli^ 

I  craue  of  God;  and  our  streames  to  their  fluddes; 

Armes  mto  armes;  and  ofspriug  of  eche  race 

With  mortell  warr  eche  otber  may  fordoe. 

This  said,  her  mind  she  writhed  on  al  side^ 
Seking  witb  spede  to  end  ber  irksome  lifis. 
To  Sichees  nurse  Baroen  then  tbus  she  said 
(For  hers  at  home  in  ashes  did  remaine) 
Cal  unto  me,  dcare  purse,  my  sister  Annę : 
Bid  her,  in  hast  in  water  of  tbe  fludde 
She  sprinckle  the  body,  and  bring  tbe  beastes. 
And  purging  sacrifice,  1  did  her  shewe : 
So  let  ber  come:  and  thou  thy  templcs  bind 
With  sacred  garlandes :  for  the  sacrifice, 
That  I  to  Pluto  haue  begonne,  my  mtnd 
Is  to  performe,  and  geve  end  to  tbese  cares: 
And  Trojan  statuę  tbrow  into  tbe  flame. 
Wben  she  had  said,  redouble  gan  ber  nurse 
Her  steppes,  forth  on  au  aged  womaos  ttoi*. 

But  trembling  Dido  egerly  now  bent 
Upon  ber  stern  determinacion ; 
Her  bloodshot  eies  roling  within  ber  head; 
Her  quiuering  chekeS;  flecked  with  deadly  skaioe^ 
Both  pale  and  wan  to  think  on  death  to  oome; 
Into  the  inward  wardes  of  ber  palące 
She  rusheth  in,  and  dam  vp,  as  distraught, 
Tbe  burial  stacky  and  drew  the  Troian  swerd, 
Her  gift  sometime,  but  meant  to  no  such  vse. 
Where  when.  she  saw  his  weed,  and  well  koowtn 
Weping  a  wliile  in  atudy  gan  she  stay,         [bed» 
Feli  on  tbe  bed,  and  these  last  wordes  she  said* 
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Swete  spoilei,  whiles  God  and  destenies  it  wold, 
Recetue  this  sprite^and  aid  me  of  these  cares: 
I  lioed  and  ranue  the  course,  fortunę  did  graunt; 
And  Toder  earth  my  great  gost  now  sbail  weode: 
A  goodly  towo  I  batit,  aod  saw  my  walles; 
Ha^^yi  alas  too  happy,  if  these  costes 
The  Troyan  shippes  had  neuer  touched  aye. 

Thitf  said,  she  laid  bar  mouth  close  to  the  bed« 
Why  then,  qaoth  she,  vnwroken  shal  we  die? 
Bat  let  V8  die:  for  tbis!  and  in  tbis  sort 
It  lUseth  vs  to  seeke  the  shadbwes  darck! — 
And  from  the  seas  the  cruel  Troyans  eies 
Sbal  wel  discern  tbis  flame^  and  take  with  him 
£ke  these  vnlncky  tokens  of  my  death ! 
As  she  had  said,  ber  damsells  might  percene 
Her  with  these  wordes  fol  pearcod  oo  a  sword ; 
The  blade  embrued  and  hands  besprent  with  goie. 
The  clamor  rang  Tnto  the  pallace  toppe: 
The  brote  ramie  throughoat  al  thastonied  towne: 
With  wailing  great,  and  womens  shrill  yelling 
The  roofes  gan  roare:   the  aire  resound  with 

plałnt: 
Aa  thongh  Cartage,  or  thauncient  town  of  Tyre 
With  prease  of  entred  enemies  swarmed  fuli: 
Or  when  the  ragę  of  furioua.flame  doth  take 
The  temples  toppes,  and  mansions  eke  of  men. 

Her  sister  Annę,  spritelesse  for  dread  to  beare 
This  fearefull  sturre,  with  nailes  gan  teare  ber 

lace, 
She  smote  her  brest,  andrushed  throngh  the  rout: 
And  ber  dieng  she  deapes  thus  by  ber  name : 
Siater,  for  this  with  craft  did  yon  me  bourd? 
The  stak,  the  flame,  the  altars,  bred  they  tliis  ? 
What  shali  1  flrst  complaine,  ibrsaken  wight? 
liothest  thou  in  death  thy  sisters  felluwship  ? 
Tbou  sbouldsthaue  calldme  to  like  destiny; 
One  wo»  one  sword,  one  hoore  mougbt  end  vs  both. 
Tbis  funeral)  stak  bailt  1  with  these  handes. 
And  with  this  Toice  cleped  oar  natiue  Oods ; 
And  cruel  so  abaentest  me  from  thy  death  ? 
Destroyd  thon  hast,  (sister)  both  thee  and  me, 
Thy  people  eke,  and  princes  borne  of  Tyre. 
Geue  here :  I  shall  with  water  washe  her  woundes; 
And  such  with  mouth  her  breath,  if  onght  be  left. 
'  This  said,  Tnto  the  high  degrees  shee  mounted, 
Embrasing  fast  ber  sister  now  half  dead, 
With  wailefuU  plaiot:  whom  in  her  lap  she  layd, 
The  black  swart  gore  wiping  dry  with  her  clothes. 
Bat  Dido  striueth  to  lift  vp  againe 
Her  heauy  eyen,  and  hatb  no  power  therto: 
Deepe  in  her  brest  that  fixed  wound  doth  gapę. 
Thriae  leaning  on  her  elbow  gaio  she  raise 
Her  self,  Tpward:  aod  thrise  she  oaerthrewe 
Upon  the  bed:  rangi  ag  with  wandring  eies 
Tlie  skies  for  light,  and  wept  when  she  it  found. 

Almighty  luno  hauing  ruth  by  this 
Of  ber  long  paines,  and  eke  ber  lingring  death : 
From  heauen  she  sent  the  Goddesse  Iris  downe, 
The  throwing  spirit,  and  iointed  limmes  to  looae. 
For  that  neither  by  iot  of  destiny, 
Nor  yet  by  kindly  death  she  perished, 
But  wretchedly  before  her  fotaU  day. 
And  kiodled  with  a  sodein  ragę  of  flauie, 
Proserpine  had  not  from  her  head  bereft 
Tbe  golden  heare,  nor  judged  her  to  heli. 
The  dewye  Iris  thus  with  golden  wings, 
A  thousand  hues  shewing  against  the  sunne. 
Amid  the  skies  then  did  she  flye  adowne 
On  Didos  head :  where  as  she  gan  a  light, 
This  beare  (qttod  she)  to  Ploto  oonsecrate 
TOŁ.II. 


Commaunded  I  reue;  and  thy  spirit  Tnloosa 
From  this  body.    And  when  she  thus  had  said, 
With  her  right  band  she  cut  the  beare  in  cwaiue; 
And  therwiUi  al  the  kindly  beat  gan  quench. 
And  into  wind  the  life  foorthwithresolue. 
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I  Salamon  Dauids  sonne,  king  of  Jerusalem, 
Chosen  by  God  to  teache  the  Jewes,  aod  in  his 
lawes  to  leade  them,  [vayne, 

Coofesse,  vnder  tbe  sonne  that  eury  thing  is 
The  world  is  false,  man  be  is  frayle,  and  all  bis 
pleasures  payne.  Cyode 

Alas !  what  slabie  frute  may  Adams  childeren 
In  that  they  seke  by  sweate  of  browes,  and  travill 
of  their  mynde  }  [decay : 

We  that  liue  on  the  earthe,  drawn  toward  our 
Ower  childeren  fili  our  place  a  whille,  and  then 
they  fade  awaye. 
Such  chauoges  roakes  the  earthe,  and  dothe  re- 
moue  for  nonę. 
But  terues  as  for  a  place  to  play  our  tragedes 
▼ppon.  [course  hatb  ronne, 

When  that  the  restlesse  sonne  westwarde  his 
Towards  tbe  east  be  hasts  as  fast,  to  rysę  wbere  be 
begonne.  [blast, 

When  hoarey  Boreas  bathe  blowen  his  frosen 
Then  Zephirus  with  bis  gentill  breathe  dissolues 
the  łse  as  fast : 
Fludds,  that  drinke  Tpp  smali  broks,  and  swel 
by  ragę  of  niy^e, 
Discharge    in  sees,  which  them   replesse,    and 
swallowe  strayte  againe.  f ronue  their  race, 
These  worldly  pleasures,  (Lord,)  so  swift  they 
That  skarcę  our  eyes  may  them  disceme,  they 
byde  so  littel  space.  [ithall: 

What  bathe  bin,  but  is  now,  the  like  hereafter 
What  new  deuice  ^unded  so  suer,  that  dreadeth 
not  the  fil  U :  [ty  mes  past 

What  may  be  called  new,  but  suche  things  in 
As  time  buryed,  and  dothe  reuiue,  and  tyme 
agayne  shall  waste.  [bmte  at  aU  ; 

Things  past  right  worthey  famę,  have  now  no 
Even  so  shall  dey  suche  things,  as  now  the  simple 
wounders  cali. 
I,  that  in  Dauides  seate  sit  crowned,and  rejoice, 
That  with  my  septer  mle  the  Jewes,  and  teach 
them  with  my  Toyce,  [sonne, 

Hare  serchied  long  to  know  all  things  vnder  the 
To  see  how  in  this  mortal  lyef  a  suerty  might  be 
wonne :  .  [to  desyer: 

This  kyndled  will  to  knowe,  straunge  things  for 
God  bathe  grafie  in  our  gredye  breasts  a  torment 
for  our  hyer.  [knoo 

The  end  of  eache  trave11  furtbwith  I  sought  to 
I  found  them  uaine  mixed  with  gali,  and  burden/ 
with  muchę  woo 
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De&ults  of  natnres  worke  no  mans  hand  may 

restore; 

Whicbe  be  in  nomber  like  the  sandes  Tpoo  tbe 

sal  te  6oods  shore.'  [mynd 

Then,  vaunting  in  my  witte,  I  gan  cali  to  my 

What  rewtcs  of  wisdom  I  hadde  taught,  that  elders 

could  not  find.  [use. 

And  as  by  coDtraries  to  treye  most  tblngs  we 

Meiłs  foUies  and  thcir  errors  eke  I  gan  them  all 

peruse:  [cli  me: 

Therby  with  morę  delight  to  knowledge  for  to 

But  this  I  found  an  endles  wourke  of  payne,  and 

losseoftyme.  [mynd, 

For  be  to  wisdomcs  skoole,that  dotb  applie  hys 

The  furtbcr  that  he  wadeij  therin,  thegręaterdoubts 

shall  find ;  [ure. 

And  such  as  enterprise  to  pat  newe  tbings  in 

Of  some  that  shall  skórne  their  deuise  may  well 

them  selfes  assure. 

CHAPTER  II. 

From  pensif  ianzies  then  I  gaa  my  hart  reuoke, 
And  gaue  me  to  such  sporting  plaies,  as  laughter 
myght  prouoke:  [bliiided  mc. 

But  euen  suche  uaia  dclight,  when  the  moste 
Allwayes  me-thought  with  smiling  grace  a  king 
did  yll  agre.  [muchę  winc, 

Then  sought  I  ttow  to  plćase  my  belly  with 
To  feedc  me  fatte  with  costly  feasts  of  rare  de- 
lighŁs,  and  fiue;  [rest, 

And  other  plesures  eke  too  pnrchaee  mc  with 
In  80  great  choise  to  find  the  thing,  that  might 
content  me  best :  [stormcs  of  ire, 

But,  Lord !.  what  care  of  mynd,  what  suddaine 
With  broken  rslepes  endurycd  T^  to  compasse  my 
desier.  [cure 

The  buylde  my  howscs  faier,  then  set  1  ali  my 
By  princely  actes  thus  straue  I  still  to  make  my 
iame  indure. 
Delicius  gardenseke  I  madę  to  plcase  my  sight, 
And  grafte  theriu  all  kindes  of  frutes  that  might 
my  mouth  delight:  [I  drewe, 

Condits  by  liuely  springs  firotn  their  owld  course 
For  to  refrcshe  the  frutefull  trees,  that  in  my 
gardynes  grewe : 
Of  catell  great  encreace  I  bred  in  littell  space; 
Bondmen  I  bought;   I  gave  them   wyfes;   and 
8aru'd  me  with  ther  race: 
Greate  heapes  of  shining  gold  by  sparing  gan  I 
saue,  [to  haue 

With  things  of  price  so  furnyshed,  as  fitts  a  prince 
To  heare  faier  women  sing  sometyme  I  did  rc- 
;  ioyce, 

Rauyshed  with  their  pleasaunt  tuues,  and  swetnes 
of  their  voyce: 
Lemans  I  had  so  faier,  and  of  so  liuely  bewe, 
That  who  so  gased  in  their  face,  myght  well  their 
bewty  rewę:  [seate; 

Never  erste  sat  there  king  so  riche  in  Dauyds 
Yet  still  me  thought,for  so  smali  gaine,  the  trauaile 
was  too  great 
From  my  desirous  eyes  I  hyd  no  pleasaunt  sight, 
Kor  from  my  hart  no  kind  of  myrth,  that  might 
geve  them  delyght:  [p^yne, 

Which   was  the  only  freute  I  rept  of  all  my 
To  feade  my  eyes,  and  to  reioyce  my  hart  with  all 
my  gaine.  [care  of  mynd, 

But  when  I  madę  by  compte,  with  howe  great 
'And  herts  \'nrest,  that  I  bad  sought,  so  wastfuli 
frute  to  fynd: 


Then  was  I  streken  stnyte  with  thatabnsed  £tr, 
To  glorey  in  that  goodly  witte»  that  compast  my 
desyer.  [lenewc; 

Bat  freshe  before  myne  eyes  grace  did  my  laults 
What  gentill  callingś  I  hadd  fledd*  my  rayne  to 
pursewe ;  [eakape: 

What  ragłng  pleasurs  past,  perill,  and   bard 
What  fancis  in  my  bed  had  wrot^ht  the  licor  of 
tbe  grapę.  [doth  moue; 

The  erroure  then  I  sawe,  that  their  fraile  faaites 
Wbich  striue  in  raine  for  to  compare  with  him 
tbat'sitt8  aboue:  [peryth  playoe, 

In  whose  most  perfiect  worcks  suche  craft  ap- 
That  to  the  leastvof  them  there  may  no  moitel 
hand  attayne. 
And  lyke  as  ligfatsome  day  dothe  shine  aboue 
tbe  night:  [beames  as  bright: 

So  darke  to  me  did  folly  seme,  and  wisdomes 
Whose  eyes  did  seme  so  cleie  mots  to  discem 
and  fyndę. 
But  will  had  closed  foUies  eyesy  which  greped 
like  the  blynde.  [worldly  famę; 

Yet  death,  and  time  consume  all  witt,   aod 
And  looke  what  ende  that  foUy  hath,  and  wiadome 
hathe  the  same.  [cara 

Then  sayd  I  thus,  O  Lord,  may  not  thy  wisdom 
Tbe  wayfiill  wrongs,  and  hard  conflicts,  that  folly 
doth  endure  ? 
To  sharpe  my  witte  so  fine,  then  why  toke  I 
this  payne? 
Now  finde  I  well  this  noble  serche  maye  eke  be 
called  vayne.  [rewaid, 

As  slanders  lothsome  bnite  scondes  folliea  iost 
Is  put  to  silence  all  be-time,  and   brooght  in 
smalę  regard:  ^fome, 

'  Euin  so  dothe  tyme  denonre  the  noble  blast  of 
Which  showld  resounde  tbeir  gloriea  great,  that 
do  desenie  the  same. 
Thus  present  changes  chaae  away  the  wonden 
past:  [to  last. 

Ne  is  the  wise  mans  fattal  thred  yet  lenger  spunne 
Then  in  this  wreatcfaed  Tale  our  lyef  I  lotbed 
playne, 
When  I  beheld  our  frutles  paynes  to  compasse 
pleasurs  vayne; 
My  trauayll  this  availe  hath  me  prodaced,  loo ! 
An  heire  unknowen  shall  reape  the  fmte  that  1  in 
sede  did  sowę; 
But  wherv»to  the  Lord  his  naturę  shall  inclime 
Who  can  fore-knowe,  into  whoose  lands^  I  ińust 
my  goods  resine? 
But  Lord,  how  pleasaunt  swete  then  seamd  the 
idell  liefc, 
That  never  chargad  was  with  care,  nor  burdened 
with  stryefe :  [sore. 

And  vile  the  gredye  trade  of  them,  that  toil  to 
To  leaue  to  suche  ther  trauełls  frute,  that  neuer 
swet  therfore.  [relief, 

What  is  that  pleasant  gaine,  what  ts  that  swet 
That  showld  delay  the  bitter  tast,  that  we  fele  of 
our  gref  ?  [gaine, 

The  gladsome  dayes  we  passe  to  serche  a  simple 
The  ąuiete  nights  with  broken  slepes,  to  fead  a 
restles  brayne.  [reinayne, 

What  hope  is  left  ns  then,  what  comfort  doth 
Our  quiet  herts  forto  reioyce  with  the  frute  of  our 
payne  ?  [cali, 

Yf  that  be  trew,  who  may  him  selfe  so  happy 
As  I,  whose  frec  and  sumptius  spence  doth  shyne 
beyonde  them  all  ? 
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Sewcrly  it  is  a  gift,  and  fiiTOur  of  the  Lorde, 

Liberał  ly  to  spende  our  goods,  tlie  grounde  of  all 

discorde.  •  [tressures  mold, 

And  wretched  herts  haue  they,  tbat  let  their 

Aod  carrey  tbe  rodde  that  skorgeth  them,  tbat 

glory  in  their  gold. 

Bat  I  do  kńowe  by  proofe,  whose  rycbes  beres 

suche  brute,  [sucbe  fr^ute. 

Wbat  stable  weltb  may  stand  in  wast,  or  keping  of 

CUAPTEn  III. 

JUu  to  tbe  stereles  boate,  that  swarues  witb  every 
wynde,  [prof  I  fmde. 

Tbe  slipper  topp  of  worldely  welthe  by  creaeli 
Skarcę    hathe   the    seade,   whereof   tbat  naturę 
formetbe  man, 
Receuid  lief,  wben  deatbe  him  yields  to  eailh 
wher  be  began :  [frutc, 

The  grafted  plauts  witb  payn,  whereof  wee  bopcd 
To  roote  them  vpp  witb  blossomes  sprcde  then 
is  our  cbeif  porsute : 
Tbat  erst  we  rered  vpp  we  undermyne  againe, 
Andsbfed  ihe  ^raies,  whose  groutbe  some-tyme 
we  laboured  with  paine : 
Each  froward  tbretning  ehere  of  fortunę  maiks  us 
playne,  [berts  agaioe. 

And  every  pleasaut  sbowe  reuiues  our  wofull 
Auncient  walles  to  race  is  our  unstable  guyse, 
Aod  of  their  wetherbeten  stones  to  buylde  some 
new  deryse.  [moo; 

New  fiincyes  dayly  springs  which  Tadde,  returning 
And  now  we  practyse  to  obtaine  tbat  strayt  we 
must  Ibrgoo.  [wast ; 

Some  ty  me  we  seke  to  spare,  tbat  afterwatd  we 
Aod  that  we  traveled  sore  to  knitt,  for  to  uniosę 
asfast. 
lo  lober  sylence  now  our  quiet  lipps  we  close: 
And  witb  unbrydled  toungs  iurthwith  our  secret 
herta  disclose. 
Sttcbe  as  in  folded  armes  we  did  embrace,  we  hate : 
Whom  straytc  we  reconsill  agaiue,  and  banisbe 
al]  debatę.  [loe; 

My  sede,  with  laboursowne, sucbe  frute  produceth 
To  waste  my  lief  in  contraries,  tbat  never  sball 
agre. 
From  God  these  heuy  cares  ar  sent  for  our  unrests. 
And  with  suche  burdens  fur  our  weltb  be  frant- 
eth  fuli  our  brests. 
All  that  the  Lord  hathe  wrought,  hatb  bewtey  and 
good  grace;  [and  place ; 

And  to  eache  thin?  assined  is  the  proper  tyme 
And  graunted  eke  to  man  of  alt  tbe  worldes  estatc, 
And  of  eache  tbiug  wrougbt  in  the  same  to 
argue  and  debatę :  [Ifdge  rooste 

Which  arte  though  it  aproche  the  beucnly  know- 
To  serche  the  naturall  grounde  of  tbings,  yct 
all  is  łabour  loste. 
fiut  tben  tbe  wandering  eyes^that  longe  for  suertcy 
songht, 
Founde  that  by  paine  no  ccrtajriie  weltb  might 
in  this  world  be  bought. 
Who  )iveth  in  delight,  and  sekes  no  gredy  thrystc,- 
Bat  frely  spends  his  goods  may  thinke  it  is  a 
secret  gifke. 
Fulfilied  shall  it  be  wbat  so  the  Lord  intende, 
Which  no  device  of  mans  witt  may  aduauncc, 
nor  yet  df^fende:  [di-en  might 

Wbo  madę  all  tbings  of  nought,  tbat  Adijms  chyl- 
Ifirne  bow  to  dread  the  Lonl,  that  wrougbt  such 
wonders  in  their  sight. 


Tbe  gresly  wonders  past,  which  tyme  wears  out  of 

mynde. 

To  be  renewed  in  our  days  the  Lord  hath  so 

assyode. 

Ło  thus  be  carfull  skourge  dotbe  stele  on  ns  rn- 

ware,  [doth  againe  repaire, 

Which  when  the  fleshe  hath  clene  forgott,  be 

Wben  1  in  this  uaine  serche  had  wanderyd  ore  my 

witt,  [sbould  havesitt: 

I  saw  a  roiall  throoe  eke  w  berę  as  Justice 

In  stede  of  whom  I  saw,  with  fyerce  and  ćrewelŁ 

modę  [drounke  tbe  giltles  blode. 

Wher  Wrong  was  set,  that  blody  beast,  that 

Then  tbougbt  i  thus,  one  day  the  Lord  shall  sit  in 

dome  [spotted  have  uo  rome. 

To  Tewe  his  flock,  and  chose  the  pure;   the 

Yet  be  suche  skourges  scnt,  that  each  agreuid 

mynde, 

Lyke  the  brute  beasts  that  swelł  in  ragę,  and 

fury  by  ther  kynde,  [longe. 

His  erroure  may  confesse,  when  be  hath  wreasteled 

And  then  witb  pacience  may  him  arme,  the 

surę  defence  of  wronge. 

For  death,  tbat  of  tbe  beaste  the  carion  doth  de- 

uoure,  [fątal  hower. 

Unto  the  noble  kynde  ef  men  presents  the 

The  perfitt  formę,  that  God  hathe  geuen  to  ether 

man^  [began; 

Or  other  beast,  dissoU-e  it  shall  to  earth  wher  it 

And  who  can  tell  yf  tliat  the  sowie  of  man  ascendę, 

Or  with  tbe  body  if  it  dye,  and  to  the  groun 

decende:  [gayne, 

Wherfore  each  gredy  hart,  that  riches  seks  to 

Gather  may  be  that  sauery  frute,  that  springeth 

of  his  payne. 

A  meane  conuenient  weltb,  I  meane  to  take  in 

worth,  [powre  it  forth: 

And  with  a  band  of  larges  eke  in  measure 

For  treasure  spent  in  lyef,  the  bodye  dotbe  s.us- 

,  teyne;  [amassed  witb  mnche  payne. 

The    heire    shall   waste    the    whourded   gold, 

Ne  may  foresight  of  Man  such  order  geve  in  lyef. 

For  to  foreknow,.who  shall  rejoyce  their  gotten 

good  with  stryef. 

CIIAPTER  IV. 

When  I  bethought   me  well,  uoder  the  restles 
soon  [chnstyced  were  dooo; 

By  foolke  of  power  wh«t  crewell  wourks  un« 
I  saw  wher  stoode  a  heard  by  power  of  such  op-  . 
prest. 
Out  of  whose  eyes  ran  floods  of  tcars,  tbat  bayned 
all  ther  brest : 
DeToyde  of  comfort  clene,  in  terroure  and  dis- 
tresse;  [to  represse: 

In  whose  defence  nonc  wolde  aryse,  such  rigour 
Then  tbougbt  I  thus:  O  Lord,  the  dead,  wbos0 
fatal  howcr 
Is  clene  ronne  out,  morę  happy  ar;  wbom  that 
the  wormcs  deuoure : 
And  happiest  is  the  sede,  that  ncuer  did  conceue; 
Thai  nruer  felt  tbe  waylfuU  wrongs,  that  mortal 
folke  receue.  [gayne 

And  then  I  saw,  that  weltb,  and  euery  honest. 
By  trauill  wotine,   and  swcte  of  browo^,  gaa 
gro  we  into  disdayne, 
Through  sloth  of  careles  folke;  whom  ease  so  fat 
doth  feade; 
Whose  idell  hands  doo  nougbt  but  waast  the 
fnite  of  other  seedc: 
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Wbicli  to  Łhemselres  penwadei  that  Uttle  gott 
with  ease. 
Morę  thankefull  is  tben  kyiiddomes  won  by 
trauayle  and  discaiie. 
Anotber  sort  I  saw^  without  botb  frend  or  kynne ; 
Wbose  gredy  wayes  yet  neuer  soagbt  a  faith- 
'     fuli  freud  to  wyune;  [coold; 

Whose  wretcbed  corps  no  toile  yet  eaer  wery 
Nor  glutted  euer  wer  their  eyne  witb  heaps  of 
shyning  gould: 
But  yf  it  might  appear  to  their  abused  eyne. 
To  whose  auayle  they  trauill  so,  and  for  whose 
sake  they  pyne : 
Tben  sbould  tbey  see  what  cause  tbey  Iwue  for  to 
rq)ent 
The  frutles  paynes,  and  eke  tbe  tyme,  that  tbey 
in  vayne  haue  $pcnt. 
Then  gan  I  thus  resoluc:  Morę  pleasant  is  tbe  lyef 
Of  faythefull  frends,  that  spend  their  goods  in 
commone  without  stryef : 
For  as  tbe  tender  frend  appeasitb  euery  gryef ; 
So  yf  be  falls  tbat  liues  alone,  who  shall  be  his 
relyef?  ffaste; 

Tbe  firendly  feeres  ]y  warme,  in  armes  embraced 
Who  deapes  aloone  at  euery  tourne  dothe  feale 
tbe  Winter  blast : 
What  can  be  doCbut  yeld,tbat  must  resist  aloone  ? 
Yf  ther  be  twaine,  one  may  defend  the  toŁher 
ouer*tbrowne:  [dure, 

Tbe  single  twyned  cordes  may  no  such  stresse  in- 
As  cables   brayded  thre-fould  may,  together 
wretbed  surę. 
In  better  far  estate  stand  cbildren  poore  and  wyse, 
Tben  aged  kyngs  wedded  to  will,  that  worke 
without  aduyse. 
In  prison  haue  I  sene,  or  this,  a  wofull  wygbt, 
That  neuer  knewe  wbat  fredom  ment,  nor  tast- 
edofdelyght,  [mette, 

With  sucb  unboped  happ,  in  most  despaier,  hatb 
Witbin  tbe  bands,  tbat  erst  ware  gy  ves,  to  haue 
a  septure  sette;  [sUate, 

And  by  conjures  tbe  seade  of  kyngs  is  tbrust  from 
IVhereon  agreuyd  peopie  worke  ofteymes  tbeir 
faidden  haate. 
Other,  without  respect  I  saW  of  frend  or  foo 
With  feet  wome  bare  in  tracing  sucb  whereas 
tbe  honours  gmo. 
Aud  at  de^  of  a  prynce  great  rowt«8  reuiued 
Btrange, 
Whłch,  faiue  thcar  owld  yoke  to  discharge,  re- 
joyced  in  the  changce.  [moi"e. 

But  wben  I  thought  to  theise,  as  heauy  even,  or 
Shaf  be  the  burden  of  his  raigne,  as  bis  tbat 
went  befure;  [pend: 

And  tbat  a  trayne  like  great,  Ypon  the  dead  de- 
I  gan  conclude  each  gredy  gayne  hatb  his  un- 
certayne  end. 
In  humble  sprite  is  set  tbe  tempie  of  tbe  Łorde; 
Wher  yf  tbow  enter,  loke  tby  mouth  and  con- 
scyence  may  accorde : 
Whose  churcbe  is  buyite  of  ioue,  and  decte  with 
botte  desyre, 
And  simple  fay th :  the  yolden  ghooet  his  marcy 
dotb  requyre: 
•  Wher  perfectly,  for  aye,  be  in  bis  woord  dotb  rest j 
With  gentill  eare  to  heare  tby  sute,  and  grant 
to  thy  request. 
In  boost  of  ontwarde  works  be  takith  no  delight, 
Nor  wast  o f  wourds :  suche  sacry  fice  unsaueretb 
in  his  ftiglit. 
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Whin  that  repentant  teares  hatb  clensed  clcie 

from  i  U  ^[ameDding  will: 

The  charged  brest:  and  grace  hatb  wrooght  thenn 

With  bold  demands  then  may  bis  mercy  wdl 

assaile  [may  nonę  preaayle: 

Tbe  speche  man  sayth ;  without  the  wbich  request 

Morę  shall  tby  pennytent  sigbes   his  endles 

mercy  please,  [words  Gods  wrath  appease; 

Tben  their  importune  suits,  which  dreame,  tbat 

For  bart  contrite  of  fault,  Is  gladsome  recom- 

pence ;  [sy  nne  dispense. 

And  praier  fruict  of  faith,  wherby  Gud  doth  with 

As  ferful  brokcn  slepes  spring  from  a  restlcs 

hedde;  [bredde. 

By  chattering  of  nnboly  lippes  is  frutles  prayer 

In  wast  of  wynde,  I  redę,  vowe  nought  Tnto  tbe 

Lord,  [accord: 

Whereto  thy  hart  to  bynd  tby  will  freely  doth  not 

For  humble  vowes  fiillfilld  by  grace  Hgbt  swetly 

smoke  [God  proroke. 

But  bold  behests,  broken  by  lusts,  tbe  wrath  of 

Yet  bette,  with  humble  bert,  thy  frayltye  to 

ccnfesse,  [firaude  expresse. 

Tben  to  bost  suche  perfitnes,  whose  works  soch 

With  fayned  wordes  and  otbes,  contnu;t  with 

God  no  gyle;  [tby  self  defile: 

Suche  craft  returns  to  tbyn  own  barme,  and  doth 

And  thoughe  the  myst  of  sinne  perswad  soch 

error  Hgbt,  [his  sigłit. 

Tberby  yet  ar  tby  outward  works  all  dampned  in 

As  Bondry  broken  dreams  vs  dyoerdye  abuse: 
So  ar  his  errors  mamfold,  tbat  many  woids  dothe 
use 
With  humble  secret  pla]rnt,  fewe  words  of  botte 
effect,  [negiect. 

Honor  tby  Lord ;  alowanoe  Taine  of  Toyd  desert 
Thoughe  wronge  at  times  the  right,  and  weithe 
eke  nede  oppresse, 
Thinke  not  tbe  band  of  jostice  slowe  to  foliowe 
theredresse:  [dred. 

For  suche  unrighteous  folke,  as  nile  withoutea 
By  some  abuse,  or  secret  lust,  be  snfieretb  to  be 
led.  [leot, 

The  cbeif  blisse,  that  in  earth  to  liuing  man  is 
Is  moderat  welth,  to  oourish  lief,  yf  be  can  be 
conteut. 
He  that  hatb  but  one  felde,  and  gredely  seke 
tbe  nought  [in  his  thonght. 

To  fence  tbe  tillers  band  from  nede,  is  king  with 
But  sucb  as  of  tber  gołde  ther  oniy  idoli  make, 
Noe  treasure  may  the  rau3m  of  tiieir  hungry  hands 
aslake.  [gayne. 

For  be  that  gapes  for  good,  and  hordeth  all  bis 
TraudU  in  Tayne  to  hyde  tbe  sweet,  tbat  sbould 
releue  his  payne. 
Wher  is  gret  welth,  there  sbould  be  many  a 
nedy  wight  [man*s  cheifo  delight. 

To  spend  tbe  same,  and  that  should  be  tbe  Hebe 
The  sweet  and  quiet  slepes  that  weryd  lioMmes 
opprefse, 
Begile  tbe  night  in  dyet  thynne,  and  feasts  of  great 
excesse:  [rest 

Bot  wakenlye  the  riche,  whose  łyuely  beat  with 
Their  charged  boolks  with  change  of  roeats  cmnnot 
60  sonę  dygest 
An  otber  rigbteous  dome,  I  sawe,  of  gredy  gayne 
With  busy  cares  suche  ti^asores  oft  prescmyad 
to  tbeir  bayne : 
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The  plentdoas  housses  sackt,  the  ownera  end 
wiŁh  shame  [should  rejoyce  the  same 

Their  sparkelid  goods;  their  nedy  heyres,  that 
From  weith  dyspoyled  bare;  from  whence  they 
came  they  went,  [them  sent: 

Clad  in  the  clothcs  of  pouertft,  as  naturę  fyrat 
Kaked,  as  from  the  wombe  we  came,  if  we  de- 
part,  I  to  vex  the  hart  ? 

What  toyle  to  seeke  that  we  must  leue  ?  what  bote 
Wbat  lyef  leade  testey  men,  they  that  consume 
their  dayes  [sum  alwaies. 

In  inwarde  freets,  untemperd  bates,  as  stryef  irith 
Then  gno  I  prayce  ali  those,  in  suche  a  world  of 
stryffc,  [in  lyffe; 

Ar  Łake  the  profite  of  the  goods,  that  may  be  had 
For  surę  the  liberall  hand  that  bath  no  hart  to 
spare  [vertQ  rare: 

This  fiuling  ve1tbe,  bot  powres  it  forthe,  it  is  a 
That  mfldcs  welthe  slaye  to  nede,  and  gold  he- 
com his  thrall,  [his  chest  with  all ; 
CliogB  not  his  gotts  with  niggeshe  farę  to  heape 
But  feeds  the  lusts  of  kynde  with  costly  meats 
and  wyne,  [that  pyne: 
Aod  shu*ka  the  hnnger  and  the  thnrst  of  nedy  folke 
No  gluttons  feast  I  meane  in  wast  of  spence  to 
stryye,                                   [thns  to  reuiue 
Bat  temprat  mealles  the  dullest  spryts,  with  joye 
No  care  may  perce  wbere  myrth  bath  tampred 
sucb  a  brest ;                             [may  digest. 
Thebitter  gaul),  seasond  with  swete  sucb  wyidome 
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Wher  recheles  youthe  in  ą  unąuiet  brest, 
Set  on  by  wrath,  re^enge,  and  crueltye, 

After  long  wanr,  pacyens  had  opprest. 
And  justice  wrought  by  pryncelye  equitie, 

My  devy  then,  myne  errour  depe  imprest, 
Began  to  worke  dispaire  of  libertye; 

Had  not  Darid,  the  perfyt  warriour,  tought 

Tbat  of  my  fault  thus  pardon  should  be  sought 
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Oh  Łorde  uppon  wbose  will  dependeth  my  wel- 

farę,  [nigbt  1  spare; 

To  cali  uppon  thy  hoUye  name  syns  day  nor 

Graont  that  the  just  request  of  this  repentaunt 

mynd, 

So  perce  tbyne  eares,  that  in  thy  sight  som  fa- 

voar  it  may  fynd.  [past. 

My  sowie  is  fjraufhted  fuU  with  greif  of  follies 

My  restles-  bodye  doth  consume  and  death  ap- 

procheth  fast;  [in  twayne, 

like  ttkem  whose  fatall  threde  thy  hand  hath  cnt 

Of  whome  ther  is  no  further  brewte,  which  in 

their  graves  remeyne. 

Ob,  Lorde,  thou  hast  cast  me  hedlong,  to  please 

my  fooe,  [wooe, 

Into  a  pitt  all  botomeles,  where  as  I  pla3me  my 

The  burtben  of  thy  wrath  it  doth  me  sore  oppresse ; 

And  sundrye  stormes  tbou  bast  me  sent  of 

terroor  and  distresse : 

The  &itbfull  frends  ar  6ed  and  bannyshed  from  my 

sight:  [frendshipp  ligbt 

And  sucb  as  I  haye  beld  fiiU  derę  haye  sett  my 


My  durance  doth  peiBwade  of  fi^om  snch  dis- 
paire, [eye  sight  doth  appaire : 
That  by  the  teares  tbat  bayne  my  brest,  myne 
Yet  did  I  never  cease  thine  ayde  for  to  desyre, 
With  humble  hart  and  stretehed  hands,  for  to 
appease  thy  yre. 
Wherfure  dost  thou  forbeare  in  the  defence  of 
tbyne,  [Adams  lyne ; 
To  show  sucb  tokens  of  thy  power  i  u  sight  of 
W  herby  cche  feble  hart  with  fayth  might  so  be 
fedd,                                 [might  be  spredd. 
That  in  tbe  mouthe  of  tby  elect  thy  mercyes 
The  fleshe  tbat  fedeth  wormes  can  not  thy  love  de- 
clare,                                 [land  of  dispaire; 
Nor  suche  set  forth  thy  faith  as  dwell  in  the 
In  blind  endured  herts  light  of  thy  loyely  name 
Can  not  appeare,  as  can  not  judge  the  brightnea 
of  the  same: 
Nor  blasted  may  thy  name  be  by  the  mouth  of 
those                              [may  not  disclose: 
Whom  death  hath  shutt  in  sylenoe,  so  as  they 
The  lively  voyce  of  them  that  in  thy  word  delight, 
Must  be  the  trumppe  that  must  resound  the 
glorye  of  thy  mygbt: 
Wherfore  I  shall  not  cease  in  chief  of  my  distresse. 
To  cali  on  Thee  till  that  the  sleape  my  weryd 
tymes  oppresse; 
And  in  the  morning  eke  when  that  the  ślepe  is 
fleddt                                [my  restles  bedd. 
With  floods  of  salt  repentaunt  teres  to  washe 
Within  this  carefoll  mynd,bottrdnyd  with  care  and 
greif,  [be  his  reliet 
Wby  dost  thou  not  appere,oh  Lord,  that  sholdest 
My  wretched  statebeholde,  whom  death  shall  strait 
assaile,  [butwaile; 
Of  one,  from  youth  afflicted  still,  that  never  did 
The  dread,  loo !  of  tbyne  yre  had  trod  me  under 
feet,                           [deth  seme  MI  sweet. 
The  soourgis  of  thyne  angrye  hand  hath  madę 
Like  to  the  roring  wayes  the  sunken  shippe  sur- 
rouode,                               [succour  found ; 
Great  heaps  of  core  did  swallow  me,  and  I  no 
For  they  whom  no  myschaance  could  from  mj 
lorę  devyde,                          [fiice  to  hyde. 
Ar  fbrcedy  fbr  my  greater  greif,  from  me  their 
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Thb  soudden  stormes  that  heare  me  to  and  froa, 

Had  wel  neare  perced  ląith,  my  guyding  saile. 
For  I,  that  on  the  noble  Toyage  goo 

To  succher  tnieth  and  faished  to  assaile, 
Constrayned  am  tó  beare  my  sayles  iiill  loo, 

And  never  could  attayne  some  pleasaunt  gai!e: 
For  unto  sucb  the  prosperous  winds  doo  bloo 

As  roune  from  porte  to  poite  to  seke  avał]e: 
This  bred  dispayre,  whereof  sucb  doubts  did  groo, 

That  [  gan  faint,  and  all  my  courage  iaile; 
But  now,  my  blagę,  minę  error  well  I  see, 
Snch  goodlye  light  king  David  givetb  me. 
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Thoughe,  Lord,  to  Israell  thy  graces  plcnteous 

be, 
I  meane  to  such,  with  pure  intent  as  fix  their 

trust  in  The; 
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Yet  wbilrs  the  faith  did  faynt  that  fthold  hare 

beeo  my  gu yde,  [beg:an  to  slyde  : 

Łyke  them  that  walk  in  słipper  pathes  my  feet 

Wbiłeś  I  did  grudge  at  thosc  that  glorey  in  iheir 

grolde,  [the^woldc. 

Whose  lolbsom  pryde  rcjóysetb  weltb  in  quieŁ  as 

To  se  by  course  of  yeres  what  natare  dotb  ap- 

pere,  [beire  to  beire; 

The  pałayces  of  princely  fourme  succede  from 

From  all  such  travailes  free  as  longe  to  Adams 

sede;  [nor  by  dread. 

Neither  withdranrne  from  wicked  works  by  daunger 

Whereof  thirc  skornfull  pryde,  and  gloried  with 

their  eyes;  [clad  in  vyce: 

As  gannents  clotłie  tbc  naked  man,  thus  are  they 

Tbus,  as  tbey  wishc,  succeds  tbe  miscbief  tbat 

they  meane, 

Whose  gluŁten  cbekes  slouth  feads  so  fatt,  as  scant 

their  eyes  be  sene.  [fayne 

Unto  whose  crewel  power  most  men  for  dred  ar 

To  bend  and  bow  with  loftye  looks,  whiles  tbey 

Tawnt  in  their  rayne;  [frame. 

And  in  their  bloody  hands  whose  creweltye  tbat 

The  wailfull  works  tbat  skourge  the  poore,  withont 

regard  of  blame. 

To  tempt  the  living  Gód  they  think  it  no  offence, 

And  perce  the  symple  with  their  tungs  that  can 

make  no  defence,  [to  waver, 

Such  proofes  bifore  the  just,  to  cause  the  harts 

Be  sett,  lyke  copps  myngled  with  gali,  of  bitter 

tast  and  8aver:  [foode, 

Theii  saye  thy  foes  in  skórne,  tbat  tast  no  other 

But  sucke  the  fleshe  of  thy  elect  and  bath  them  in 

their  bloode,  [tbis? 

Shold  we  beleve  tbe  Lorde  dotb  know  and  suffer 

Foled  be  be  with  fables  Tajme,  tbat  so  abused  is. 

In  trrrour  of  the  just,  thus  raignes  iniąuitye, 

Armed  with  power,  laden  with  goid,  and  dred  for 

cnieltye,  [faythe  mayntayne 

Tben  vayne  the  warr-  might  seme,  tbat  I  by 

Against  the  Oesbe,  whose  hlse  affects  my  pure 

hart  wold  diatayne,  [doon. 

For  I  am  scourged  still  tbat  no  offence  ba^e 

By  wratbes  children,  and  from  my  byrth  my 

chastening  begoon.  [thy  band, 

When  I  behelde  their  pryde,  and  slackness  of 

I  gan  bewaile  the  woiull  state  wherin  thy  cbosen 

stand; 

And  as  I  sought  wherof  thy  sufferaunce.  Lord, 

shold  groo, 

I  found  DO  witt  could  perce  śo  far,  thy  holy  domes 

to  knoo;  [trust, 

And  that  no  mysteryes  nor  dought  could  be  dis- 

Till  1  com  to  tbe  hoUy  place,  tbe  maiision  of  the 

just;  [prepare, 

Where  I  shall  se  what  end  thy  justice  sball 

For  such  as  buyld  on  workUy  welth,  and  dye  their 

colours  faire,  [buylding  vayne, 

Oh !  bow  their  ground  is  false,  and  all  their 

And  they  sball  fall»  their  power  shall  faile  tbat  did 

their  pryde  mayntayne,  [pleasaunt  tourne, 

As  chargcd  harts  with  care,  tbat  dreme  some 

Adeer  their  sleape  fynd  their  abuse,  and  to  their 

plaiiit  retourne:  fgeaunce  shall 

So  shall  their  glorye  faade,  thy  sword  of  ven- 

Unto  their  dronken  eyes  in  blood  disciose  their 

errours  all.  [yshome. 

And  when  their  golden  fleece  is  from  the  backe 

The  spotts  that  under  neth  were  bidd,  thy  cbosen 

shepe  shall  skórne: 


And  till  tbat  happye  daye,  my  bert  shall  swdl 

in  care, 

My  .eyes  yeld  teares,  my  yeres  consume,  bitwene 

hope  and  dispayre.  [ments  daite, 

Łoo,  bow  my  sprits  ar  duli,  and  as  thy  judg- 

No  mortall  hedd  may  skale  so  htgbe,  but  wunder 

at  thy  warke. 

Alas !  bow  oft  my  foes  ba^e  framed  my  decaye, 

But  wben  I  stode  in  drede  to  drencbe,  thy  hands 

still  did  me  stay.  [synoe. 

And  in  eache  Toyage  tbat  I  tooke  to  conąoer 

Thoa  wert  my  guyd,  and  ga^e  me  grace  to  com- 

fort  me  tberin;  '  [did  cleue^ 

And  wben  my  witbered  skyn  unto  my  bones 

And  flesb  did  wast,  thy  g^ce  did  tbeo  my  simple 

spirits  releue.  [tnist: 

In,  other  succour  tben,  O  Lord,  wby  sboukl  I 

But  only  tbyn,  whom  I  bave  found  in  thy  behigbt 

so  just:  [refiise, 

And  suche  for  drede  or  gayne  as  shall  thy  name 

Shall  perisbe  with  their  golden  godds  that  did  tbeir 

harts  seduce;  [andjoye, 

Where  I,  that  in  thy  worde  ba^e  set  my  tnist 

The  high  reward  tbat  longs  tbereto  shall  quietlye 

eąjoye:  [gT^"^ 

And  my  unwortbye  lypps,  inspired  with  thy 

Shall  thus  ibrespeke  thy  secret  works,  iu  sight  of 

Adams  race. 
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GiVE  eare  to  my  suit.  Lord,  fromward  hide  not 

thy  face, 
Beholde,  sinking  in  grief,  lamenting,  bow  I  praye: 
My  fooes  tbey  bray  so  lowde,  and  eke  threpe  on 
so  fast, 
Buckeled  to  do  me  scatbe,  so  is  their  malice  bent 
Care  perceth  my  entrayles,  and  traveyleth  my 
spryte ; 
The  g^slye  feare  of  death  envyroneth  my  brest. 
A  tremblynge  coid  of  dred  cleue  overwhelmeth 
my  hert: 
O,  thinke  f,  hadd  I  wings  like  td  the  syropie  dove, 
-    This  paryll  might  1  flye,  and  seke  som«  place 
of  rest  [cares. 

In  wylder  woods,  where  I  might  dwell  for  from  Ihese 
What  speady  way  of  wing  my  playnts  shold 
therlayon,  [me; 

To  skąpe  the  stormye  blast  that  threatned  is  to 
Rayne  those  unbrydled  tungs,  breake  tbat  eon- 
jured  league, 
For  I  decyphred  have  amydd  our  towne  the  stryfe; 
Gile  and  wrong  do  kepe  the  walles,  they  ward 
both  day  and  night:  [ket  stede, 

And  myscheif  joynd  with  care  dotb  kepe  ^e  mar- 
Whilst  wickidness  with  craft  in  heaps  swarme 
through  the  strete. 
Ne  my  declared  foo  wrought  me  all  this  reprocfae. 
By  harme  so  loked  for,yt  wayeth  halfe  tbe  lesse; 
For  thongh  myne  enemyes  happ  had  byn  for  to 
pretaile,  [^yc- 

I  cold  not  have  hidd  my  face  from  venym  of  his 
It  was  a  frcndly  foo,  by  slindow  of  good  will, 
Myne  old  fere  and  derę  frende,  my  guyde  tbat 
trapped  me, 
Where  I  was  wont  to  fetche  tbe  cure  of  all  my  care. 
And  in  his  bosome  hyde  my  secreat  zóde  to 
God. 
Such  soden  surprys  qnicke  may  hym  beli  deTOore. 
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Whilstl  invoke  tbe  Lord|Whose  power  shall  me 

defend:  [discend 

My  prayer  shall  not  cease,  from  that  the  sunne 

TiU  be  bis  aulture  wyan,  aad  byde  tbem  m  tbe 

see.  [coDtryte, 

With  words  of  bott  effect,  tbat  moTetb  from  bert 

Such  bumble  sute,  O  Lord,  dotb  perce  my  pay- 

cent  eare.  [of  those 

It  was  tbe  Lord  tbat  brake  tbe  bloody  compackts 

Tbat  preloked  on  witb  yre,  to  slaughter  me  and 

myiie. 

Tbe  euerlasting  God,  wbose  kingdom  batb  no  end, 

Mliome  by  no  tale  to  dred  be  could  diaert  firom 

synne.  [band, 

The  coDseyence  nnąuyet  be  strykes  witb  bevy 

And  pruv68  tbeir  force  In  feytb,  wbome  be  gwarę 

to  defend. 


Butter  fals  not  so  soft  as  dotb  his  pacyence  longe* 

And  over  passetb  fine  oyle  running  not  balfe  so 

smothe :  [proyoks, 

But  when  bis  suffraunce  fynds  tbat  brydled  wrath 

He  tbremcth  wrath,  he  whets  morę  sharppe  than 

any  tool  can  fyle.  [wicked  sort, 

Friour,  whose  harme  aad  tounge  presents  the 

Of  those  false  wolve8  witb  cooles  whicb  doo  tbeir 

ravinhyde;  [Lord, 

Tbat  sweare  to  me  by  beaven,  the  fotestole  of  tbe 

Wbo  thougb  force  had  burt  my  famę  tbey  did 

not  toach  my  life. 

Sucb  patching  care  I  lotbe,  as  feeds  tbe  weltb 

witb  lies: 

But  in  tbe  thotber  psaime  of  David  find  I  ease, 

lacta  curam  tuam  super  Dominum  et  ipse  te 

enntriet. 
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LIFE  OF  SIR  THOMAS  WYAT. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


A  LI  FE  of  sir  Thomas  Wyat  appeared  in  the  second  number  of  lord  Orford's  Miscel- 
laneotts  ADtiqaities^  from  materials  coUected  in  the  British  Museum,  by  his  friend  Graj, 
the  poet;  and  augmented  hy  his  lordship  from  other  writers,  particiilarly  Anthony 
Wood  and  Lloyd,  bm  not  witfaout  some  inaccuracy.  A  few  notices  are  now  added  of 
morę  recent  authority. 

Sir  Thomas  Wyat,  the  only  son  and  heir  of  sir  Henry  Wyat  of  Allington  Castle  in 
Kent,  was  born  in  the  year  1503.  His  mother  was  the  daughter  o{  John  Skinner  of  the 
couDty  of  Surrey.  His  father  was  imprisoned  in  the  Tower  in  the  reign  of  Richard  IH., 
when  he  is  sald  to  harc  been  preserved  by  a  cat  which  fed  him  while  in  that  place,  for 
Mrhich  reason  he  was  always  pictured  with  a  cat  in  his  arms,  or  beside  him  ^  On  the 
accession  of  Henry  VII.  he  had  great  marks  of  favour  shewn  him,  among  which  was  the 
honoor  of  knighthood,  and  a  seat  in  the  privy  council.  One  of  the  last  services  in 
wfaich  he  was  employed  by  that  king  was  condncting  to  the  Tower  the  unfortunate  earl 
of  Suffolk,  who  was  afterwards  beheaded  by  Henry  VIII.  He  was  also  a  member  of 
Henry  YIIPs  privy  council,  master  of  the  jewel  office,  and  of  the  yan-guard  of  that 
^nny,  commanded  by  the  king  in  person,  which  fought  the  memorable  battle  of  the 
5ptfr«*.    He  died  in  1533. 

The  honour  of  educating  our  poet  has  been  claimed  for  both  uniyersities,  by  Carter 
forSt.  John*s  College,  Cambridge,  and  by  Anthony  Wood  for  Oxford,  because  he  resided 
for  some  time  on  the  establishment  of  cardinal  Wolsey*s  new  college,  now  Christ  Church. 
He  then  set  out  on  his  travels  according  to  the  cnstom  of  that  age^  and  retumed  after 
*^e  years,  a  gentleman  of  high  accomplishments  and  elegant  manners,  and  of  such 
coDYersation  talents,  both  as  to  sense  and^wit,  as  1o  have  attracted  the  admiration  of  all 
wnb,  and  particularly  of  his  sovereigTi,  who  bestowed  on  him  the  order  of  knighthood, 
*^d  employed  him  in  various  embassies.  Mr.  Warton  appears  offended  with  Wood  for 
■■yoig  that  <*  the  king  was  in  a  high  manner  delighted  with  his  witty  jests;"  while  he 

*  Ha8ted'8  History  of  Kent^  vol.  ii.  p.  183.  »  Lwlge^s  lllustratipiis,  roi.  i.  p.  1. 
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allows  that  Henry  was  probably  as  much  pleased  mth  his  repartees  as  bis  polilics. 
Lloyd,  whom  Mr.  Gray  and  lord  Orford  have  adopted  as  an  authority,  reporto  enoiigjh 
of  his  wit  to  convii]ce  us  that  he  might  delight  a  monarch  of  HeDry'$  fickleness  knd 
passionate  temper.  Persons  of  this  character  are  of^en  morę  easily  directed  er  diverted 
by  a  striking  expression  than  by  a  train  of  argument. 

According  to  Lloyd,  Wyat  was  freąuently  honoured  with  the  king's  familiar  conversa- 
tion,  wliich  never  put  him  so  murh  off  his  guard  as  to  betray  him  mtCT^y  fooleries 
inconsistent  with  his  character.  Whcn  urged  by  the  king  to  dance  at  one  of  the  court- 
balls,  he  replied  that,  ''  He  who  thought  himself  a  wise  man  in  the  day-time,  would  not 
be  a  fool  at  nitfht."  His  generał  deportmcnt  is  satd  to  have  been  neither  too  se^ere 
for  Henry  YIlTs  time,  nor  too  loose  for  Henry  Vn's;  with  whose  court,  howeyer,  he 
could  have  little  acąuaiutance.  In  him  also  was  said  to  have  been  combined  the  wit  of 
sir  Thomas  Morę,  and  the  wisdom  of  sir  Thomas  Cromwell.  It  is  no  smali  confinna- 
tion  of  this  character  that  his  friend  Surrey  describes  him  as  of  '<  a  visage  stera  and 
mildj"  a  contrariety  which  seems  to  be  very  happily  preserved  in  Hólbein*s  incom- 
parable  drdwing  lately  published  by  Mr.  Chamberlain. 

But  his  wit  was  not  evanescent.  We  are  told  that  he  brought  about  the  Reformation 
by  a  bon  mof,  and  precipitated  the  fali  of  Wolsey  by  a  seasonable  story.  When  tbe 
king  was  perplexed  respecting  his  divorce  from  quecn  Catherine,  which  he  alTected  to 
feel  as  ti  matter  of  conscience,  sir  Thomas  exclaimed,  "Lord!  that  a  man  cannot 
rcpent  him  of  his  siu  without  the  pope*s  leave!"  A  truth  thus  wittily  hinted  was 
afterwards  confirmed  by  the  opinion  of  Cranmer  and  of  the  universities ;  and  became  a 
maxim  of  church  and  state.  The  story  by  which  he  promoted  the  fali  of  Wolsey  hąs 
not  descended  to  our  times.  Lloyd  merely  says  that  when  the  king  faappened  to  be  dis- 
pleased  with  Wolsey,  "  sir  Tnomas  ups  with  a  story  of  the  curs  baiting  the  butcbers* 
dog,  which  contained  the  whole  metłiod  of  that  great  man's  ruin.''  Few  readers  require 
to  be  told  that  Wolsey  was  the  son  of  a  butclier  at  Ipswich. 

In  the  early  state  of  the  Reformation  the  clergy  were  discontented,  because  afraid  of 
losing  theirvaluable  lands.  *'  Butter  the  rooks  nests/'  said  sir  Thomas,  **  and  they  will 
Dever  trouble  you."  Tbe  meaning,  not  very  obvious,  was  that  the  king  should  give 
the  church  lands  to  the  great  faroilies,,  whose  interest  it  would  then  be  to  preTent  the 
re-establishment  of  popery.  The  wit,  howcver>  of  this  ad  vice  is  morę  remarkable  tban 
tbe  wisdom;  for  notwithstanding  the  robbery  of  the  church,  which  haskept  her  poor 
ever  sińce,  popery  was  effectually  re-established  m  queen  Mary's  reign.  The  liberality 
of  the  only  other  bon  mot  recorded  of  sir  Thomas  may  be  ąuestioned.  One  day  be 
told  the  king  that  he  had  found  out  a  living  of  £\i)0  a  year  morę  than  enough,  aod 
prayed  him  to  bestow  it  on  him;  and  when  the  king  answercd  that  there  was  no  such  in 
Eiigland,  sir  Thomas  mentioned  *'  the  provost-ship  of  Eaton ;  where  a  man  hath  his  diet, 
liis  lodging,  his  horsemeat,  his  servanŁ'8  wages,  his  riding  charge,  and  an  hundred 
pounds  per  annum  besides." 

Sir  Thomas  was  a  man  whose  acquaintance  was  much  courtcd,  for  his  splendid  enter- 
fainments;  hi§  knowledge  of  the  political  relations  of  the  kingdom;  his  discemment  in 
discoYering  men  of  parts,  and  his  readiness  to*encourage  them;  and  for  the  interest  he 
was  known  to  possess  at  court.  It  became  a  proverb,  when  any  person  receivęd  prefer- 
ment,  that  "  he  had  been  in  sir  Thomas  Wyafs  closet."  To  this  may  be  added,  that 
his  couYersation  had  that  happy  mixture  of  the  grave  and  gay  which  excludes  dul- 
ness  as  well  as  Ievity;  ^nd  his  9ianners  were  so  highly  polbhed  that  he  differed  in 
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opinion  with  the  utmost  civility,  and  expressed  bis  doubts  as  if  he  needed  tbc  iaforma- 
tioB  which  he  was  able  to  impart. 

Amidst  thłs  prosperous  career,  he  had  the  misfortune,  like  most  of  the  eiuinent 
characters  of  this  reign,  to  iall  uoder  the  severe  displeasure  of  the  king,  and  was 
lwice  imprisoned',  but  for  what  olfences  his  biograpbers  are  not  agreed.  Fuller 
says  he  had  beard  that  he  fell  into  disfavour  about  the  business  of  queen  Annę 
Didieu.  Lloyd  insinuates  the  same,  and  some  bare  gone  so  far  as  to  accuse  him  of  a 
criminal  coonection  with  her.  But  this  is  in  part  erroneous,  From  the  oration 
which  he  delivered  on  his  second  trial^  and  which  lord  Orford  bas  printed  iu  his  Mis- 
cellaneous  Antiąuities,  be  expres8ly  imputes  bis  first  imprisonment  to  Charles  Brandon/ 
duke  of  Sufiblk.  "  His  first  mbfortune  flowed  from  a  court-cabal ;  tbc  second  from 
the  YiUainy,  jealoosy^  and  fiilse  accosation  of  that  wretch  Bonner,  bishop  of  London» 
whose  clownish  manners,  lewd  behaviour,  want  of  religion,  and  malicious  penrersioa 
of  truth^  sir  Thomas  paints  with  equa]  humour  and  asperity/'  Bonner  accused  him 
of  a  treasonable  correspondence  with  cardinal  Pole,  and  this  with  some  treasonable 
espressions  conceming  the  king,  formed  the  principal  charges  against  him,  which  he 
jepelled  with  great  spirit,  ease,  and  candour.  The  words  which  he  was  accused  of 
faaving  uttered  were,  '*  that  the  king  sbould  be  cast  out  of  a  cart's  a— e :  and  that  by 
Gk>d's  blood,  if  he  were  so^  be  was  well  seryed,  and  he  would  he  were  so."  Sir 
Thomas  acknowledged  the  possibility  of  hb  bavmg  uttered  the  first  part  of  this  sen- 
tence^  and  ezplained  liis  meaning,  viz.  that  between  the  emperor  and  the  king  of 
France,  his  master  Henry  would  probably  be  left  in  the  lurch. 

He  was  tried  for  this  by  a  juty  before  a  committee  of  the  council,  and  probably 
acquitted ;  as  we  find  that  be  regained  the  confidence  of  the  king,  and  was  afterwards 
sent  ambassador  to  the  emperor.  His  eagemess  to  execute  this  commission,  whatever 
it  was,  proved  fiital ;  for  riding  fiist  in  the  beat  of  summer  he  was  attacked  by  a  ma- 
lignant  fever,  of  which  lie  died  at  Shirebourue  in  Dorsetsbire,  1541,  in  tbe  tbirty-eighth 
year  of  bis  age,  and  was  buried  in  the  great  conventual  church  there\ 

Lord  Orford  informs  us,  that  in  Vertue's  manuscript  collections  he  found  that 
Yertue  was  acquainted  with  a  Mr.  Wyat,  who  lived  in  Charterbouse-yard,  and  was  tbe 
repre$entative  descendant  of  that  respectable  family.  In  1721,  and  at  other  times, 
Yertue  says,  at  that  gentieman*8  house  he  saw  portraits  of  bis  ancestors  for  seven  de* 
scentSj  and  other  picturesand  ancient  curiosities^* 

Our  poet  has  usuaUy  been  termed  sir  Thomas  Wyat  łhe  Elder,  to  distinguish  him 
irom  sir  Thomas  Wyat,  his  son,  who  sufiered  death  for  high  trcason  in  the  reign  of 
ąueen  Mary.  Hb  lady,  accprding  to  Wood,  was  Elizabeth,  daughter  of  Thomas 
Brooke,  lord  Cobham^.  His  son  left  issue,  by  Jane  his  wife,  daughter  and  co-heir  of 
William  Hawte  of  Boume,  knight^  a  son  named  George  Wyat  of  Boxley  in  Kent,  re- 
stored  13.  Elizabeth. 


*  Se«  bis  Sonnet  to  sir  Francis  Bryan.    C. 

*  Lord  Orford  contradicts  Anthony  Wood'8  account  of  sir  Thomas^s  death,  by  playing  in  bis  asual 
«ay  opon  wofds,  bat  unfortanately  npon  words  which  are  not  to  be  ibund  in  the  Athcnas.  See  Misc. 
AntiqttiŁłes,  p.  18.  notę,  and  compare  with  Wood,  vol.  i.  col.  57.     C. 

^  '*  Drayton,  in  bis  Verses  to  Master  Geor^  Sandys,  treasurer  for  the  English  colony  in  Virginia, 
mentions  the  name  of  a  Wyat,  who  probably  might  be  a  d«sceiulant  of  our  poefs.  Saudys  was  re- 
lated  to  the  Wyat  family.*'    Ueadley*8  Beauties,  i.  lxvi. 

*  She  afterwaids  married  sir  Edward  Warner,  bart.    Hafted*s  Kent,  vo1.  II.  p.  183. 
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'  Sir  Thomas^s  biographers  are  in  generał  silent  on  the  sabject  of  his  connection  with  lord 
Surrey.  It  is  knowo,  however,  that  they  were  dosely  allied  by  friendship,  and  simiU* 
\rity  of  taste  and  studies.  Surrey'9  character  of  Wyat  is  a  noble  tribute  to  his  memoiy. 
The  year  following  his  death,  Leland  publislied  a  volume  of  elegiac  verses«  some  of 
which  are  very  elegant,  and  all  highly  encomiastic,  entitled  *'  Nseniae  in  mortem  ThonEi» 
Wiatiy  equitis  incoraparabilis,  Joannę  Lelando  Antiquario,  Auctore,  4to/'  Thb  scaice 
pamphlet  has  a  wood  cut  of  Wyat,  supposed  to  be  by  Holbein,  bat  representing  hini 
te  a  much  older  man  than  he  was,  and  with  a  huge  bushy  beard  hiding  morę  thao  half 
his  features.    The  copy  in  the  Britbh  Museum  is  dated  1552. 

His  poems  were  iirst  published  by  Tottell^  along  with  Surrey's,  and  the  cołlectioii  bj 
uncertain  authors.  The  authenticity  of  Surrey's  and  Wyafs  poems  seems  to  be  con- 
firmed  by  thjs  care  of  Tottell  to  distiuguish  what  he  knew  irom  what  be  did  not  know, 
and  what,  from  the  ignorance  of  an  editor  of  so  much  taste^  I  apprehend  were  not 
generally  known.  Mr.  Warton  has  favoured  us  with  a  very  elaborate  and  elegant  criti- 
cism  on  Wyat,  but  has  found  it  impossible  to  revive  his  poetical  famę.  He  contribated 
but  little  to  the  refinement  of  English  poetry,  and  hb  versification  and  language  are  de* 
^cient  in  harmony  and  perspicuity.  From  a  close  study  of  the  Italian  poets^  his  imagi- 
nation  dwells  too  often  on  puerile  conceits  and  contrarieties,  which,  however,  to  some 
are  so  pleasing  that  they  are  not  to  this  day  totally  excluded  irom  our  poetry.  As  a 
lover,  his  addresses  are  stately  and  pedantic,  witli  very  little  mixture  of  feeling  or  pas- 
sion ;  and  although  detached  beauties  may  be  pointed  out  in  a  few  of  his  sonnets,  his 
genius  was  ill  adapted  to  this  species  of  poetry.  In  all  respects  he  is  inferior  to  Yor. 
friend  Surrey>  and  claims  a  place  in  the  Eiiglish  series  chiefly  as  being  the  first  morał 
satirist^  and  as  having  represented  the  vices  and  follies  of  his  time  in  the  tnie  spińt  of 
the  didactic  muse. 

Lord  Surrey,  we  have  seen,  praises  his  version  of  David's  Psalras,  a  work  about  the 
exi$tence  of  Which  bibliographers  are  not  agreed.  No  copy  is  known  to  be  extanty  nor 
is  it  noticed  in  any  history  of  the  Englisb  press,  nor  in  any  library  printed  or  manu- 
script.  In  1549  were  published  Certayne  Psalms,  a  transcript  of  which  has  been 
madę  for  the  present  edition,  withont,  I  am  afraid,  adding  much  to  the  author's  repu- 
tation.  Mr.  Warton  observes^  that  the  pious  Thomas  Sterahold  and  John  Hopkins  are 
the  only  imraortul  translators  of  David*s  Psalms.  But  ipdifferent  as  they  are  now 
thought,  there  is  nothing  to  be  found  of  a  su|>erior  kind  before  their  time.  In  the 
library  of  Beue*t  College,  Cambridge^  is  a  manuscript  translation  of  the  Psalms  into 
Scotch  metre  of  the  fourteenth  century. 

TotteFs  edition  of  Surrey  and  Wyat  contains  also  the  Poems  of  UNCERTAIN  Air- 
THOKS,  on  which  Mr.  Warton  has  bestowed  the  whole  of  sect.  xxi.  and  part  of  xxii.  of 
his  History  of  Poetry.  He  notices  this  coUection  as  the  first  printed  poetical  miscellany 
in  the  Englisb  language^  and  is  of  opmion  that  sir  Francb  Bryan,  George  Boleyn,  lord 
Rochford  (brother  to  queen  Annę  Boleyn),  and  lord  Vaux,  '<  all  professed  rhymers 
8|nd  sonnet-writers,"  were  large  contributors.  Sir  Francis  Br5au's  and  lord  Rochford's 
sbaresbave  not  been  asccrtained.  Lord  Thomas  Vaux^  is  tlie  autbor  of  The  Image 
of  Death,  and  of  the  Assault  of  Cupide  upni  the  Fort  in  which  the  Lover's  Heart 
lay  wounded.  He  has  been  coufounded  by^!iM)me  writers  with  Nicholas  Vaux,  bis 
fatber,  who  was  no  poet ;  and  with  his  son  Willfeun,  who  wrote  several  poems  iki  the 

*»  Sec  Mr.  Park's  Life  of  Łbis  noblcman  in  his  edition  of .  tłie  Royul  and  Noble  Authors,  roi.  Ł 
p.  S09. 
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coUection  called  The  Paradise  of  Damty  Deuises.  Mr.  Ritson"  has  produced 
Cbuicfayani's  aathority  that  he  also  was  a  contribator  of  ^*  many  tbings*'  to  tłiis  coUec- 
tioo»  but  they  are  Hot  specified. 

Mr.  Warton  is  of  opinion  that  all  these  pieces  were  written  between  the  yeais  1530 
and  1550,  and  most  of  them,  perhaps,  withia  the  first  part  of  that  period.  The 
Songes  written  by  N.  G.  at  the  close  of  the  collection  are  attributed  to  Nicholas 
Grimoald,  a  man  of  exten8ive  leaming,  a  critic,  and  a  poet,  and  the  second,  after  lord 
Surrey,  wbo  wrote  in  blank  verse.  Mr.  Warton  gives  hun  the  high  praise  of  having 
added  to  Surrey'8  efforts  new  stiength,  elegance,  and  modulation,  and  tbinks  that  as 
a  writer  of  verses  in  rhyme,  be  yields  to  noue  of  his  contemporaries,  for  a  masterly 
choice  of  chaste  expres8ion,  and  condse  elegancies  of  didactic  yersification.  The 
remainder  of  these  poems  await  the  researches  and  conjectures  of  some  futurę  and  in« 
deiatigable  antiąuary. 

^  Rit8on's  Bibliographia  Poetica,  in  ait.  Churcbyard. 


POEMS 
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SIR   THOMAS  WY  AT, 


'.  i 


i 


THB  LOUER  FOR  SHAMEFASTKESSE  HID- 
,  ETH  HIS  DESIRE  WITHIN  BIS  FAITH- 
'    FULHEARTJ  f       \ 

n^HE  long  loTe,  that  in  my  tbooght  I  barb^ 
'*'•  And  io  my  hart  doth  kepe  his  residence, 
lato  my  hce  preaseth  with  boid  pretenpe^ 
And  there  campeth,  digplaying  his  bannet;        A. 
Sbe  tbat  me  learnes  to  loue,  and  to  sii^BŚ^r,  $0 

And  willes  that  my  trust,  and  tostes  negligąnce  t^ 
Be  reined  by  reason,  shame,  aod  reuereoce       ^ 
With  his  hardinesie  takcs  displeasure.  §t> 

Wberewith  loue  .to  the  hartes  forest  be  fleeth,  <, 
Leauing  bis  egterpiise  with  paine  and  crye,-  Ł 
And  there  hiro  hideth  and  not  appeareth.  ^ 
W  bat  may  I  do  ?  when  my  maister  feareth,  -^ 
But  in  the  field^witb  him^to  liue  and  dye^  JV 
For  good  is  the^life,  ending  iaithAilly.         f  ^ 


THE  ABUSED  LOUER  SEETH  HIS  FOLY 
'^  AND  ENTENDETH  TO  TRUST  NO  MORĘ. 

Was  never  file  yet  halfe  so  well  yfiled^    «^       '    ^ 
To  fiJe  a  file  for  any  smithes  entent,        i^* 
As  1  was  madę  a  filing  iDstrument,  ^ 

To  firame  other,  while  that  I  was  begiled,  «x 
But  reason  loe,  bath  at  my  fbly  smiM,  tu 
And  pardoned  me,  sins  tbat  I  me  i^pent,  •^ 
Of  my  last  yeres,  and  of  my  time  mispenti^ 

For  yoath  led  me,  and  faishod  me  misgmdedj 
Yet,  tbis  trust  I  baoe  of  great  apparance, 
Sins  tbat  disceit  is  ay  retnrnable, 
Of  Yery  force  it  is  agreable, 
That  thenrithall  be  dooe  the  recompence, 
Then  gile  begiled,  playnd  should  be  neuer. 
And  the  reward  is  little  trust  for  eyer. 


V 


THE  LOUER  WAKETH  WISER,  AND  WIIJ. 
^  NOT  DYE  FOR  AFFECTJON. 

Ybt  was  I  nener  of  your  loue  agreued,  ^ 

Mor  neuer  shall,  while  that  my  life  doth  last;  ^ 
But  of  bating  my  self,  tbat  datę  is  past,  ^ 

And  teares  continual  sore  hatb  me  weried:      ^ 
I  will  not  yet  in  my  graoe  be  buried;  ^jf 

Nor  on  my  tombe  your  name  baue  fixed  fast,  ^ 
As  croel  cause,  that  did  my  sprite  sonę  ha^t,  "^ 
From  tbunhappy  boones  by  great  siffhes  8tirred.i^ 
Tbea  if  an  hart  of  amorous  fiiith  and  will       ¥^ 
CoDteiit  your  min^e  withouten  doing  grief ;     k 
Ptcase  it  you  so  to  this  to  do  relief;  w 

If  otberwyse  you  pekt  for  to  fulfyll  ^ 

Your  wrath,  you  erre,  and  shall  not  as  you  wenę 
And  you  your  self  the  cause  thereof  baye  bene. 

VO|n  II. 


J 


THE  LOUER  DESCRmETH  HIS   BEING 
4  STRIKEN  WITH  SIGHT  OF  HIS  LOUE.    ą 

The  liudy/iparkes,  that  issue  from  those  eyeś» 
Against  the  wbich  there  raileth  no  defence» 
Have  perst  my  hart,  and  dooe  it  nonę  ofience, 
With  quaking  plcasure,  morę  than  once  or  twise. 
Was  neuer  mau  could  any  thing  deuise, 
Sunne  beames  to  tume  with  so  great  Tehemcnce 
To  dase  maiis  sight,  as  by  their  bright  presence 
Dased  am  I,  much  like  vnŁo  the  gi.se, 
Qf  one  strikeo  with  dint  of  ligbtening, 
BUnd  with  the  stroke,  and  crying  berę  and  there: 
So  cali  I  for  belp,  1  not*  when  or  where; 
The  payn  of  my  fali  paciently  bearing. 

For  streight  after  the  blase  (as  is  no  wonder) 
Of  deadly  noyse  beare  I  the  fearfuU  tbuuder. 


i 


know  not. 
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WYATS  ?OEMS. 


THE  waueutng  lover  willetb  and 

DREADETH  TO  MOUE  HIS  DESiRE.  Y 

SucH  Tai  no  thougbt,  as  wonted  to  misleade  me, 
In  desert  hope  by  weil  assured  mooe,  ^ 

Makes  me  from  company  to  liue  alone,  ^ 

In  folowing  ber,  whom  reason  bids  me  flee«« 
And  after  ber  my  bart  woułd  faine  be  )pme. 
But  armed  sighes  my  way  do  stop  aDone, 
Twixt  bope  and  dreaide  lockiage  my  libeitie; 
So  fleetb  sbe  by  geotle  crueltie. 
Yetas  I  gesse Toder diadaiofull brow. 
One  beam  of  rutb  is  in  ber  cloudy  looke, 
Wbich  comfortes  tbemind,  tbat  enrtfbrfear  sbooke; 
Tbat  boldcd  straight  the  way;  tben  seke  1  bow 

To  vŁter  fortb  the  smart  i  byde  within ; 

fiut  Buch  it  18, 1  Dot'  bow  to  begin. 


THE  LOUER  HAriNG  DRl£A3fED  ENJOY- 
ING  OF  HIS  WUE,  COMPLAINETH 
THAT  THE  DREAME^  IS  NOT  UTHER 
LONGER  OR  TRUER.b 

^*  *^ 

Unstabłe  dreame,  according  to  tbe  place. 
Be  «tedfa8t  ones,  or  els  at  leastbe  true; 
By  tasted  itvetne9s«*,  make  me  not  to  rew 
Tbe  flodeyn  Insse  of  thy  iaise  fttyned  grace* 
By  good  respect  in  such  a  dangerous  casc, 
Thou  broagbtest  not  ber  into  tbese  tossiiig  seas; 
But  madest  my  sprite  to  liue,  my  care  t'  encrease> 
My  body  in  tempcst  ber  deligbt  t'  embrace, 
The  body  dead,  tlie  sprite  had  bis  desire, 
Painless  was  th*  one,  tbe  otber  in  deligbt 
Why  then,  alas!  did  it  not  kepe  it  rigbt, 
But  thus  returne  to  leape  into  the  fier; 

And  wbere  it  was  at  wlsh,  could  not  remaine? 

Sucbmockesof  dreamea  do  tom  to  deadly  payne. 


■j 


9B 


THE  LOUER  VNHAPPY,  BIDDETH  HAPPY 
LOUFRS  REJOICE  IN  MAfE,  WHILE 
HE  IVAILETH  THAT  MONTH  TO  HIM 
MOST  UNLUCKLY.  ir  ^j 

Ye  tbat  inlooe  find  lucke  and  swete  abnndance. 
And  liue  i-n  lust  of  joyful  joiitie* 
Arise  for  sbame,  do  way  your  stug^rdy; 
Arise»  I  say,  do  May^^e  obsenrance, 
J^et  me  in  bed  lye,  d^^Mbg  of  miscbannce, 
Let  me  remember  ^^^^lappes  vnhappy, 
Tbat  me  betyde  ijMI^niost  cnmmoniy. 
As  one  wbome  IdK  list  little  to  adyance. 
Stepban  saide  true,  tbat  my  natinitie 
Miscbanced  was  wUb  the  ruler  of  May : 
He  gest  (I  proye)  of  tbat  tbe  veritie, 
In  May  my  welth,  and  eke  my  wittes,  I  say, 
Haue  stand  so  ott  in  such  perplexitie, 
Joy,  let  me  dreame  of  your  felicitie. 


THE  LOUER  CONFESSETH  HIM  IN  LOUE 


\ 


4  '  WITH  PHILUS, 

If  waker  care,  if  Modayn  pale  colour; 

If  many  sighes  witb  little  specbe  to  plaine; 

>  I  know  not. 


c 


Now  joy,  now  wo,  if  tbey  my  cbere  distainei 
For  hope  of  smal,  if  much  to  feare  therefore» 
To  hast  or  slacke,  my  pace  to  lesse,  or  moce 
Be  signe  of  loue,  then  do  I  lone  againe. 
If  tboa  aske  wbome;  sore  sins  I  did  refirmine. 
Brunet,  tbat  set  my  weltb  in  soch  a  rore^ 
Th'  unfiiined  cbere  of  Phylłis  bath  tbe  place  - 
Tbat  Brunet  had ;  sbe  hatb  and  erer  shall; 
Sbe  from  my  self  now  bath  me  in  ber  grace ; 
Sbe  bath  in  band,  my  wit,  my  will  and  all: 
My  hart  alone  wet  woorthy  sbe  doth  stay, 
Witbout  wbose  bcipe  skant  do  1  Hue  a  day. 


/ 


/? 

/ 


OF  OTHERS  FAINED  SOROJF,  AND, THS 
.'/  LOUERS  FAINED  MIRTH.  g 

CuAR,  when  tbat  tbe  traytoar  of  Egipt 
With  t'  booorable  bed  did  him  present, 
Couering  his  hartes  gladnesse,  did  lepresent 
Plaint  with  his  teaies  ontward,  as  it  is  writ. 
Rke  Hannibal,  when  fortunę  bim  out  shit 
Clene  firom  bis  reigue,  and  from  al  his  enteot, 
Laught  to  his  folke,  whom  sorow  did  torment. 
His  cruel  dispite  for  to  disgoige  and  quit. 
So  chaunced  me.  that  eucry  passion 
Tbe  miude  hideth  by  colour  cóntrary, 
With  iained  visage,  now  sad,  now  mery; 
Wherby  if  that  I  laugh  at  any  season, 
It  is  because  I  have  nonę  otber  way 
To  doake  my  care,  but  ynder  sporte  and  play. 


SB 


y 


^l  OF  CHANGE  IN  MYNDE.    '         /, 

Ex;hb  man  me  teltb,  I  change  most  my  deuise; 
And  on  my  faith,  metbinke  it  good  reason 
To  change  purpose,  like  after  the  season. 
Por  in  erhe  case  to  kepe  still  one  gulse, 
Is  metę  for  them,  that  would  be  taken  wise; 
And  I  am  not  of  such  maner  condicion; 
But  treated  afler  a  ditiers  iashłon ; 
And  thereupon  my  diuersenes.^  duth  rysę. 
But  yon,  tbis  diuersenesse  tbat  blamen  most, 
Change  you  no  morę,  but  still  after  one  ratę 
Treate  you  me  wclI;  and  kepe  you  in  that  statej 
And  wbile  with  me  doth  dwell  thls  weried  gbost, 

My  word  nor  I  shall  not/be  yariable ; 

But  always  one,  your  own  both  fiyrme  and  stable* 


BOW  THE  LOUER  PERISHETŃ  IN  HB 
fiDEUGHT,  AS  THE  FUE  IN  TWE  FIR£,]\) 

SoiTE  fowles  there  be  tbat  haue  so  perfite  sigbt,   ( 
Against  the  sunue  tbcir  eyes  ft>r  to  defende;      i 
And  some,  becau!<e  the  light  doth  them  ofiendej 
Neuer  appere,  but  in  the  darke  or  nigbt: 
Otber  reioyce  to  sce  the  fire  so  bright. 
And  wenę  to  play  in  it,  as  they  preteńde; 
Bot  finde  cóntrary  of  it,  that  they  eateode. 
Alas,  of  that  sort  may  I  be  by  rigbt: 
Forto  withstand  ber  loke  I  am  not  able; 
Yet  can  I  not  hide  me  in  no  darke  place; 
So  ibiowetfa  me  remcmbnince  of  tbat  face, 
That  with  my  teary  eyen,  swolne,  and  ynskaUe^ 
My  desteny  to  bebokl  her  doth  me  leade. 
And  yet  1  know  I  runne  into  the  gleąde. 


OF  THE  I£LOUS  MAN  THAT  LOUED  THE  SAME  WOMAN.  S7l 


AGAINST  HIS  TONG  THAT  FAILED  TO 
/^  VTTER  HIS  SUTES.    ,  ^   w 

BscAUSK  1  still  kept  thee  fro  Iye»  and  blame. 
And  to  ipy  power  alwayn  thea  honoured, 
Unkinde  tongue,  to  ylł  bast  thoa  xne  rendred, 
Fur  such  desert  to  do  me  wreke  and  sbame. 
In  iiede  of  succóur  \x}o^  wben  that  I  aiH) 
To  atik  rewarde,  ibou  standes  lyke  one  afraid; 
Alway  most  cold,  and  if  one  woórd  be  said, 
As  in  a  dreme,  vnperfit  is  the  same ; 
And  ye  salt  teares,  against  my  wyli  ecbe  oight, 
That  are  with  me,  when  I  woold  be  alone; 
Tben  are  ye  gone,  when  I  should  make  my  monę. 
And  ye  so  rrady  sigbep,  to  make  me  sbright, 
Tben  are  ye  slacke,  when  tbat  ye  shoukl  out  start, 
And  onely  doth  my  loke  declare  my  bart. 


DESCRIPnON    OF    THE    CONTRAIdfOUS 
Y3  PASSIONS  IN  A  LOUER,     J  ' 

^     I  FiaDB  no  pcace,  and  alt  my  warre  is  doi^e, 
I  leare  and  hope;  I  borne,  and  frese  lyke  yse, 
I  flye  aloft,  yet  can  I  not  anse. 
And  nongbt  I  hane,  and  all  the  world  I  season, 
That  lockes  nor  loseth,  holdeth  me  in  pńson, 
And  hoMes  me  not,  yet  can  1  scape  no  wyse: 
Nor  lettes  me  live,  nor  dye,  at  my  deuise. 
And  yet  of  death  it  geueth  me  occasion. 
Without  eye  I-se,  without  tong  I  playtie: 
I  wisb  to  perisb,  yet  I  aske  for  helth, 
I  lore  another,  and  1  bate  my  selfe;  . 
I  fede  me  in  sorow,  and  laugb  in  all  my  paine. 
Ło,  tboa  displcaseth  me,  botb  death  and  life. 
And  my  dsligbt  is  causer  of  this  strife. 


THE  LOUSR  COMPARETH  HIS  STATE  TO 
A  SHIPPE  IN  PERIWUS  STORME  TOSS- 
f^   ED  ON  THE  SEA.  .  JŁ  ^ 

Mt  gally  chari;ed  with  forgetfujnesse, 
Tbrongb  sharp  seas,  in  winter  nigbtesdotb  passe, 
Twene  rocke,  and  rocke,  and  eke  my  foe  (alas) 
That  is  my  lord,  stereth  with  cruelnesse. 
And  eucry  houre,  a  thought  in  readinesse,  l^ 

As  tbough  tbat  death  were  light  in  such  a  case, 
An  endlesse  wynde  doth  teare  the  sayle  apace 
Of  forced  sighes  and  trusty  fearfulnesse : 
A  rayne  of  t^ares^  a  clowde  of  darke  disdatne, 
Havc  donc  the  weried  coardes  great  hioderance; 
Wrethed  with  errour,  and  with  ignoranoe, 
The  fltarrcs  be  bidde,  tbat  lead  me  to  this  paine. 
Drounde  is  reason  that  sboulde  be  my  comfbrte. 
And  I  remayne,  dispairing  of  the  porte, 

If  OF  DOUBTFUL  LOUE.     I  ^  ^ 

AwsiNO  the  bright  beames  of  those  faire  eyes, 
Whcre  beabides  that  minę  oftmoystcs and  washeth ; 
The  weried  mynde  stieight  from   tbe  hart  de- 
To  rest  within  his  worldly  paradyse;      [partcth. 
And  bitter  findes  the  swete,  nnderbis  gise. 
What  webbes  there  be  hatb  wrougbt,  well  be  p«r- 

ceivetb, 
Wberby  tben  with  himselfe  on  love  hc  plaineth, 
That  spurs  with  fyre,  and  bridleth  eke  with  yse: 


In  such  extremitie  thus  is  be  brougbt, 

Prosen  now  cold,  and  now  be  standes  in  flame : 

Twixt  wo  and  wealtli,  betwint  earnest  and  gamę, 

With  seldome  glad,  and  many  a  diuers  thoaght; 

In  sore  repeutance  of  his  hardinesse, 

Of  such  a  roote,  loe,  commetb  frate  fmtelesse. 


THE  LOUER  SHEWETH  HOW  HE  IS  FOR- 
SAKEN  OF  SUCH  AS  HE  SOMETYME 
ENIOYED. 

Thsy  flee  finom  me,  that  sometime  did  me  seke, 
With  naked  fote  stalking  withiu  my  cbamber: 
Once  haue  J  sene  them  gentle,  tamę,  and  meke, 
That  nuw  are  wiI(^9  and  do  not  once  remember. 
Tbat  sometime  they  haue  pat  themselTes  in  <ianger. 
To  take  bread  at  my  hand>  and  now  they  rangę, 
Busely  seking  in  continual  cbange. 

Tbanked  be  fortunę,  it  b^th  ben  otherwise 
Twenty  times  better;  bot  once  especiall, 
In  tbyone  aray,  afler  a  pleasant  gise^ 
When  ber  loose  gowne  did  from  ber  shoniders  fali 
And  she  me  caught  in  ber  armes  long  and  smali ; 
And  therwithall,  so  swetely  did  me  kisse. 
And  sofŁly  sayd,  dear  hearte,  how  like  you  this  ? 

It  was  no  dreame;  for  I  lay  broade  awaking: 
But  all  is  tumde  now  tbrough  my  gentlenesse, 
Into  a  bitter  fashion  of  forsaking: 
And  I  haue  leaue  to  go  of  ber  goodnesse; 
Aud  she  also  to  use  new  fangtenesse. 
But,  sins  that  1  vnkindly  so  am  senied, 
How  like  you  this,  what  hatb  she  now  deserued? 


THE  LADY  TO   AUNSWERE   DIRECTLY 
WITH  YEA  OR  NAY. 

Madame,  withouten  many  wordes, 

Once  I  am  surę,  you  wyli,  or  no: 

And  if  you  wyli,  tben  leaue  your  boordes^ 

And  vse  your  wit,  and  shew  it  so. 

For  with  a  becke  you  shall  me  cali; 

And  if  of  one,  that  burnes  alway, 

Ye  haue  pitie)  or  mth  at  all, 

Aunswere  bim  faire  with  yea  or  nay. 

If  it  be,  yea;  I  shall  be  faine. 

If  it  be  nay;  frendes  as  before. 

You  shall  another  manobtaine; 

And  I  minę  own,  and  yours  no  morę. 


TO  HIS  ń>UE   WHOM  HE  HAD  KISSED 
AGAINST  HER  WYL. 

Alas,  madaro,  for  stealing  of  a  ki^se, 

Have  I  so  much  your  mynde  therin  offended? 

Or  have  I  done  so  greuonsly  amisse, 

That  by  no  meanes  it  may  not  be  amended? 

Revenge  you  then:  tbe  readiest  way  is  this; 

Another  kisse,  my  life  it  shall  haue  ended, 
For,  to  my  mouth  the  first  my  bart  did  sueke, 
The  next  shall  clene  out  of  my  brest  it  plucke* 


OF  THE  lELOUS  MAN  THAT  LOUED 
THE  SAME  WOMAN,  AND  ESPIED  THIS 
OTHER  SITTING  WITH  HER. 

The  wandering  gadling  in  the  sommer  tide,  ■ 
Tbat  iindes  the  adder  with  his  lecblesse  foote; 
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Startes  not  ditmayde  lo  Bodeitily  aside, 
As  iealotts  despite  did,  thou^b  therewere  no  boote ! 
When  tbat  be  saw  me  sitting  by  bor  side, 
That  nf  my  bealtb  is  very  crop  and  rooie. 
It  plcsed  me  then  to  baue  so  faire  a  graco. 
To  8ty nge  tbe  bart,  tbat  woold  baue  baid  my  place. 


TO  HIS  LOUE  FROM   WHOM  HE  HAD 
HER  GLOUES. 

What  nedes  these  tbreatniug  wordes,  and  wasted 

windę? 
Al  this  cannot  make  me  rettore  my  pray. 
To  robbe  yoor  good,  ywis  is  not  my  mynde: 
Nor  causelesse  your  fbir  band  did  I  diq>lay. 
Lęt  loue  be  judge,  or  els  wbom  next  we  finde, 
That  may  botb  beare  wbat  you  and  1  can  say. 
Sbe  reft  my  hart,  and  I  a  gloue  from  ber: 
Łet  us  se  then,  if  one  be  wortb  tbe  otber. 


OF  THE  FAINED  FRENDE. 

RiGRT  trne  it  is,  and  sayd  foli  yore  ago; 
Take  hede  of  him  tbat  by  tbe  back  tbe  clawetb : 
For  nonę  is  worse  than  is  a  frendly  fo, 
Thougb  thee  seme  good,  all  tbing  that  tbe  delitetb, 
Yet  know  it  well,  tbat  io  tby  bosome  crepetb. 
For  many  a  man  such  fire  olt  times  be  landletb, 
That  witb  tbe  blase  bis  beard  bimself  be  singetb. 


THE    LOUER    TAUGHT,    MISTRUSTETH 
ALLUREMENTES. 

It  may  be  good  like  itwho  list. 

But  1  do  doubt:  who  can  me  blame? 

For  oft  assured,  yet  baue  I  mist; 

And  now  againe  I  fear  tbe  sanie. 

Tbe  wordes,  tbat  from  your  mouth  last  came, 

Of  sodeine  change  make  me  agast, 

For  dread  to  fiill,  I  atand  uot  fost. 

•     Alas!  1  tread  ao  endles  masę, 
That  seke  t'  accord  two  contra  ries ; 
And  bope  tbus  still,  and  notbiug  hąse, 
Imprisoned  in  liberties : 
As  one  mheard,  and  still  tbat  cries; 
Always  tbirsty,  and  iiougbt  doth  tastoj 
For  dread  to  fa\\,  I  stand  no  tAst. 

Assured,  I  dout  I  be  not  siire; 
Should  I  then  trust  unto  such  suert^ ; 
Tbat  oft  bath  put  the  profe  in  ure. 
And  never  yet  have  found  it  trustle. 
Nay,  Sir,  iii  faith,  it  were  greatfoUy : 
And  yet  my  life  thus  do  I  wast; 
For  dread  to  fali,  I  stand  not  fast. 


^ 


Among  wbom  rath  (I  finde)  yet  doth  remayne; 
Wbere  I  it  seke,  alas!  thece  is  disdaine. 

Oft,  ye  liuers,  to  beare  my  woftiUsoiiade 
Haye  stopt  your  cours,  and  plainly  to  i  jipiCMc 
Many  a  teare  by  moisture  of  the  groand, 
Tbe  earth  bath  wept  to  beare  my  beauiiiene: 
Wbich  caoselesae  I  endare  without  redrease. 
Tbe  bugy  okes  hane  roared  in  tbe  windę: 
Ecbe  thing,  me  thougbt,  complaining  in  theyr  kiod 

Why  then  alas!  doth  not  sbe  on  me  rew? 
Or  is  ber  bart  so  harde  tbat  no  pitie, 
May  in  it  sinke,  my  joy  for  to  renew? 
O  stony  hart,  who  bath  tbus  framed  thee 
So  cruel,  that  art  doked  witb  beantie; 
Tbat  from  thee  may  no  grace  to  me  procede, 
Bnt  as  rewarde,  death  for  to  be  my  inede? 


THE  LOUER  REIOYSETH  AGAINST  FOM- 
TU  NE  THAT  BYHINDERISG  HIS  SUTE 
HAD  HAPPELY  MADĘ  HIM  FORSAKE 
HIS  FOLLY. 

In  foith  I  wote  not  what  to  say, 

Thy  cbaunces  ben  so  wonderous, 

Tbou  Fortune  witb  thy  diuers  play, 

Tbat  makst  the  ioyful  dolorous. 

And  eke  the  same  right  ioyous. 

Yet  tbough  thy  chaine  bath  me  enwrapt, 

Spite  of  thy  bap,  hap  bath  well  hapt. 

Tbough  thoo  hast  set  me  for  a  wonder, 
And  sekest  by  change  to  doe  me  paine: 
Mens  mindes  yet  mayst  tbou  not  so  order, 
For  bonestie,  if  it  remaine, 
Sball  shine  for  all  thy  cloudy  raine; 
In  Taine  tbou  sekest  to  have  me  trapt; 
Sipte  of  thy  hap,  hap  bath  well  bapi. 

In  bindering  me,  me  didst  thou  fortber, 
And  madę  a  gap,  wbere  wad  a  stile, 
Cruell  willes  ben  oft  put  vnder, 
Wening  to  lower,  then  didst  thou  smile: 
I<nrd,  bow  thy  self  thou  didst  begile, 
That  in  thy  carea  would  baue  me  wrapt? 
But  spite  of  hap,  bap  b&tb  well  bapt. 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  THAT  HIS 
LOUE  DOTH  NOT  PITIE  HIM. 

Kesoundc  my  voyce,  ye  woods,  that  beare  me 
Botb  hils  and  vales  causing  reflcKion, '       [plaine. 
And  riuers  eke,  record  ye  of  my  payne, 
Whłcb  bave  oft  forced  ye  by  compassion. 
Ab  judges,  lo,  to  beare  my  exclamacłon, 


ARENOUNCING  OF  HARD^Y  ESCAPED 

LOUE. 

FAREWErx  tbe  hart  of  cmeltie; 
Tbough  that  witb  paine  my  Ubertle, 
Deare  baue  I  bought,  and  wofuUy, 
Finisht  my  fearefull  tragedy. 
Of  force  I  mu!tt  forsako  such  pleasure, 
A  good  cause  just,  sins  I  indure, 
Therby  my  wo,  which  be  ye  surę, 
Sball  therwiih  go  me  to  rccnre. 

I  fai«,  as  one  escapt,  that  fleetb; 
Glad  be  is  gone,  and  yet  still  fearetb, 
Spied  to  be  caught  and  so  dredeth 
Tbat  be  for  nougbt  bis  pain  leseth, 
In  joyfai  paine,  reioyce  my  bart, 
Thus  to  su&taine  of  eche  apart. 
Let  not  this  song  from  thee  astart, 
Welcome  among  my  pleasant  smfcrt 


WYATES  COMPLAINT  VPON  LOUE  TO  REASON. 
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THE   IJOUtn   TO  HIS  BED,  WITB  PE- 
SCRFBING  OF  HIS  UNSŁUIET  STATE. 

Thb  restftill  place,  renaer  of  my  smart, 
The  laboora  mlue  encreasing  my  aorow, 
The  bodies  ease,  and  troubler  of  my  bart, 
Suieter  of  minde,  minę  iinquiet  foe, 
Fon^etter  of  payne,  remembrer  of  my  woe, 
Tlie  place  of  ślepe,  wbereiD  I  do  bat  wake, 
Besprent  with  teares,  my  bed,  I  thee  foi-sake, 

Tbe  froety  snowes  may  not  redresse  my  beat, 
Kor,  beat  of  Snnne  abate  my  ferrent  cold, 
I  know  notbing  to  ease  my  paines  so  great 
Kcbe  Cttre  cauaeth  encrease  by  twenty  fold, 
Renewing  cares  upon  my  sorowes  old, 
Such  ouertbwart  eftectea  in  me  they  make, 
Besprent  witb  team,  my  bed  for  to  fortake. 

Bat  all  for  nougbt,  I  find  no  better  ease 
Id  bed  or  out:  tbis  mostcansetb  my  paine, 
Wbere  I  do  seke  how  best  that  1  may  please; 
My  lost  labonr  (alas)  is  all  in  raine : 
Bly  bart  once  set,  I  cannot  it  refraine; 
No  place  from  me  my  grief  away  can  take; 
Wherfore  witb  teares,  my  bed  1  tbee  forsake. 


COMPARISON  OF  LOUE,  TO  A  STREAME 
FALUm  FROM  THE  ALPES. 

From  these  hte  billes  as  wben  a  spring  doth  fali, 

It  trilleth  downe  witb  still  and  suttle  coorse, 

Of  tbis  and  that,  it  gatbers  aye  and  sfaall, 

Till  It  bavę  iast  downe  flowed  to  streame  andforce, 

Then  at  tbe  foote  it  ragctb  over  all: 

So  lisreth  looe,  wben  be  batb  tanę  a  sourse^ 

Ragę  is  bis  raine,  resistance  vailetb  none» 

Tbe  first  eschue  is  remedy  alone. 


WYATES  COMPIMNT  VPON  LOUE    TO 
REASON,  WITH  LOUES  AUNSWERE. 

MiifB  old  derę  enemy,  my  froward  maister, 
Afore  that  ąuene  I  caasde  to  be  acited, 
Whfch  boldeth  tbe  diaine  part  of  oor  naturę; 
That  like  as  gołde  in  fire  be  mougbt  be  tryed. 
Cbaiged  with  dolour,  that  1  me  presented 
With  horrible  feare,  as  one  that  greatly  dredeth 
A  WTOngfuU  deatb,  and  iustice  alway  seketb. 

And  thns  I  sayd:  *'  Once  my  left  foote,  madame, 
Wben  I  was  yong,  1  set  witbin  his  raigne; 
Whereby  other  then  fyry.  burning  flame, 
1  neaer  fielt,  but  many  a  gre^ous  paine, 
Torment  1  suffred,  anger  and  disdaine: 
That  minę  oppres:»ed  pacience  was  past. 
And  I  minę  owne  lite  hated  at  tbe  Iast. 

Tbas  hitherto  bave  I  my  time  passed 
lu  paine  and  smart;  w  bat  waiea  is  profitable, 
How  many  pleasant  daies  ba^e  me  escaped, 
In  seniing  tbis  faJse  lyer  so  deceauable  ? 
What  wit  baue  wordes  so  prest  and  forceable, 
That  may  containe  my  great  mishappinesse? 
And  iust  oomplaintes  of  his  vngentlenesse? 

8o  smali  bony,  muoh  aloes,  and  gali, 
In  bittemesse,  my  blinde  life  baue  I  tasted : 
His  fiilsc  iembUnce;  that  tnroetb  as  a  baU» 


With  fiure  and  amorons  daunce,  mademe  be  traced. 
And  where  I  had  my  thouglit  and  minde  araced 
From  earthly  frailnesse,  and  from  vaine  pleasnre. 
Me  from  my  rest  be  toke  and  set  in  errour. 

Ood  madę  be  me  regardlesse,  than  I  ougbt. 
And  to  my  sdf  to  take  right  little  hede: 
And  for  a  woman  baue  I  set  at  nought, 
Al  other  thoughtes>  in  tbis  onły  to  spede: 
And  be  was  onely  counselcr  of  tbis  dede. 
Whetting  alwaies  my  youtbiy  fraile  desire. 
On  cruei  whetston,  tempered  with  fire. 

But  (oh  alas!)  wbere  had  I  euer  wit, 
Or  other  gift  geuen  to  me  of  naturę  ? 
That  sooner  shal  be  changed  my  weried  sprite, 
Then  tbe  obstinate  wił),  tbat  is  my  ruler  i 
So  robbeth  be  my  finedome  with  displeasure, ' 
Tbis  wicked  traitour,  wbom  I  tbas  aecuse; 
That  bitter  life  batb  tnrned  in  pleasant  vse. 

He  batb  me  basted,  through  diuers  regions, 
Tbrough  desertwoodes,and  sbarpehyemountaines, 
Tbraugh  froward  peop1e,aDd  tbrough  bitter  passions, 
Tbrough  rocky  seas,  and  ooer  hilles  and  plaines: 
With  Wery  trauci,  and  with  laborous  paineSt 
Alwaies  in  trouble  and  in  tediousoesse, 
All  in  errour,  and  daungeitnas  distresse. 

But  notber  be,  nor  she,  my  totber  foe. 
For  all  my  flight  did  euer  me  forsake;. 
That  though  my  timely  death  batb  been  to  słowa 
That  me  as  yet,  it  batb  not  ouertake: 
The  heaven1y  gods  of  pite  doe  it  slake. 
And  nole  they  this  his  croel  tiranny, 
That  feedes  bim,  with  my  care,  and  mitery. 

f 

Sins  I  was  his,  hower  rested  I  nerer. 
Nor  looke  to  do,  and  eke  tbe  waky  nightes, 
Tbe  banished  ślepe  may  in  no  wise  recouer. 
By  guile  and  foroe,  ouer  my  tbralled  sprites. 
He  is  ruler,  sins  which  beli  neuer  strikes, 
Tbat  I  beare  not  as  sounding  to  reoue 
My  plaintes.  Himself  he  knoweth  that  I  say  true. 

For  neaer  wormes  olde  rotten  stocke  bave  eaten, 
As  he  my  hart,  wbere  be  is  resident. 
And  doth  tbe  same  with  death  dayly  threaten;  ' 
Thence  come  tbe  teares,  and  thence  the  bitter.  tor- 

meut,' 
The  sigbes,  tbe  wordes,  and  eke  the  languisbment, 
That  noy  botb  me,  and  perarenture  other, 
Judge  thou  that  knowest  the  one  and  eke  the  totber.*' 

|dine  adyersair  with  such  greuons  reproofe, 
Tbus  be  began,  *'  Heare  lady  the  other  part: 
Tbat  the  plaintrouth,  firom  which  bedrawetbaloofe^ 
This  vnkind  man  may  sbew,  ere  tbat  I  part: 
In  his  yong  age,  1  tooke  bim  from  tbat  art, 
That  selleth  wordes,  and  make  a  clattering  knigbt. 
And  of  my  wealth  I  gaue  bim  the  delight. 

Now  shames  he  not  on  me  for  to  complain, 
That  beld  bim  erermore  in  pleasant  gamę, 
From  his  desire  tbat  ipigfat  łiaue  been  his  pain^ 
Yet  tberby  alone  I  bronght  bim  to  some  fnime, 
Which  now  as  wretchednes,  be  doth  so  blame^ 
And  toward  bonour  quickned  1  his  wit, 
Wbereas  a  dastard  eU  he  mougbt  baue  sit. 

He  knoweth  how  great  Atride  tbat  madę  Troy 
And  Hannibal  to  Romę  so  troubelous,  [freAti 

Wbom  Homejr  honorad,  Achilles  that  great; 
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And  tb*  Afiricane  Scipton  the  £imou8. 
And  many  otlier,  by  much  honour  glońouf^ 
Wbose  famę  and  actes,  did  lift  them  Tp  aboue, 
I  dłd  let  fmll  i  u  baae  dishonest  loue. 

And  vnto  him,  Łhough  he  Tnworthy  were, 
I  chose  the  bcst  of  many  a  miUitin; 
That  vnder  Bunne  yet  neuer  was  her  p<Te, 
Of  wisdom,  womanhod,  and  of  discrecion; 
And  of  my  grace  I  gaTe  her  snch  a  facion, 
And  eke  such  way  1  taught  her  for  to  teache 
That  neuer  base  tbought  bii  hart  so  faie  might 
reacbe. 

Eoer  morę  thus  to  content  his  maistresse, 
That  was  bys  oniy  frame  of  honeatie, 
I  stinred  him  still  toward  gentlenesse^ 
And  cauade  him  to  regard  fideiitie; 
Pacience  I  taught  him  in  adversitie: 
Such  vertue9  learned  he  in  my  great  scboole, 
Wherof  repenteth  now  the  ignorant  foole, 

Tbeae  were  the  same  deceites,  and  bitter  gali, 
That  I  have  rsed,  the  torment  and  the  anger. 
Sweter  tban  euer  did  to  other  fiiU ; 
Of  rigbt  good  sede,  ill  fruite,  lo,  thus  I  gatber 
And  so  shal]  he  that  the  unkinde  doth  ńrther: 
A  serpent  nourish  I  vnder  my  winga 
And  now  of  naturę  ginneth  he  to  sting. 

And  for  to  tell  at  last,  my  great  sernice, 
From  thousand  dishonesties  have  I  him  drawen, 
That,  by  my  meanes,  him  in  no  maner  wyse, 
Neuer  vyle  pleasure  once  hath  o^erthrowen; 
Wher  in   his    dcde,   shame    hath   him    alwaies 

gnanren ; 
Douting  report  that  should  coroe  to  her  eare: 
Whom  now  he  blonies,  her  wDuted  he  to  feare; 

What  euer  he  hath  of  any  honest  custome, 
Of  her,  and  me,  tbat  holds  he  euery  whit; 
But  lo,  yet  neuer  was  there  nightiy  fantome, 
So  farre  in  errour,  as  he  is  firom  his  wit. 
To  plain  on  vs :  he  8triveth  irith  the  hit, 
Which  may  rule   bim,  and  do  him  ease,   and 

paine. 
And  in  one  hower,  make  al  his  griefe  bis  gaine. 

But  one  thing  yet  there  is  aboue  all  other: 
I  gaue  him  wiuges  wherewith  he  might  up  6ie 
To  honour  and  famę ;  and  if  be  woulde  to  hygber 
Then  mortal  things,  aboue  the  stairy  skye; 
Considering  the  pleasure,  that  an  eye 
Might  geue  in  earth,  by  reason  of  the  loue ; 
What  should  that  be,  that  lasteth  slill  aboue? 

And  he  the  same  himsHf  hath  sayd  ere  this, 
But  now,  forgotten  is  both  tbat  and  I, 
That  gaue  him  her,  his  oiily  wealth  and  blisse," 
And  at  this  word,  with  dedly  hkreke  and  erye : 
"  Thou  gaue  her  once  (quod  1)  but  by  and  by 
Thou  tooke  her  ayen  from  me,  tfaatwoworth  the!" 
'*  Not  1,  but  price,  morę  worth  tban  thou,"  (qnod  I 
he.) 

At  last,  eche  other  for  himself  concluded, 
I  trembling  still,  but  he,  with  smali  reuerence, 
"  Lo,  thus,  as  we  eche  other  ha?e  acpuscd. 
Derę  lady,  now  we  wayte  thine  onły  sentence;*' 
She  smiling,  at  the  whisted  audience, 
It  łiketh  me,  qaod  she,  to  hane  heard  your  ąuestiou. 
But  leager  time  doth  aske  a  icsolucion." 


TfJE  LOUBRS  SOROWFtTLL  STATE  MAK- 
ETH  HIM  WRITE  SOROWFULL  aONGSS, 
BUT  {SOUCHE,)  HIS  LOUE  MA  Y  CHANGR 
THE  SAME. 

Marubił  no  morę  altbo 
The  songs,  I  sing  do  monę  ^ 
For  other  life  then  wo, 
I  neuer  proued  nonę. 

And  in  my  hart  aiso, 
Is  grauen  with  letters  depe, 
A  thousand  sighes  and  me 
A  flood  of  teares  to  wepe. 

How  many  a  man  in  smart, 
Find  a  matter  to  rijoyce! 
How  many  a  moorning  hartt 
Seut  forth  a  plesant  voice : 

Play  who  so  can  that  par^ 
Nedes  must  in  me  appere, 
How  fortunę  ouerthwart 
Doth  cause  my  moorning  chere. 

Perdy  there  is  no  maa 
If  he  saw  neuer  sight,. 
That  perfitly  tell  can, 
The  naturę  of  the  light. 

Alas,  how  sboulde  I  tban, 
That  neyer  tast  but  sowre. 
But  do  as  I  began, 
Continually  to  lowre. 

But  yet  parchance  some  cfaaiice, 
May  c  bance  to  change  my  tune. 
And  when  (Souch)  cbance  doth  chaoc^ 
Then  shall  I  thanke  fortunę. 

And  if  I  have  (Souch)  chance, 
Perchance  or  it  be  long, 
For  (Souch)  a  pleasant  chance^ 
To  sing  some  pleasant  song. 


THE    LOUER    COMPLAINETH   HIBiSELF 

FORSAKEN, 

Whbiie  shall  I  haue  at  minę  owne  will^ 
Teares  to  complaine?  whereshal  I  fet 
Snch  sighes,  that  I  may  sigh  my  fiU» 
And  then  again  my  plaintea  repetę? 
For  though  my  plaint  shall  have  nonę  end. 
My  teares  cannot  suffise  my  woe 
To  monę  my  harroe,  have  I  no  firend, 
For  fbrtunes  frend,  is  mishaps  foe. 
Comfort  (God  wot)  els  haue  I  nonę* 
But  in  the  wind  to  wast  my  wordes; 
Nought  moueth  you  my  dedly  monę. 
But  still  you  tom  it  into  bordes: 
I  speak  not  now  to  moue  your  heart, 
That  you  should  rue  Tpon  my  pain ; 
The  seutence  geuen  miy  not  reuert, 
1  know  such  labour  weret>nt  Tain. 
But  sins  that  1  for  you  (my  derę) 
Have  lost  that  thing,  that  was  iny  best, 
A  right  smali  losse  it  must  appere 
To  lese  these  wordes,  and  all  the  rest. 
But  though  they  sparkle  in  the  windę, 
Yet  shall  they  sbew  your  falshed  faitli, 
Which  is  returned  to  hiskiode; 
For  like  to  like,  the  prouerbe  saitb. 
Fortune,  and  you  did  me  auance. 
Me  thought  I  swnm,  and  could  not  dr«wn; 
Happiestof  al;  but  my  mischance, 
Did  lift  lae  yp,  to  tlnrow  me  down. 


THE  LOUEft  SUSPECTED  OP  CHANGŁ 
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AoA  yoa  with  her,  of  craeloeise, 
l>id  set  your  foote  upon  my  necke, 
Me,  aad  my  wel&re  to  oppresse; 
Witbont  offenoe  yoar  heart  to  wreke. 
Where  are  yoar  pleannt  ^ordfts  (alas) 
Where  is  yoar  faith?  yoar  stedfastoesse? 
*riiere  is  no  morę  but  al  dotb  pasie. 
And  t  am  łeft  all  comfbrtlesse. 
But  sins  so  much  it  doth  yoa  {rreue, 
Aod  also  me  my  wretcbed  life, 
Have  berę  my  trotb:  nougbt  sball  releue^ 
But  deatb  alone,  my  wretcbed  strife. 
Therfore  fiireweł,  my  life,  my  deatb. 
My  gaine,  my  losse,  my  salue^  my  sore, 
Farewell  also,  with  yoa  my  breatb. 
For  1  am  gooe  for  evermore. 


OF  HIS  LOU£  THAT  PRICKED  HER  FIN- 
GER  WITH  A  NEDLB. 

Shb  sate,  and  sowed,  tbat  bath  done  me  tbe  wrong, 
Wberof  1  plain,  and  baue  done  maoy  a  day, 
And,  wbitst  sbe  heard  my  plaint,  in  plteoos  song, 
Sbe  wisbt  my  hart  tbe  sampler,  that  it  lay. 
The  blind  maister,  wbom  I  have  sęrued  so  long, 
Gmdgiiig  to  beare  that  be  did  heare  ber  say. 
Madę  ber  own  weapoa  do  ber  fiuger  blede, 
To  feele,  if  pricking  were  so  good  indede. 


OF  THB  SAME. 

What  man  hath  bearde  such  cruelty  beibre? 
That,  when  my  plaint  remembred  ber  my  wo, 
That  caosed  it,  słie  cruell  morę  and  morę, 
Wisbed  eche  stiche  as  she  did  sit  and  sow, 
Had  pricktmy  hart,  ibr  to  encrcase  my  sore; 
And  aa  I  thinke,  sbe  thoaght  it  had  been  so. 
For  as  sbe  tbougbt,  tbis  is  his  bart  in  dede, 
Sbe  pricked  bard,  and  madę  ber  self  to  blede. 


nmUEST  TO  CUPIDE  IDR  REUENGE  OF 
//  HIS  FMCINDE  lOVEj  (^ 

Behołi^  Loae,  thy  power  bow  she  despisetb. 
My  greuous  pain  how  little  sbe  regardcth: 
Ule  solemne  otbe  wberof  sbe  takes  no  c«re, 
Broken  sbe  bath,  aod  yet  sbe  bydeth  sore. 
Hight  at  ber  ease,  and  little  tbee  sbe  dredeth: 
Wtaponed  thou  art,  and  she  Tnarmed  sitteth; 
To  tbe  dlsdainfiill,  all  ber  life  she  leadeth 
To  me  spitefull,  witfaout  ioat  cause  or  measore: 
Behold  Loue,  how  proudly  tbe  triumpbeth. 
1  am  in  hołd,  but  if  tbe  pitie  meueth, 
Go,  bend  thy  bow,  that  stony  hartes  breaketh, 
Aod  with  some  stroke^  reuenge  tbe  great  displea- 
Of  tbee»  and  him  tbat  sorow  doth  endtire,       [surę 
And  as  his  lord  tbee  lowly  berę  entreatetb. 


Rewarded  is  botb  crafty,  fiilse,  and  piftia. 
Soonest  be  spedes,  that  most  can  Ijre  and  fatne. 
True  meaning  hart  is  had  in  bye  disdaine. 
Against  deceit  and  doked  doubleuesse, 
What  vailetb  trouth,  or  parfil  stedfastnesse? 
Deceiued  \»  be,  by  false  and  era  file  train, 
That  meanes  no  gile,  and  faitAfulI  doth  remaina 
Within  tbe  trap,  without  hełp  or  redresse. 
But  for  to  love,  lo,  such  a  sterne  hiaistresse, 
Wbere  crudtie  dwelles,  alas,  it  were  in  V&in. 


.  COMPJUŚINT   FOR    TRUE    LOUE-  FNRE- 
In  QUlT£D,iJ       \ 

WaAT  raileth  trotb  ?  or  by  it,  to  take  pain? 
To  striue  by  stedfastness  for  to  attain 
How  to  be  iust,  and  flee  from  doublenesse? 
Since  all  alike,  wbere  ruleth  craftinesse. 


THE   UOUER    THAT  FLED   tÓUE,   NOW 
FOLOWES  IT  WITH  HIS  HARME. 

SoMETiMB  I  fled  the  fire,  that  me  so  breot* 
By  sea,  by  land,  by  water,  and  by  windę ; 
And  now  tbe  ooales  I  folow,  that  be  quent, 
From  Dover  to  Cales^  with  willing  minde. 
Lo  how  desire  is  both  forth  sprong,  and  spent; 
And  be  may  see,  tbat  whilome  was  so  blinde^ 
And  all  his  labour  laughes  be  now  to  scorne, 
Meashed  in  the  breers,  that  erst  was  onely  torne* 


THE  UOVER  HOPETff  Op  ŚETTER 
CHAUNCE. 

Hb  iś  not  dead,  that  somtime  bad  a  fali, 
The  sunne  returnes,  that  hid  was  under  clowd^, 
Aod  when  fortunę  hath  spit  out  all  ber  gali, 
I  trust,  good  łuck  to  me  shal  be  alowed. 
Forl  bave  sene  a  sbip  in  bauen  fali, 
A  fter  tbat  storme  bath  brokeboth  maste  andshroud  j 
Tbe  willow  eke,  tbat  stoupeth  with  the  windę, 
Doth  rise  againe^  and  greater  wood  doth  binde4 


THŹ  LOUER  COMPARETH  HIS  HART  TO 
THE  OUER-CHARGED  GOfiNE. 

Tbb  furious  gonne,  in  his  most  raging  yre, 
When  that  the  bonie  is  rammed  in  too  sore, 
And  that  the  llame  cannot  part  fironi  the  fire  | 
Crackes  in  sunder,  and  in  tbe  ayer  do  rore 
The  sheuered  peces:  so  doth  my  desire, 
Whose  flame  encreaseth  ay  from  morę  to  morę;  * 

Which  to  let  ont,  1  dare  not  loke^  nor  speake ; 

So  inward  force  my  heart  doth  all  to  breake« 


THE  LOUER  SUSPECTED  OF  CttANGE, 
O  PRAIETH  THAT  IT  BE  NOT  BELEUED 
^  AGAINST  HIM.  j  if 

AccusED  though  I  be,  witbont  desert, 
Sith  nonę  cao  proue,  beleue  it  not  for  true: 
Por  never  yet,  sińce  tbat  you  had  my  bert, . 
Intended  I  to  &lse,  or  be  vntrue. 
Soonćr  I  would  of  death  sustain  tbe  smaity 
Than  breake  one  word  of  tbat  I  promised  yoii| 
Accept  therfore  my  sernice  in  good  part: 
Nonę  is  aliue,  that  can  ii  tonges  eschew. 
Hołd  them  as  false^  and  let  not  vs  depart, 
Our  frendship  old  in  hope  of  any  new; 
Put  not  thy  trust  in  such  as  vse  to  feyo^ 
£xcept  thou  minde  to  put  thy  frend  to  payn* 
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THE  IX>UER  ABU8ED  HENOITNCETH 

LOVE.   /4 

My  loue  to  scora,  my  seraice  to  retaine. 

Theno  me  thought  yoa  vsed  crueltie 

Since  with  good  wyU  I  lost  my  libeitie, 

Might  neyer  wo  yet  caiue  me  to  reftaine; 

But  only  this,  which  if  extremitie, 

Togeue  me  nougbt  (alas)  not  to  agree 

That  as  I  was,  your  man  1  might  remaine: 

But  Since  tbat  tfaas  ye  list  to  order  me, 

That  would  have  been  your  seniant  tnie  and  fest. 

Dti^lease  you  not,  my  doting  time  is  past, 

Aud  with  my  losse  to  leaoe  1  must  agree: 

For  as  tbere  is  a  certaine  time  to  ragę,  ')' 

So  IB  tbeiie  tyme  soch  madoes  to  asswage.    ' 


WYATS  POEMS. 


JUE  LOUER  PROFESSETH  HIMSELFE 
CONSTAST 

WiTHiir  my  brest  I  neuer  thooght  it  gaine 
Of  gentle  miodes  the  fredome  for  to  lose* 
Not  in  my  hart  saiik  neuer  such  disdaioe. 
To  be  a  forger,  feultes  for  to  disciose. 
Nor  J  caa  not  endun  the  truth  to  glosę. 
To  set  a  glosse  vpon  an  eamest  paine. 
Nor  I  am  not  in  nomber  one  jof  tbose, 
That  list  to  blow  cetreate  to  eucry  ti-aine. 


BE  LOUER  SENDETH  HIS  COM- 
PLAINTES  AND  TEARES  TO  SUE  FOR 
GRACE. 

Passe  forth  my  wonted  cryes, 
Tbose  cruel  eares  to  pearce, 
Wbich  in  most  hatefiiU  wyse. 
Do  still  my  plaintes  reuerse. 
J>o  you,' my  teares,  also 
So  wet  her  barrein  hart 
That  pitie  tbere  may  giow, 
And  crueltie  depart^ 

For  thoogh  hard  rocket  among 
She  semes  to  haue  ben  bred, 
And  of  the  tigre  long  « 

Bene  nourisbed  and  fed« 
Yet  shall  not  naturę  change^ 
If  pitie  onee  win  place; 
Whom  as  vnknowen  and  strange 
She  now  away  doth  chasc^ 

And  af  the  water  soft, 
Without  forcing  or  strength, 
Where  that  it  falletb  ofl, 
Hard  Stones  doth  perce  at  length : 
So  in  her  stony  hart. 
My  plaintes  at  last  shall  graue, 
And  rigour  set  apart, 
Wynnegrauatofthat  Icraae.  • 

Wherfore,  my  plaintes,  present 
Stil  so  to  her  my  sute, 
As  ye  through  her  assent, 
May  bring  to  me  some  frute. 
And  as  she  shall  me  proue^ 
So  bid  her  me  regarde. 
And  render  loue  for  loue, 
Wbich  is  aj  ust  rewanle. 


THE  LOUERS  CASE  CANNOTBE  HWDEN 
HOfV  EUER  HE  DISSEMBLE. 

•  Your  lokes  so  often  cast, 
Your  eyes  so  frendly  roide, 
Your  sight  fiied  so  fest, 
Alwayes  one  to  beholde: 
Though  hide  it  feine  ye  woulde, 
It  plainely  doth  deciare, 
Who  hath  your  hart  in  hoM, 
And  where  good  will  ye  baie. 

Fayne  would  ye  finde  a  ćloke, 
Your  brenniug  fire  to  hide, 
Yet  both  the  flame  and  smoke, 
Breakes  out  on  every  side. 
Ye  cannot  loue  so  guide^ 
That  it  no  issue  winne: 
Abrode  nedes  must  it  glide, 
Tbat  brens  so  hotte  within. 

Four  cause  your  self  do  wink, 
Ye  judge  all  other  blinde, 
And  secret  it  you  think, 
Which  euery  man  dótbc  finde. 
In  wast  oft  spende  ye  windę, 
Your  self  in  loue  to  quit; 
For  agues  of  that  kinde. 
Wyli  show,  who  hath  the  fit 

Your  sighes  you  fet  froi^  fene,^ 
And  all  to  wry  your  wo ; 
Yet  are  ye  ner  the  narre. 
Men  are  not  blinded  so. 
.Depely  oft  swere  ye,  No; 
But  all  those  othes  are  vaine, 
So  well  your  eye  doth  shew, 
Who  puttes  your  hart  to  paine. 

Thinke  not  therfore  to  hide, 
Tbat  still  it  self  betiuyes. 
Nor  seke  roeanes  to  provide 
To  dark  the  sunny  dayes. 
Forget  those  wonted  wayes, 
Leare  of  such  frowning  chere, 
Tbere  wyli  be  found  no  stayes. 
To  stoppe  a  thing  so  clere. 


THE  LOUER  PRAIETH  NOT  W  BE  DIS- 
DAINED,  REFUSED^  AfISTRUSTBD, 
NOR  FORSAKEN, 

Dishainb  me  not  without  desert; 
Nor  leaue  me  not  so  sodenly; 
Since  well  ye  wot,  that  in  my  heit, 
I  meane  ye  not  buthonestly. 

Refuse  me  not  without  cause  why; 
Nor  thiok  me  not  to  be  unjust, 
Since  that  by  lot  of  fentasie, 
This  careful  knot  nedes  kuit  I  must. 

Mistnist  me  not,  though  some  there  be^ 
That  feine  woulde  spot  my  stedfestnesse; 
Beleue  them  not,  sins  that  ye  se, 
The  profe  is  not,  as  they  eirpresse. 

Fonake^me  not,  till  I  desenie. 
Nor  hate  me  not,  till  1  offende, 
Destroy  me  not,  tiłl  tbat  1  swerue. 
But  sins  ye  kaow  what  I  entendow 


TO  HIS  lADIE,  CRUEL  OUER  HER  TELDEN  LOYER. 
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Diidauie  me  not,  tbat  am  your  owne, 
Refoie  me  not,  ibat  am  so  trae, 
Mistnist  me  not  till  all  be  knowne, 
Forsake  me  not  no«r  fot  no  nev. 


TffE  LOUER  LAMENTETH  HIS  ESTATE 

WJTH  SUTE  FOR  GRACE. 

* 

FoB  want  of  will  in  wo  I  plaine, 
Under  colour  of  sobernesse; 
Raiewing  with  my  nite  mj  paine, 
My  wun  bope  with  your  stedfastaeme. 
Awake  tberefore  of  gentłenesse, 
Kegard  at  lentfa,  1  youceąnirs. 
My  swelting  painea  of  my  desira. 

Betimcs  wfao  geveth  wyI1yngly» 
Redonblcd  tbanks  aye  4oth  dwenie, 
Aad  I  that  aue  unfeinedly, 
In  frnitleaae  bope,  alas!  do  stenie. 
Ho*  great  my  caoae  is  for  to  swerue^ 
And  yet  bow  atedfott  ia  my  aate. 
La!  berę  ye  aee:  wfaere  ia  tbe  frate? 

As  boonde  tbat  bath  hia  keper  loat, 
S^e  I  your  preaence  to  obtaine; 
Id  wbich  my  hart  detitetb  most. 
And  sball  delight  thougb  I  be  alain. 
YoQ  may  releaae  my  band  of  paine; 
Lose  then  tbe  care  tbat  makea  me  crie 
For  vant  of  helpe,  or  els  1  dye. 

I  dye,  thongh  liot  incontinent; 
By  proce^se  yet  consamingfy ; 
As  wast  of  fire,  which  doth  reient: 
If  you  as  wilfull  will  deny. 
Wberefore  craae  of  aucb  crueliy. 
And  take  me  wholy  in  your  graoe, 
Whłcfa  lacketh  win  to  change  bis  place. 


THE  WVER  WAILETH  HIS  CHANGED 

lOYES. 

Ipeiiery  man  might  bim  aaaut, 
Of  fortmiea  friendly  chere, 
It  vas  my  aelf  I  muat  it  graunt. 
For  I  haue  bougbt  it  derę: 
Aod  dereły  baue  I  held  aiao 
The  gloiy  of  ber  name, 
la  yielding  ber  sucb  tribute,  lo, 
As  dłd  set  forth  ber  famę. 

Sometime  I  stoode  so  in  ber  grace, 
That  as  1  would  require, 
Ech  ioy  I  tbóogbt  did  me  embrace 
Tbat  fnrdered  my  desire ; 
And  all.these  pleaaiirea  lo !  bad  I, 
That  fanay  might  aupport; 
And  notbing  she  did  me  deny, 
That  waa  unto  my  comfort. 

I  had  (what  wonld  you  morę  peidie?) 
Ech  graoe  that  I  did  craue, 
Thns  fortunea  will  was  vnto  me 
AU  thing  tliat  I  woald  baue: 
Bot  all  to  rathe,  alaa!  tbe  wbile, 
8he  bnilt  on  sucb  a  ground: 
In  little  apace,  to  greate  a  guilc, 
k  (ler  now  ha««  I  fi»iind.  . 


For  abe  bath  turoed  ao  ber  whele, 
l*hat  1  vnbappy  man 
May  wayle  tłie  time  that  I  dyd  fele, 
Wherewith  abe  fed  me  than; 
For  broken  now  are  ber  bebestea. 
And  pleasant  lookes  she  gaue. 
And  therfore  now  al  my  reąueates 
From  perill  cannot  8ave. 

Yet  would  I  well  it  might  appere 
To  ber  my  chiefe  regard; 
Thougb  my  desertea  have  been  to  derę 
To  merite  sucb  reward. 
Sina  fortunea  will  is  now  ao  bent 
To  plagpue  me  thus  poore  man, 
I  muat  my  aelf  tberwith  content. 
And  bear  it%8  I  caa. 


TO  mS  LOUE   THAT  HAS  GITEN  HTM 
ANSWERE  OF.  REFUSELL. 

Thi  answere  tbat  ye  madę  to  me,  my  derę, 
When  I  did  aue  for  my  poore  hartea  redresae, 
Hatfa  80  appakle  my  countoance,  and  my  cberef 
That  in  tbia  caae,  i  am  all  comfortlease. 
Sina  I  of  blame  no  cauae  can  weil  erpresse. 

I  haue  no  wrong,  where  I  can  claim  po  right, 
Nougbt  tanę  me  fro,  where  I  have  notbing  had» 
Yet  of  my  wo,  1  cannot  so  be  quite; 
Namely  aina  that  another  may  be  glad 
With  tbat,  tbat  thus  in  aorow  makes  me  aad. 

Yet  nonę  can  claime  (I  aay)  by  former  gnuint, 
Tbat  knoweth  not  of  any  grauot  at  all ; 
And  by  deaert;  I  dare  well  make  auant, 
Of  faitbfiili  will;  there  ia  no  wbere  tbat  aball, 
Beare  you  morę  trutb,  morę  ready  at  your  cali. 

Now  good  then,  cali  againe  that  bitter  wordy 
Tbat   tottcht  your  frend  ao  nerę  with  panga  oT 

paine; 
And  aay,  my  derę,  that  it  waa  aaid  in  bord; 
Late  or  to  aone,  let  it  not  mle  the  gaine, 
Wherwith  free  wiU  doth  tnie  desert  retaine. 


Xo 


i  TO   HIS  LADIE^    CRUEL    OUER  HER 
'^  YELDEN  LOVE^ 

SucH  is  thecourae  that  natorea  kind  hath  wnmgfat, 
That  anakea  haue  time  to  caat  away  their  stingea : 
Against  chainde  priaoners  what  nede  delence  be 

sought, 
The  fierce  lyon  will  burt  no  yelden  tbinges; 
Wby  ahould   such   apight    be  nursed   tben   by 

thought? 
Sith  all  these  powers  are  preat  under  thy  winges*. 
And  eke  thou  aeest,  and  reason  thee  hath  taught, 
What  miachiefe  malice  many  wayea  it  bringea: 
Conaider  eke,  that  spite  a^ailetb  naught 
Tberefore  this  aong  thy  fanlt  to  thee  it  aingea: 
Diapleaae  thee  not,  lor  aaying  thus  my  thoogbt 
Nor  bate  thou  bim  from  whom  no  hate  forth  apringes, 
For  furieaj  tbat  in-hell  be  execrable. 
For  that  tiiey  bate,  are  madę  mpst  ląiserable. 
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WYATS  POEMS. 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  TH  AT 
DEADLY  SICKNESSE  CANNOT  HELP 
HIS  AFFECTION. 

Tbe  enmy  of  lif«,  decayer  of  al  kinde, 
Tbat  with  bii  colde  uritben  away  tbe  grene 
This  otber  nigbt  ine  in  my  bed  did  finde. 
And  offeid  me  to  rid  my  feTer  clene, 
Aod  I  did  graunt  so  did  dispaire  me  blinde: 
He  drew  bis  bow  with  arrofres  sharp  and  kene, 
Aoń  strake  tbe  place  where  love  bad  hit  before. 
And  draTe  tbe  fint  dart  deper  morę  and  morę. 


THE  LOUER  REIOYCETH  THE  ENIOY- 
ING  OF  HIS  LOUE. 

Orgb,  as  metbought,  fortunę  me  kist. 
And  bade  me  aske,  what  I  tfaougbt  best. 
And  1  sbould  baue  it  as  me  list, 
Therwith  to  set  my  hart  in  rest. 

I  asked  but  my  ladies  bart. 
To  baue  foreuermore  myne  owne; 
Tben  at  an  end  were  alł  my  smart; 
Then  sbould  I  nede  no  morę  to  monę. 

Yet  for  all  tbat  a  stormy  blast, 
Had  ouertumde  this  goodly  nay : 
And  fortunę  semed  at  tbe  lasit, 
That  to  ber  promise  sbe  said  nay. 

But  like  as  one  out  of  dispaire, 
To  sodeine  bope  reuiued  I ; 
Now  fortunę  sheweth  ber  selfe  so  faire, 
That  I  content  me  wondcrsiy. 

My  most  desire  my  band  may  reach. 
My  wyli  is  alway  at  my  hande, 
Me  nede  not  long  for  to  besech, 
Her  that  hath  power  me  to  commande. 

Wbat  eartbly  thing  morę  can  1  crave, 
What  wottld  I  wishe  morę  at  my  will  ? 
Nothing  on  earth  morę  would  I  baue, 
Save  tbat  I  baue,  to  baue  it.still. 

For  fortunę  now  have  kept  ber  promesse, 
In  graunting  me  my  most  desire, 
Of  my  soueraigne  I  baue  redresse^ 
And  1  content  me  with  my  hire. 


I     Yengeance  sball  fidl  on  tby  disdatoe 
Tbat  makest  but  gamę  on  eamest  payne^ 
Think  not  alone  vuder  the  sunne 
Unąuitto  cause  tby  łoYers  plaine; 
Altbough  my  lute  and  I  have  done, 

May  chance  thee  lie  withered  and  olde^ 
In  Winter  nigbtes  that  are  so  colde, 
Playoing  in  vaine  unto  tbe  monę; 
Thy  wishes  tben  dare  not  be  tolde: 
Care  then  who  list,  for  I  baue  done. 

And  tben  may  channce  thee  to  repent 
The  time  that  thou  hast  lost  and  spent. 
To  cause  thy  louers  sighe  and  swowne  ; 
Then  shalt  thou  know  beauŁie  but  lent^ 
And  wish  and  want  as  I  haue  done. 

Now  cease,  my  lute,  this  is  the  iast 
Labour,  that  thou  and  1  sball  wast^ 
And  ended  is  that  we  begonne : 
Now  is  this  song  botb  song  and  past} 
My  lute  be  still,  for  I  hare  done 


THE  LOUER    COMPLAINETH   THE   VN' 
KINDNES  OF  HIS  LOVE. 

Mt  lute  awake  perfonn  the  Iast 
Labour,  that  thou  and  I  sball  wast: 
And  end  that  I  haue  now  begonne. 
And  when  this  song  is  song  and  past, 
My  lute  be  still  for  I  haue  done. 

As  to  be  heard  where  eare  is  nonę, 
As  leade  to  graue  in  marble  stone; 
My  song  may  pearse  her  hart  as  sonę. 
Should  we  then  sigh,  or  sing,  or  monę. 
No,  no,  my  lute,  for  I  haue  done. 

The  rockes  do  not  so  cruelly 
Repulse  the  waues  contiimally, 
As  she  my  sute  and  affection: 
So  that  I  am  past  remedy, 
Wherby  i^y  lute  anU  I  haue  done. 

Proode  of  tbe  spoile  that  thou  hast  gotte 
Of  simpte  harts  througb  loues  shot, 
By  whome  vnkind  thou  hast  tben  wonne: 
Think  not  be  batb  his  bow  forgot; 
AUbough  my  lute  and  I  baue  done. 


HOW  BY  A  KISSE  HE  FOUND  BOTH  HtS 
UFE  AND  DETH. 

Naturę,  that  gaue  the  bee  so  foate  a  grace^ 
To  finde  bony  of  so  wondrous  fashion, 
Hath  taught  tbe  spider  out  of  the  same  place 
To  fetch  poyson  by  straunge  alteracion. 
Though  this  be  strange,  it  is  a  strenger  caae, 
With  one  kisse.by  secret  operacion  - 
Botb  these  at  once  i  u  those  yonr  lips  to  finde, 
In  change  wberof,  1  leaue  my  hart  bebinde. 


THE  LOUER  DESCRIBETH  HIS  BEINO 
TAKEN  WITH  SIGHT  OF  HIS  LOUR 

UNWARBLf  SO  was  neuer  no  roan  caugfat, 
With  stedfast  lukę  upon  a  goodly  face, 
As  I  of  late;  for  sodeinely  me  thou^^t. 
My  hart  was  tonie  out  of  his  place. 

Thorow  minę  eye  the  stroke  fn>m  bers  did  slide. 
And  duwne  directiy  to  my  beart  it  ranne, 
In  help  whereof  the  błood  tberto  did  glidc. 
And  left  my  face  botb  pale  and  wannę. 

Then  was  I  like  a  man  for  wo  amased, 
Or  like  the  fowle  that  fleeth  into  the  fire; 
For  whyle  tbat  I  vpon  ber  beautie  gased, 
The  morę  1  burode  in  my  desire. 

A  non  the  bloud  start  in  my  face  aga  ine, 
Inflamde  with  beat,  tbat  it  bad  at  my  hart. 
And  brought  therwith  throughout  in  euery  vaiae, 
A  ąuakiug  beat  with  płeasant  smart. 

Then  was  I  like  the  strawę,  wben  that  tbe  flame^ 
Is  driueu  therin,  by  force  and  ragę  of  wynde; 
1  can  not  tell,  a  lass !  wbat  I  sball  blame. 
Nor  wbat  to  seke,  nor  what  to  finde. 

But  well  I  wot^  the  griefe  dotb  hołd  me  sore 
In  heate  and  cold,  betwixt  botb  bope  aod  diead^ 
Tbat,  but  her  help  to  healtb  do  me  restore, 
This  restlesse  lyfe  1  may  not  leade. 


THE  LOUER  PRAIYETH  HIS  OFtRED  HART  TO  BE  RECEAUED.    379 


TO  HIS  LOUER  TO  LOKE  VPON  HYM. 

All  in  thy  loke  my  life  doth  whole  depende, 
Thou  bydest  thy  self,  and  1  must  dye  tbereforej 
But  siDoe  thou  maist  so  easciy  helpe  thy  frend, 
Why  doest  thou  stick  to  salue  tbat  thou  madest 
Wby  do  I  dye,  stnce  thoa  maist  me  defeod,  [sore  ? 
And  if  I  dye  thy  life  may  last  no  morę; 
For  eche  by  otber  doth  Hue  and  haae  reliefe, 
1  io  thy  lok^  and  thou  most  io  my  griefe. 


THE  LOUER  EKCUSETH  fflM  OF 
frORDBS,  WHERWITH  HE  WAS  rN- 
JUSTLY  CHARGED. 

PsRDT  I  said  it  not. 
Nor  neuer  tbougbt  to  do: 
As  weli  as  I  ye  vot, 
I  baue  DO  power  tbereto. 
And  if  I  dłd,  the  lot, 
Tbat  firet  did  me  encbaine* 
May  neuer  slake  the  knot. 
Bat  straite  it  to  my  paine. 

And  if  I  did  eche  tbing, 
Tbat  maie  do  harme  or  wo, 
Continually  maie  wring 
My  bart  wbere  so  I  go. 
Report  maie  alwais  rin.'; 
Of  sbanie  on  me  for  aye, 
If  in  my  beart  did  spring 
The  words  tbat  you  doe  sayc. 

And  if  1  did,  eche  starte 
Tbat  is  in  heaaen  aboue, 
May  frowme  on  me  to  marre 
The  bope  I  baue  in  loue. 
And  if  1  did;  such  warre 
As  tbcy  broo^t  Tuto  Troy, 
Bring  all  my  life  as  fiurre 
From  all  bis  lustand  ioy. 

And  if  I  did  so  say, 
The  beaatie  tbat  me  bouude; 
Encrease  from  day  to  day 
Morę  cruel  to  my  wound^ 
Witb  all  tbe  monę  tbat  may, 
To  plaint  may  tornc  my  song; 
My  life  may  soone  decaye, 
Without  redresse  by  wrong.    ^ 

If  I  be  cleare  from  thought^ 
Wby  do  you  then  complayne } 
Tben  is  this  thing  but  sougbt 
To  turne  my  hatt  to  paine. 
Then  this  tbat  you  baue  wrougbt, 
You  must  it  now  redres«e; 
Of  rigbt  tberfbre  you  ought 
Such  rigour  to  represse. 

And  as  1  haue  deserued, 
So  grant  me  now  my  byre, 
You  know  I  nefer  swaruedy 
You  neuer  fimud  me  lier. 
For  Rachel  baue  I  serued. 
For  Leah  carde  I  neuer. 
And  ber  I  haue  reserued 
Witbin  my  bart  for  ener. 

fisssssssss 
OF  SUCH  AS  HAD  FORSAKEN  HIM. 
Łcx  my  fairę  fowloon,  and  tby  fellowes  all, 
How  well  pleasant  it  were  your  libertie, 
Ye  not  forsake  mc,  tbat  fiiyre  mought  you  fali. 
But  tbey  tbat  tometiiBe  liked  my  company. 


Like  lice  away  from  dead  bodies  tbey  crall, 
Loe!  what  a  proof  in  ligbt  adversitiej 
But  ye  my  birds  I  swere  by  all  your  belles, 
Ye  be  my  frendes  and  very  few  elles. 


A  DESCRJPTION  OF  SUCH  A  ONE  AS 
HE  WOULD  LOUE. . 

A  FACE  tbat  sbould  content  me  wonderous  wellt 
Should  not  be  faire,  but  louely  to  behold> 
Of  liuely  loke  all  griefe  for  to  repell; 
With  right  good  grace  so  would  I  tbat  it  should 
Speke  without  word,  such  wordes  as  nonę  oan  tell^ 
Her  tresse  also  should  be  of  criitped  golde; 
Withwit,  and  tbesepercbauoceit  mightbe  tride. 
And  koit  againe  witb  knot  tbat  sbouldinot  slide, 

HOfF  ridPOSSIBLE  IT  13  TO  FINDS 
7  O  iŁUIET  IN  LOUE. 
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£vBR  my  bap  is  slack  and  slow  in  cotayng 
Desire  encieoslng  aye  my  bope  yncertaine, 
With  doubtfnl  loue  tbat  but  encreaseth  paine; 
t^or,  tigre  like,  so  swift  it  is  in  parting. 
Alas!  the  snów  blacke  shall  it  bee  and  sualding, 
The  sea  wateriesse,  and  fishe  upon  tbe  mountaine« 
The  Temmes  shall  back  retnrne  intobisfountaine. 
And  wbere  he  rosę,  the  Sunne  shall  take  bis  lodging< 
£re  I  in  this  finde  peace  or  ąuietnesse: 
Or  tbat  loue,  or  my  ladie  right  wisely, 
Leaue  to  conspire  against  me  wrongfully. 
And  jf  [  haue  after  such  bittemesse 
One  drope  of  swete,  my  mouth  is  out  of  taste^ 
Tbat  al  my  trust  and  trauell  is  but  waste. 


OF  LOUE,  FORTUNE,  ANt  THE  LOUERS 
2^  MINDE.4    ;^ 

LovB,  fortunę,  and  my  miade  whith  doe  remeraber 
Eke  tbat  is  now  and  tbat,  tbat  once  b«th  bene, 
Torment  my  bart  so  sore  tbat  7ery  often 
I  bate  and  enoy  tbem  beyond  all  measure. 
Love  fleeth  my  hart,  while  fortunę  is  deprioer 
Of  all  my  comfbrt;  Ihe  foolish  minde  than 
Bumeth  andplaineth,  asj>nfr  tbat  very  seldam 
Liveth  in  rest    Só  still  in  displeasure 
My  pleasant  day  es  tbey  liete  and  passe 
And  dayly  doth  myne  yll  change  to  the  worsc, 
Whyle  morę  than  balfe  is  ruone  now  of  my  course. 
Alas,  not  of  steele,  but  of  brittle  glasse, 
I  se  tbat  from  my  band  faileth  my  trust. 
And  all  my  tboughtes  are  dasbed  into  dust. 


/ 


THE    LOUER   PRAIYETH   HIS  OFERĘD 
t  V        HART  TO  BE  RECEAUED.   X  > 

How  oft  baue  I,  my  deere  and  cruell  foe, 
With  my  great  paine  to  get  some  peaoe  or  truce^ 
G^eif  you  my  hart:  but  you  doe  not  Tse, 
In  so  bie  tbings,  to  cast  your  minde  so  Iow. 
If  any  otber  loke  im  it,  as  you  trow, 
Their  raane  weake  bope  doth  greatly  tbem  abnse; 
And  tbatthtts  I  disdaine,  tbat  you  refuse, 
It  was  onca  mtne,  it  saa  no  inore  be  so. 
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WYATS  FOEMS. 
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Jf  yon  it  chafe  tbat  it  in  yoa  can  finde 
In  tbis  exile  no  manoer  of  coniforte, 
Nor  liue  alone,  nor  włiere  be  n  ctHóe,  resort, 
He  may  wander  from  his  natural  kinde. 
So  Bhalt  it  be  great  hurt  Toto  ts  twaine, 
Aad  yours  tfae  losae,  and  minę  the  deadly  paine. 

THE  LOUERS  UFE  COMPARED  TO  THE 
^  *  ALPES.  *V  ^      7  i/ 

Lykb  unto  these  ▼nmeasiirable  mountatn^ s, 
So  18  my  painfall  life  the  burden  of  yre;  * 
For  hie  be  tbey,  and  hie  is  my  desire ; 
And  I  of  teareSf  and  they  be  fuli  offountaines. 
Ynder  cngfy  rockes  they  haue  barren  plaines, 
Hard  thoughts  in  me  my  wofulł  minde  dotb  tire: 
SofNiH  frute  and  many  leaues  their  tops  do  attire, 
Wiih  smail  effect  great  trust  ra  me  remaines. 
The  boistroos  winds  oft  theire  high  bowes  do  blast, 
Hott  stghes  in  me  cootinually  be  shed, 
Wilde  beasts  in  them,  fierce  loue  in  me  is  fed: 
Unmoueable  am  I,  and  they  stedfast. 

Of  singiog-birdes,  they  haue  the  tune  and  notę, 
And  I  sAwayesjpUunteapassingtbrougli  my  throte. 


I  wat  content,  thy  saroant  to  remaine  j 
And  DOt  to  be  repayed  on  tbis  fissbion. 
No  w  sińce  in  thee  tbere  is  nonę  other  reasoot 
Displease  thee  not,  if  that'T'do^refrałn. 
Udsaciat  of  my  wo  and  thy  desire; 
Assured  by  crdt  tor  to  excase  thy  (ault: 
But  sins  it  pleasetb  thee  to  fain  deiadit, 
Farewell  I  say,  departing  from  the  fire. 
For  be  tbat  doth  beleue,  bearing  in  haud, 
Ploweth  in  the  water,  and  soweUi  in  the  sand* 


y 


.CHARGJNG  OF  HIS  LOUE  AS  f^NFIT^OUS 
*ł  AND  LOUJNG  OTHER,  '^^  .  - 

Ip  amorous  fiaiith,  or  if  an  hart  Tnfained» 
A  swete  langoor,  a  greate  louely  desire, 
If  honestwylt  kindled  in  gentle  fire, 
If  long  erronr  in  a  blind  masę  chained, 
If  in  my  Ttsage  ecbe  thoaght  distained, 
Or  my  sparkellng  voice,  lower  or  hier, 
Which  feare  and  shame  so  wofullydoth  tyre, 
]f  pale  colonr  which  loue  alas  hath  stained, 
If  to  haue  another  then  my  self  morę  derę, 
If  nraleing  or  sighing  oontinually, 
Witb  soruwful  anger  fediną  busily^ 
If  burning  farr,  of  and  if  frising  nerę, 
Are  canse  that  I  by  loue  my  self  destroy, 
Yours  is  the  feult,  and  minę  tbe  great  annoy. 


THE  LOUER  DE8CRIBETH  HIS  Hm^ 
I^T  /       LESSE  STATE.  ^  ^ 

Tuk  flaming  sigbes  that  boyle  within  my  bicast, 
Sometime  break  fortb  and  l^ey  can  well  declaie, 
The  hanes  Tarest,  and  how  that  it  doth  farę, 
The  paine  therof,  the  griefe,  and  all  the  rest 
The  waterred  eyen  from  whence  the  teares  do  P, 
Do  feel  some  force  or  elce  they  would  be  dry, 
The  wasted  flesh  of  colour  ded  can  try. 
And  Bomtime  tell  what  swetness  is  in  gali. 
And  be  that  lust  to  see,  and  to  disceame,     . 
How  care  can  force  within  a  weried  miiid, 
Come  be  to  me  I  ami-that  place  assinde; 
But  for  all  tbis,  nu  force,  it  doth  no  harme, 
The  wonude,  atas,  happe  in  some  other  place, 
From  whenoe  noe  toole  away  tbe  akarre  can  laoe. 
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A  RENOUNCING  OF  LOVE.  2  CT 

Farewbłł  loue,  and  all  thy  lawes  for  ever, 
Thy  iMtyted  bookes  shall  tangle  me  no  morę: 
Senec,  and  Plato  cali  me  from  tby  lorę. 
To  parfit  weith,  my  witt  for  to  endeuer. 
In  blinde  errour  when  1  did  persener, 
Tby  sharp  repulse,  that  pricketh  aye  so  sore 
Taught  me  in  trifles  that  I  set  no  storę; 
But  scapte  forth  Łhence  sińce  libertie  is  leuer: 
Therefore,  farewell,  go  trouble  yonger  barta. 
And  in  me  claime  noo  morę  auctoritie: 
With  ydle  youth  groe  vse  thy  propertie, 
And  theron  spend  thy  many  brittle  dartes. 
For  hitherto  though  1  haue  lost  my  time, 
Me  list  no  lenger  rotten  bonghs  to  clime. 


', 


THE  LOUER  FORSAKETH  HIS  VSKINI>E 

^  LOUE.  -  a 

My  hart  I  gaue  thee,  not  to  doe  it  pain, 
Bnt  to  presenie,  lo,  it  to  thee  was  taken, 
1  scrned  thee,  not  that  [  should  be  forsaken, 
Bvt,  that  1  should  ceceiue  reward  againe. 


But  you  that  of  such  like  have  had  yoar  pait, 
Can  beat  be  indge.    Whensfore  my  iKedd  so  derę, 
I  thought  it  good  my  state  should  now  appere 
To  you,  and  that  there  is  no  great  desact 
And  wheras  you  in  weighty  matters  great* 
Of  fortunę  saw  tlie  shadow  tbat  yon  know, 
For  trifling  tbinges  I  now  am  stricken  so, 
That  though  i  fele  my  hart  doth  wound  and  beiA, 
I  sit  ałone  saue  on  the  second  day 
My  feuer  comes,  with  wbome  1  spend  my  time 
In  buruing  beat  while  that  she  listasstgne. 
And  who  hath  heith  aud  libertie  alwaie, 
Let  him  thank  God,  and  let  bim  not  praooke, 
To  haue  tbe  like  of  tbis  my  painfUlI  stroke . 


■J 


THE    LOUER   LAMENTES/THE  DEATB 

7  9  OF  HIS  Loqp.  ^ar 

}•  ^E  piller  perisht  is  wberto  I  lent, 
^^e  strongest  sŁay  of  mioe  vnquiet  minde; 
The  like  of  it  no  man  again  can  finde, 
From  east  towest  stilł  seking  though  bevent* 
To  minę  rnhappe.    For  happe  away  hath  reot 
Ot  all  my  ioy  tbe  very  bark  and  rinde. 
And  1  (alas!)  by  chance  am  thus  assinde, 
Dayly  to  moorne  till  death  do  it  reieot, 
Bttt  sins  that  tbus  it  is  by  desteny^ 
What  can  I  morę  but  haue  a  wofuil  hart; 
My  penne  tu  plaint,  my  voyce  in  caiefull  crye. 
My  mynde  in  wo,  my  body  fiiU  of  smart. 
And  I  my  self,  my  self  alwaies  to  hate, 
Tyli  dreadfull  death  doe  ease  my  dolefoU  sUte, 

/ 


\ 


THE  LOUER  SENDETH  STG 
^  MOUE  HIS  SUTE. 


Wt 


TO 


Oo  bumtng  sigbes  unto  the  frosen  bart, 
Ooe  break  tbe  yse  which  pities  |)«infuU  dart 


COMPLAINT  OF  THE  ABSEMCE  OF  HIS  LOUE. 
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Migfat  nerer  peiće,  and  if  that  morUll  praier 
In  heauen  be  heard  at  lest  yel  I  desire, 
Tbat  deatb,  ormercy,  end  my  wofull  smart: 
Take  with  thee  pain,  whereof  1  haue  my  pait. 
And  eke  tbe  flame  from  whicb  I  cannot  start. 
And  leaue  me  then  in  rest,  1  you  reąuire, 
Goe  burning  sigbes  fulfill  Uiat  I  desire, 
I  most  go  worke,  I  lee,  by  oraft  aod  art. 
For  truth  and  faitb  in  ber  is  laid  apart: 
Alas  I  cannot  tberefbre  now  assaile  ber, 
Witb  pitifoll  complaint  and  scalding  fier, 
Tbat  from  my  brest  deceiuably  dotb  start. 


COMPLATST  OF  THE  ABSENCE  OF  HIS 

LOUE. 

6o  feeble  is  tbe  thred  that  dotb  tbe  burden  stay, 
Of  my  poor  life;  in  heauy  pligbt  tbat  falleth  in  de» 

cay,  [succours, 

That  but  it  haue  elswbere  some  ayde  or  some 
The  ruoning  spindle  of  my  fate  anoo  sball  end  bis 

course.  [part» 

For  Since  thunbappy  boure  tbat  dyd  me  to  de- 
From  my  swetc  weale  one  ouly  hope  hatb  stayed 

my  iife  aparty  [minde, 

Which  doth  persvade  such  words  vnto  my  sored 
Maintaine  thy  selfe,  O  wofull  wight,  sumę  better 

łuck  to  finde:  [fiiRbt, 

For  though  thou  be  depriued  from  tby  desired 
Who  can  tbee  tell,  if  tby  returne  be  for  tby  morę 

deligbt  ?  [couer, 

Or  who  pan  tell,  thy  loss  if  tbou  mayst  once  re- 
Some  pleasant  bower  tby  wo  may  wrap,  and  tbee 

defend  aqd  couer.  [tained, 

Tbus  in  this  trust,  as  yet  it  hatb  my  Iife  sus- 
But  now  (alas)  1  see  it  faint,  and  I  by  trust  am 

trained.  [bend, 

The  tyme  dotb  ilete,  and  I  see  how  tbe  bowers  do 
6o  &st,  that  I  bane  scant  tbe  space  to  mar  kemy 

comming  end.  [bis  Hght, 

Westward  tbe  Sunne  from  out  tbe  esst  scant  sbews 
"When  in  tbe.west  be  bies  bim  straygbte  within  the 

dark  of  night; 
And  comes  as  fast,  wbere  be  began  bis  path  awry, 
From  east  to  west,  from  west  to  east,  so  dotb  bis 

ioureey  lye.  [here; 

The  lyfe  so  sbort  so  firayle,  that  mortall  men  liue 
Soe  great  a  weight,  so  beąuy  charge  the  bodyes 

tbat  we  berę ;  [space, 

Tbat  wben  I  tbiiik  vpon  tbe  distaunce  and  tbe 
That  doth  so  forre  deuide  me  from  my  derę  desired 

face, 
I  know  not  faow  fattaine  the  winges  that  I  requtrey 
To  ly  fi  me  up,  that  1  might  fly,  to  follow  my  desyre. 
Tbna  of  tbat  hope  that  dotb  my  Iife  sometbing 

sustaine, 
Alas  I  feare,  and  partlyfele,fn11  littledotb  remaine. 
ficbe  place  doth  bring  mc  grief,  wbere  I  doe  not 

bebold,  [wont  the  keys  to  hołd. 

Those  liuely  eyes,  which  of  my  thoughts,  were 
Those  thonghtes  wer  pleasant  swete  whilst  I  en- 

ioyd  that  grace,  [well  embrace. 

My  pleasure  past,  my  present  pain,  when  I  might 
And  for  because  my  waut  should  morę  my  woe 

encrease,  [doth  neuer  cease. 

la  watrh  and  slppc  botb  day  and  night,  my  will 
That  tbing  to  wisbe  whereof  syns  I  did  lose  the 

sif  bt,  [hart  deligbt. 

Was  neuer  tiiiug  tbat  mought  in  ought  my  wofull 


Thuneasy  Iife  1  leade,  dotb  teach  me  for  to  netę, 
The  floodes,  the  seas,  tbe  land,  tbe  billes,  tbat  doth 

them  entennete.  to  clere, 

Twene  me  and  tboee  shene  ligbts  that  wonted  for 
My  <larked  pangs  of  cloudy  thoughts,  as  brigbt  as 

Fhebus  sphere 
Itteacbetb  me  also,  what  was  my  pleasant  sta  te, 
The  morę  to  fele  by  euch  record  how  tbat  my 

welth  dotb  bate. 
If  such  record  (alas)  prouoke  thenflamed  minde, 
Which  sprong  that  day  that  I  did  leaue  tbe  best 

of  we  behind. 
If  loue  forget  himselfe  by  length  of  absencelet, 
Who  doth  me  guide  (O  wofidl  wretch)  Tnto  this 

baited  net  [for  me, 

Wbere  doth  encrease  my  care,  much  better  were 
As  dumme  as  stone,  all  tbing  forgot,  still  absent 

for  to  be.  ^glassc, 

Alas  tbe  dear  cbristall,  the  brigbt  transplendant 
Doth  not  bewray  the  coloors  bid  which  vndemeath 

it  hase;  [throwes  discouer, 

As    doth    tfaaocumbred    sprite   the    thpughtftiU 
Of  leares  delite  of  ferveut  loue,  tbat  in  our  bartes 

we  couer.  fli^bt; 

Out  by  these  eyes  it  sbeweth  that  evermore  de- 
In  plaint  and  teares  to  seek  redress,  and  eke  both 

day  and  night.  [reioyce, 

Those  kindes  of  pleasures  most  wherein  men  so 
To  me  they  do  redouble  still  of  stormy  sigbes  the 

▼oyce,  [tent. 

For,  I  am  one  of  them,  whom  playnt  doth  well  eon- 
It  fittes  me  well  my  absent  wealth  me  semes  forto 

lament;  -   [twaine. 

And  with  my  teares  tassy  to  char^  minę  eyes 
Like  as  my  hart  aboue  the  brmk  is  fraugbted  fuli 

uf  payne :  [treate 

And  for  because  thereto,  that  those  fair  eyes  to 
Da  me  prouoke^  I  will  returne,  my  plaint  tbus  to 

repeat; 
For  there  is  nothing  els,  so  toncbetb  me  within, 
Where  they  mle  all,  and  I  alone,  nought  but  the 

case  or  skin ; 
Wberefore  I  sball  returne  to  them,  as  well,  or  spring 
From  whom  descends  my  mortid  woe,  aboue  all 

otber  thing. 
So  sball  minę  eyes  in  payne  accompany  my  bort, 
That  were  the  guides,  tbat  did  it  lead  of  loue  to 

feel  tbe  smart.  [pride* 

Tbe  crisped  gold  that  dotb  surmount   AppoUot 
Tbe  liuely  streames  of  pleasant  starres  that  ynder 

it  doth  glide.  [theire  heate. 

Wherein  the  beames  of  loue   doe  still  increaae 
Which  yet  so  farre  touch  me  to  near  in  cold  to 

make  me  sweat: 
Tbe  wise  and  pleasant  talke,  soe  rare  or  etse  alone, 
That  gave  to  me  tbe  curteis  gift,  tbat  earst  had 

neuer  nooe. 
Be  forre  from  me  alas,  and  euery  other  thing, 
I  might  forbeare  with  better  will,  then  this  that  did 

me  bring  [payne, 

With  pleasand  woord  and  cbeer,  redress  of  lingred 
And  wonted  oft  in  kindled  will  to  rertue  me  to 

trayne. 
Tbus  am  I  forst  to  hear  and  harken  after  newes. 
My  comfort  scant,  my  large  desire  in  doubtftil 

trust  rcncwes. 
And  yet  with  morę  deligbt  to  monę  my  wofull 

case, 
I  must  compłaine  those  bands,  those  armcs,  tbat 

firmly  do  embrace 
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Me  firoiii  my  sdf,  and  role  tlie  iterae  of  my  poor 

life, 
The  swete  diisdaynes,  the  pleasant  wrathes,  and 

eke  the  looely  atriiie. 
TbaŁ  woDted  well  to  tanę  in  temper  iust  and  metę, 
Tlie  ragę,  that  oft  did  make  me  erre,  by  ftirour  vd- 

discrete. 
AU  this  is  hid  fro  me  with  sharp  and  ragged  billes, 
At  otheri  will  my  long  abode,  my  depe  dyspsyr 

fulfiUrs.  [dreise, 

And  if  my  hope  sometime  rysę  Tp  by  aome  le- 
It  stumbieth  straight  for  feable  faint  my  fear  batb 

Buch  exces8e. 
Such  18  the  sort  of  hope,  the  less  for  morę  deayre, 
And  yet  I  trust  ere  that  1  dye,  to  se  that  1  require. 
The  resting  place  of  loue,  wbere  virtae  dwells  and 

growes,  [repose. 

There  I  ficsire  my  wery  life  sometime  may  take 
My  song  thou  shalt  attain  to  find  that  pleasant 

płace,  [to  haue  this  grace, 

Where  she  doth  liuc  by  whom  I  Ihie:  may  chaoce 
Wben  she  hath  read,  aod  seeu  the  griefe  wherein 

1  serue,  [thee  reserue. 

Between  ber  brests  she  shall  thee  put  there  shall  she 
Then  tell  ber,  that  1  eonie,  she  shall  me  shortly 


WYATS  POEBfS. 


And  if  for  waighte  the  body  feyle,  the  soul  shall  to 
her  fiee. 


THE  LOUER  BLAMETH  HIS  LOUE  FOR 
RENTING  OF  THE  LETTER  HE  8ENT 

HER,  ^  :     . 

SuFFitBD  not  (Madame)  that  yoa  did  teare. 
My  wofnil  hart,  but  thus  also  to  rent 
The  weping  paper  that  to  yoo  I  sent; 
Whereof  ech  letter  was  written  with  a  tear? 
Could  not  my  present  paynes  (alas)  saiBse 
Yonr  gredy  hart,  and  that  my  hart  doth  fele, 
Torments  that  prick  morę  sharper  than  the  stele? 
But  new  and  new  must  to  my  lot  arise. 
Vse  then  my  death :  soe  shall  your  cruelty, 
Spite  of  your  spyte  rk)  me  from  all  my  smart. 
And  I  no  morę  such  torments  of  the  hart 
Fele  as  1  doe.  This  shall  you  gain  tbereby. 


THE  LOUER  CUR8ETH  THE  TIME  WHEN 
FIRST  HE  FELL  IN  LOUE. 

WiiEN  fyrst  minę  cyes  did  view  and  marke^ 
Thy  fair  beawtie  to  bebołd. 
And  when  my  ears  lystned  to  barkę, 
The  pleasant  words  that  thou  me  told  ; 

I  would  aa  then  I  had  ben  free, 

From  ears  to  hear,  and  eyes  to  aee. 
And  when  my  lips  gan  fyrst  to  moue, 
Wherby  my  hart  to  thee  was  knowne. 
And  when  my  toog  did  talke  of  loup. 
To  thee  that  hast  true  loue  downe  throwne. 

1  would  my  lipps  and  tong  also 

Had  then  bene  dum,  no  deal  to  go. 
And  when  my  hands  haue  handled  ought, ' 
That  thee  hath  kept  in  memorie, 
And  when  my  feet  haue  gone  and  aought 
To  find  and  get  thee  companie. 

I  would  eche  band  a  foot  had  bene. 

And  I  eche  foote  a  band  had  sene. 


And  wben  in  minde  I  did  cctiseiit. 
To  folow  this  my  fancies  wUl, 
And  when  my  hart  did  firat  lelent. 
To  taate  soch  bait  my  life  to  spilL 
I  would  my  hart  had  bene  as  thine^ 
Or  els  thy  bart  had  been  as  myne. 


THE  LOUER  DETERMINETH  TO  SERUE 
FAITHFULLY. 

Since  loue  will  needs  that  I  shall  loue, 

Of  very  foroe  I  must  «gree. 

And  sińce  no  chance  may  it  remoue, 

In  wealth  and  in  adversitie. 

I  shall  alway  my  selfe  apply. 

To  serye  and  ai^r  paciently. 

Thoagh  for  good  will  I  finde  bnt  hate. 
And  crueiy  my  life  to  wast. 
And  though  that  still  a  wretcbed  ataia 
Sbould  pine  my  days  vnto  the  last: 
Yet  I  profesś  it  willingly,- 
To  aerue  and  suffsr  paciently. 

For  sioce  my  hart  ia  bound  to  seniey 
And  I  not  mler  of  minę  owne, 
What  aoe  befeU,  till  that  I  stenie. 
By  proofe  fuli  well  it  shall  be  knowne^ 
That  I  shall  still  my  selfe  «pply. 
To  serue  and  suffer  paciently. 

Yet  though  my  griefe  findc  no  redresse* 
Bot  still  encrease  before  minę  eyes^ 
Though  my  reward  be  cmelnesse* 
With  all  the  harme»  happe  can  dóiise^ 
Yet  I  professe  it  willingly 
To  aerue  and  sufler  paciently. 

Yea  though  Fortune  her  pleasant  face 
Shoald  ahew,  to  set  me  up  aloft. 
And  straight  my  wealth  for  to  deface, 
Should  m'rithe  away,  as  she  doth  oft, 
Yet  would  1  still  my  self  apply 
To  aerue  and  sufler  paciently. 

There  is  no  griefe,  no  smert,  no  wo^ 
That  yet  I  fele,  or  after  shall, 
That  from  this  minde  may  make  me  go. 
And  włiatsoeuer  me  befall, 
I  do  profess  it  willingly 
To  s«rue  and  sufler  paciently. 


THE  LOUER  SUSPECTED  BLAMETH  YU 

TONGUES,         i  -   \ 

MiSTRun-FUŁŁ  minda  be  moTed, 
To  haae  me  in  suspect, 

The  truth  it  shall  be  proTed, 
Which  time  shall  once  detect. 

Though  falsbed  go  about, 
Of  crime  me  to  accuse, 
At  length  I  do  not  dout. 
But  truth  shall  me  excuse. 
Such  sawce,  aa  they  haue  aerued^ 
To  me  without  desart, 
Eucn  as  they  haue  deserued, 
Thcrof  6od  send  tfaem  part. 


OF  HIS  LOUE  CALŁED  ANNA. 
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THS  LOUER  COMPLATNETH,  AND  HIS 
LADIE  COMFORTETH, 

• 

Ignur,  It  buroeth  yet,  alas,  my  hartes  dekire, 

latt^,  What  te  Łhe  tbinfr,  that  hatb  inBamM  tby 

//>.  A  certaioe  point  as  fertient  as  tbe  fyre.  [beri? 

LAn  Tbe  beat  shall  cease  if  tbat  tboa  wilt  conuert. 

Lo,  I  cannot  stop  the  feraent  rageiog  yre. 

Xa.  Wbat  may  1  do,  if  tby  self  cause  tby  tmart? 

JLo.  Heare  my  reąoest,  and  rew  my  weepiag  cbere. 

Xa  With  right  good  will  say  od:  Io,  I  tbee  berę. 

Xo.  That  thing  would  I,  that  maketb  two  content. 

Ia.  Thou  seekest,  percbaance  of  me,  that  1  may  not. 

Jm*  Would  God,  tbou  wouldest,  as  tboa  mayst, 
well  assent. 

Za.  That  1  may  not  tbe  griefe  te  minę,  God  wot 

to.  But  I  it  fetę,  whatso  tby  wordes  ba^e  ment. 

Xa.  Suspect  me  not,  my  wordes  be  not  forgott. 

lo.  Then  say,  alas!  shall  I  ba^e  help  or  no? 

JLa.  1  see  no  time  to  answere,  yca,  but  no. 

Zo.  Say  yea,  derę  hart,aDd  stand  no  morę  in  dout. 

In,  1  may  not  grant  a  thing  that  is  so  derę. 

lo.  Ijo  witb  delaies,  thou  driues  me  still  abouL 

Jju  Tbou  wouldst  my  deatb,  it  plaioly  dotb  ap- 
pcre.  [out 

£o.  First  may  my  heart  his  blood,  and  łtfe  blede 

Lfr  Tben  for  my  sake,  alas!  thy  will  fbrbere. 

Ztf.  From  day  to  day,  thus  wasies  my  life  away. 

Ia.  Yet  for  the  best,  snifre  some  smali  delay. 

Ia  Now  good,  say  yea,  do  once  so  good  a  dcde. 

ht,  ]f  J  sayd  yea,  wbat  shoutd  therof  ensue  ? 

Ia  An  bart  in  payne  of  succour  m  should  spede, 
Twixt  yea,  and  nay,  my  doute  shall  stili  renew, 
My  swete,  say  yea,  and  do  away  this  drede. 

Ztf.  Tbou  wilt  nedes  so;  be  it  so;  but  then  be  trew. 

lik  Nought  would  I  els,  nor  other  treasure  nonę. 
Tbas  hearts  be  wonne  by  loue,  request,  and 
wone. 


WHY  LOUE  IS  BUND. 

Of  pnrpote,  loue  cbose  first  for  to  be  blindei 
For  be  witb  sight  of  that,  tbat  I  bebolde, 
Vanqui8ht  had  been,  agaiost  all  godly  kinde. 
His  bow  your  band,  and  trusse  should  haue  ynfolde. 
And  he  with  me  to  serue  had  been  assinde, 
Bnt,  for  be  blind,  and  recklests  would  bim  bolde, 
And  still,  by  chance,  bis  dedly  ^trokes  bestow, 
With  sucb,  as  see,  I  serue,  and  suffer  wo« 


TO  HIS  FNKINDE  LOUE. 

What  ragę  is  tbis?  wbat  furor?  of  what  kynde? 
What  power?  wbat  plagę  dotb  wery  tbus  mye 
Within  my  bones  to  ranUe  is  assinde,  [minde? 
What  poysoD  pleasant  swete? 

Lo  see  myne  eyes  flow  witb  continua!  teares, 
The  body  still  away  slepelesse  it  weares, 
My  foode  notbing  my  fainting  strengtb  repaires 
Nor  doth  my  limmes  sustałne. 

Ifl  depe  wide  wonnd,  tbe  dedly  stroke  dóth  tume, 
Tocureles  ikarre  tbatneyer  shall  retume, 
Go  to,  triomph,  reioyce  thy  goodly  turnc, 
Thy  fnend  tbou  doest  oppresse. 


Oppresse  tbou  doest,  and  hast  of  bim  no  cure. 
Nor  yet  my  plaint  no  pitie  can  procure, 
Fierce  tygre  fell,  bard  rocke  without  recure 
Cruel  rebell  to  loue. 

Once  may  tbou  loue,  neuer  beloued  again» 
So  loue  thou  still,  and  not  thy  loue  obtain, 
So  wratbfoll  loue  with  spites  of  iust  disdaią, 
May  thret  tby  cruell  hart. 


TffE  LOUER  BLAMETH  HIS  INSTANT 

DESIRE. 

Dbsirb  (alas!)  my  maister,  and  my  fo, 
So  sore  altered  tby  self,  bow  maist  tbou  see? 
Some  time  thou  sekest,  and  driues  me  to  and  fro; 
Some  time  tbou  leadst,  that  leadetb  tbee  and  mee, 
Wbat  reason  is  to  rule  thy  subjectes  so. 
By  forced  law  and  mutabilitie? 
For  where  by  tbee  I  douted  to  baue  blame, 
£uen  now  by  hate  again  I  dout  the  aame. 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  HIS  ESTATE. 

I  9EE  tbat  chance  hatb  chosen  me 
Thus  secretly  to  Hue  in  payne. 
And  to  anotber  geuen  the  fee, 
Of  all  my  losse  to  baue  tbe  gayne. 
By  chance  assinde  tbus  do  I  serue^ 
And  other  haue  tbat  1  deseme. 

Unto  my  self  some  time  alone 
I  do  lament  my  wofull  case. 
But  what  auailetb  me  to  monę? 
Since  trotb  and  pitie  hatb  no  place 
In  them,  to  wbom  I  sue  and  serue, 
And  other  baue  tbat  I  deseru^ 

To  seke  by  meane  to  cbange  this  minif, 
Alas,  I  prone  it  will  not  be; 
For  in  my  hart  1  cannot  finde, 
Once  to  refraine,  but  still  agree 
As  bound  by  foroe  alway  to  serue. 
And  other  baue  tbat  I  desenie. 

Such  is  tbe  fortunę  tbat  I  haue. 
To  loue  them  most,  that  loue  me  lest, 
And  to  my  paine  to  seke  and  craue 
Tbe  thing,  that  other  haue  posaest: 
So  thus  in  vaine  alway  I  serue. 
And  other  haue  tbat  I  deserue. 

And  till  I  may  appease  tbe  beate, 
If  tbat  my  bappe  will  happe  so  well. 
To  wayle  my  wo  my  beart  shall  freate, 
Wbose  pensif  paine  my  tong  can  tell; 
Yet  thus  Tuhappy  must  I  serue. 
And  otber  baue  that  1  deseme. 


OP  HIS  LOUE  CALLED  ANNA. 

Wbat  word  is  tbat,  tbat  cbangeth  not, 
Thougb  it  be  turnde  and  madę  in  twaine  ? 
It  is  minę  Anna,  God  it  wot, 
The  only  causer  of  my  paine; 
My  loue  ihat  medeth  with  disdaine. 
Yet  is  it  łoued,  wbat  will  you  morę? 
U  is  my  salue,  and  eke  my  sore. 


A 
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WYAPS  P0EM8. 


THAT  PLEASURE  IS  MIXED  WITH 
EUERY  PAINE, 

Venemous  thornes  that  are  so  sharpe  and  kene, 
Beare  flowers  we  se,  fuli  fresh  and  faire  of  hoe, 
Poison  łs  aiso  put  in  medicine, 
Aod  vnto  man  his  heith  doth  oft  renae: 
The  fire  that  all  things  eke  con^ametb  clene, 
May  hurt  and  heale:  then  if  that  thw  be  tnie, 
1  trust  some  time  my  harm  uiay  be  my  bealth, 
SJDS  e^ery  woc  k  ioyned  with  some  wealŁh. 


A  RIDDLE  OFA  GIFT  OEVEN  BY  A 

LADJE. 

A  ŁADY  cane  me  a  gyft  sbe  had  not; 

And  I  receiued  her  gift  whieh  I  took  not; 

She  gaue  it  me  willingły,  and  yet  she  would  not; 

And  I  receiued  it  albeit  I  could  not. 

If  she  giue  it  me  I  force  not; 

And  if  she  take  it  againe  she  cares  not^ 

Conster  what  tbis  is,  and  tel  not; 

For  I  am  fast  sir  orne,  I  may  not. 


THAT  SPEAKIKG     OR    PROFERING 
BRL\GES  ALtVAY  SPEDISG. 

SpEAKE  thou  and  spede,  where  will  or  power 
ought  heipeth,  [weith: 

Where  power  doth  want,  will  must  be  wonne  by 
Tor  nede  will  spede,  where  will  workes  iKit  his 
kinde,  [finde. 

And  gayne  thy  foes  tby  frendes  shall  cause  thee 
For  sute  and  golde,  what  do  not  they  obtayne  ? 
Of  good  and  bad  the  tryers  are  these  twayi^e. 


WHETHER  LIBERTiE  BY  LOSSE  Of 
LIFE,  OR  UFE  IN  PRISON  AND 
THRALDOM  BE  TO  BE  PREPERRED, 

Lyke  as  the  birde  within  the  cage  enclosed, 
The  dore  unspared,  her  foe  the  hawke  withoot 
Twixt  death  and  prison  piteously  oppreBed, 
Wbether  for  to  chose  standeth  in  dout; 
L()  lo  do  I,  which  seke  to  bring  about, 
Wfaich  should  be  best  by  determinacion 
By  losse  of  life,  libertie,  or  life  by  prison. 

O  mischief  by  mtschief  to  be  redressed^ 
Wbei-e  pain  is  best  there  lieth  but  little  pteasore, 
By  short  deth  better  to  be  deJioered, 
Then  bidę  in  painfuU  life,  tbraldome  apd  doler. 
Smali  is  the  pfeasure  where  much  pain  we  auŚer, 
Rather  therfone  to  cbuse  me  thinketh  wisdome, 
By  (osB  of  life  Ubertie,  then  life  by  prisoD. 

And  yet  me  thinket  altbough  I  liae  and  sniR', 
I  do  but  waite  a  time  and  fortiines  chance; 
Oft  many  thinges  do  happen  in  one  howcr; 
That  whłch  opprest  me  now  may  me  aduance; 
In  time  is  trast,  which  by  deatbes  greuaunce 
Is  wholy  lost.    Then  wer  it  not  reason 
By  death  to  cbuse  libertie,  and  not  life  by  pnsoo. 

But  death  wer  delinerance  where  life  leogths 
paine, 
Of  these  two  ylłcs  let  see  now  cboosethe  best| 
This  bird  to  deliner  that  hare  doth  plain; 
What  say  ye  louers,  whieh  ahal  be  the  best? 
In  cage  tbraldome,  or  by  the  hawke  q)pre8t; 
And  which  to  choose,  make  plaia  conclosioo 
By  losse  of  life  libertie,  or  life  by  prison. 


HE  RULETH  NOT  THOUGH  HE  RAIGNE 
OUER  REALMESy  THAT  IS  SUBJECT 
TO  HIS  OWN  LUSTES. 

If  thou  wilt  mighty  be,  flee  from  the  ragę 
Of  cruell  will,  and  see  thou  kepe  the  free 
From  the  foul  yoke  of  sensual  bondage; 
For  though  thine  empire  stretcbe  to  Indian  sea, 
And  for  thy  fear  trembleth  the  fardetłi  Thylee, 
If  thy  deflire  haue  ouer  thee  the  power, 
Subject  thoi  art  thou,  and  no  gouemour. 

If  to  be  noble  and  high  thy  mind  be  moued, 
Consider  well  thy  grounde  and  thy  beginning, 
For  he  that  hath  eche  starre  in  heaven  fixed, 
Aod  geves  the  moone  her  hom(4  and  her  eclipsing, 
Alike  hath  madę  the  noble  in  his  working^ 
So  that  wretched  no  way  may  thou  bee, 
Ezcept  fonie  last  and  vice  doe  cooqoer  thee. 

Ali  were  it  so  thou  bad  a  flood  of  gold 
U  oto  thy  thirat,  yet  should  it  not  suiiioe; 
And  thoogb  with  Indian  Stones  a  tbousand  fbide, 
Morę  precious  then  can  thy  self  deuise. 
Ycharged  were  thy  backe;  thy  couetise. 
And  busy  byting  yet  should  neuer  let 
Thy  wretched  lifc^  ne  do  tby  death  profet. 


AGAINST  HOURDERS  OF  MONEY. 
(From  the  Greek  Epigram.) 

For  shamefast  harme  of  great  and  hateftill  ned^i 
In  depe  dispaire,  as  did  a  wretch  go, 
With  ready  corde  out  of  his  life  to  spede, 
His  stumbling  łoote,  did  finde  an  ho">«»  *?» 
Of  gold,  I  say,  where  he  preparde  this  dede 
And  in  eschaoce,  he  left  the  corde  tho. 
He  that  had  hid  the  golde,  and  found  it  not, 
Of  that  he  found,  he  shapt  his  ncck  a  kaot. 


DISCRIPTION  OF  A  GONNE. 

YuŁCANE  begat  me,  Minerua  mc  taught. 
Naturę  my  mother,  craft  nourisht  me  S^^JJJ^ 
Thie  bodłeś  are  my  foodej    my  **^"^"r"^ 

nanght.  hildrfO 

Anger,  wrath,  wast,  and  noyfc,  are  iny  co'"' 
Gesse  frende,  what  I  am,  and  how  I  sm  wrsugu*, 
Monster  of  sea  or  of  lande,  or  of  els  ^^ere: 
Know  me,  and  vse  me,  and  I  may  tb«  '^ 
And  if  I  be  thine  enmy  1  may  thy  hfe  enoe. 


WYATE  BEING  IN  PRISON  TO  BBIA^- 

SiGHBS  are  my  foode,  my  drink  are  mj  ^^i 
Clinking  of  fetteis  would  such  miwike crauc, 
Stink,  and  close  ayre,  away  my  h^  »^  ^'^^^' 
Poor  lunocence  is  al  the  hope  1  |jaoe, 
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Itain,  windę,  or  wether,  judge  I  by  my  eares, 
Maltce  assautei  tbat  righteonsnene  ^oald  hane. 
Surę  am  I,  Brian,  thifl  woand  8hall  heale  againe, 
Bbt  yety  alas !  the  skane  sball  ftill  remaine. 


OP  DISSEMBUNG  WORDES. 

Tbkoughout  the  worid  if  it  were  songbt, 
Faise  words  ynough  a  man  ihall  6nde; 
Tbey  be  gocd  cbepeytbey  cost  right  noagbt, 
Tlieir  snbstanoe  is  but  only  windę: 
But  weti  to  say,  and  so  to  mene, 
Tbat  swete  aocoid  is  Beldom  sene. 


OF  THE  MEAN  AND  SURĘ  ESTATE. 
(From  Seneca*8  Cboitis.) 

SsDND  who  80  list  npon  tbe  slipper  wheele,  . 
Of  hie  estate^  and  let  me  berę  reioyce. 
And  Tse  my  life  in  quietne88e  ecbe  dele, 
Unknowen  in  court  tbat  batb  the  wanton  toyes, 
In  bydden  place  my  time  shall  sluwly  passe. 
And  wben  my  yeres  be  past  witbouteii  noyse, 
I^et  me  die  olde  after  the  common  tracę; 
For  gripes  of  deatb  doth  be  too  bardly  pass; 

Tbat  knowen  is  to  all,  but  to  himself,  alas ! 

He  dyetb  unknowen,  dased  witb  dreadfuU  face. 


TBE  COURTIERS  UFE. 

lir  court  to  serue  decked  with  fresbe  aray, 
Of  sugred  meates  feling  the  swete  repast, 
Tbe  llfein  bankets  and  sundry  kindes  of  playe. 
Amid  the  prease  of  worldly  lookes  to  waste. 
Uatb  with  it  joynde  oft  times  sucb  bitter  taste, 
That  who  so  ioyes  sucb  kinde  of  life  to  bold, 
In  prison  ioyes  fettred  witb  cbeiues  of  gold. 


op  disappointed  purposb  by  neg^ 

.  ljgence. 

Of  Cartbage  be  that  worthy  warriour, 

Could  ouercome,  but  could  not  use  bis  cbance ; 

And  I  likewise  of  aU  my  loug  endeanour, 

Tbe  sbarpe  conque8t  thougb  fortunę  did  adrance, 

Ne  could  1  ^se.    The  bojd  that  is  geren  orer, 

]  vnpos8esse,  so  hangeth  now  in  balance 

Of  warre,  my  peace,  rewarde  of  all  my  payne, 
•  At  Mountzon  thos  1  restless  rest  in  Spaine. 


.OP  HIS  RETURNE  FROM  SPAINE. 

Tagui  farewell,  that  westward  with  tfay  stremes, 
l^irnes  vp  the  graines  of  gold  already  tried ; 
For  1  with  spurre  and  saile  go  seke  tbe  Temmes,, 
Gaioward  the   Snnne  tbat  sheweth  ber   weithy 

pńde; 
And  to  the  town  that  Brutus  sought  by  dreames, 
Łike  bended  monę  tbat  łeaucs  ber  lusty  side, 
My  king,  my  countrey  1  seke,  for  w  bom  1  Iive, 
O  ołłghty  looe  tbe  windes  for  this  me  giue* 

TOŁ.  lU 


OP  SODAINE  TRUSTING. 

DRfUBH  by  desire,  I  did  this  dede. 
To  danger  my  selfe  without  cause  wby, 
To  trust  thuntrue  not  like  to  spede. 
To  speake  and  promise  faithfuUy: 
But  now  the  proofe  doth  verify, 
That  wbo  so  trusteth  ere  be  koow, 
Doth  hurt  himself  and  please  bys  foe. 


OP    THE    MOTHER    THAT  EATE    HER 
CHILD  AT  THE  SIEGE  OP  lERUSALEM. 

lv  doutfull  brest  whiles  motherly  pity, 

Witb  ftirious  fiimine  standeth  at  debatę 

The  mother  saith,  O  child  vnbappy. 

Return  thy  blood  where  thou  hadst  milkę  of  late, 

Yeld  me  those  limmeą  that  I  madę  Toto  tbeei 

And  entre  there  where  thou  wer  generate. 

For  of  one  body  against  all  naturę,  .    . 

To  another  must  I  make  sepulture. 


OF  THE  MEANE  AND  SUHE   ESTATE 
WRITTEN  TO  JOHN  POINS. 

MY.roothers  maides  when  tbey  do  sowę  and  spinoe^ 
They  sing  a  song  madę  ofą  feldisbe  mouse: 
Tbat  for  bicause  her  liuelod  was  but  thinne, 
Would  nedes  go  se  ber  iownish  sisters  bouse. 
She  thought  her  self  endnrde  to  grenoos  paine, 
The  siormy  blastes  her  caue  so  sore  did  sowae; 
Tbat  when  tbe  furrowse  swimmed  witb  the  raine, 
She  must  lye  colde,  and  wet  in  sory  pligfat; 
And  worse  then  that,bare  meate  there  did  remainę^ 
To  comfort  her,  when  sbe  her  bouse  bad  dight. 
Some  time  a  harley  come,  sometime  a  beane. 
For  which  she  laboored  bard  both  day  and  nigbt. 
In  haruesttime,  wbile  sbe  migbt  go  and  gleane. 
And  when  her  storę  was  stroyed  with  tbe  floode^ 
Then  welaway  for  she  yndone  was  clone: 
Then  was  sbe  faipc  to  take,  instede  of  foode 
Ślepe  if  sbe  might,  ber  hunger  to  begile. 
My  sister,  quod  she,  batb  a  liaing  good. 
And  hencc  from  me  sbe  dwelletb  not  a  mile; 
In  colde  and  storme,  shelyeth  warme  and  drye 
In  bed  of  downe;  tbe  durt  doth  not  defile 
Her  tender  fote,  she  labours  not  as  I. 
Richely  she  fedes,  and  at  the  riche  mans  cost,^ 
And  for  her  meate  she  nedes  not  craOe  nor  ery ; 
By  sea,  by  land,  of  delicztes  the  most 
Her  cater  sekes,  and  spareth  for  no  perell : 
She  fedes  on  boyle  meate,  bakę  meate  and  rost 
And  hath  therefore  no  whit  of  charge  nor  travelL 
And  when  sbe  list,  the  licourof  tbe  grapę 
Duth  gład  her  hart,  till  that  her  belly  swell. 
And  at  this  iourney  makes  sbe  but  a  iape, 
So  forth  she  goes,  trusting  of  all  thys  wealthi^ 
Witb  her  sister  ber  part  so  for  to  shape, 
That  if  she  might  there  kepe  hcrself  in  heatthi^ 
To  Hue  a  lady  while  ber-tife  doth  lasŁ  ^ 
And  to  the  dore  now  is  she  come  by  stealtb, 
And  with  her  foote  anone  she  scrapes  fuli  fast. 
Thother  for  feare  durst  not  well  scąrse  appeare;^ 
Of  euery  noyse  so  was  the  wretch  agasŁ. 
At  last,  she  asked  sofUy  who  was  there. 
And  in  her  language  as  well  as  she  could, 
Pepe  (quod  the  other)  sit  ter,  1  am  ha^e^ 
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WYAPS  PCOIIS. 


Ptoce  (ąuod  the  towne  mouse)  wbyspeąkert  tboa 

M>  loude  ? 
And  by  tbe  band  she  toke  ber  fiiire  aod  well. 
Welcoine,  qnod  tbe,  my  sister  by  tbe  rode, 
She  feasted  ber,  Łbat  ioye  it  was  to  tell, 
The  farę  tbey  bad,  they  drank  tbe  wyne  so  ćlere. 
And  as  to  purpose  now  and  tben  itfell 
Sbe  cbered  ber,  witb,  how,  sister,  what  cbere? 
Amid  tbis  ioy  befell  a  sory  ebanice, 
ThatfWelaway,  tbe  stranger  bougbt  fuU  derę, 
The  farę  she  had;  for  as  sbe  lookte  a  skauce, 
Under  a  stole  sbe  spied  two  steming  eyes 
In  a  rounde  bead,  with  sbarp  eares  s  in  Fmnce 
Was  never  mouse  so  feard,  for  the  mwise 
Had  not  ysene  sucb  a  beast  befure. 
Yet  had  naturę  taught  ber  after  gise 
To  know  ber  fo,  and  dread  him  euermore; 
The  towne  mouse  fied,  śhe  kncw  wbither  to  go, 
The  other  bad  uo  shift,  but  wonders  sore ; 
Feai*d  of  ber  life,  at  borne  slie  wisht  ber  tho', 
And  to  tbe  dore,  alas!  as  she  dtd  skippe, 
The  Heaven  it   would,  lo !   and  eke  ber  chance 

was  so, 
At  thc  thrcsbold  ber  sely  fote  did  trippe^ 
And  ere  sbe  might  recouer  it  again, 
The  traytour  cat  had  caught  her  by  tbe  bippe, 
And  raade  her  there  again&t  ber  wyli  remaine, 
That  hntb  fbrgot  ber  power  suertłe,*and  rest. 
For  seking  weith,  wberein  sbe  thought  to  raigne. 

Alas  (my  Poyns)  how  men  do  seke  the  best. 
And  finde  the  worse>  by  errour  as  they  stray.e; 
And  no  maruell,  wben,  sight  is  so  opprest, 
And  blindes  the  guide,  anone  out  of  the  way 
'C?o€th  guide  and  all  in  seking  quict  lyfe. 
O  wretched  mindes!  there  is  no  golde  that  may, 
Graunt  that  you  seke,  no  wąiTe,  i)o  pcace,  no 

strife:  [golde. 

Ko,    no,  aithough  thy  bead  were    boopt   wiUi 
Sorjeant  with  mace, with  hawbart,  sword  nor  knife, 
Can  not  repulse  tbe  c^ro  that  fuIow  should. 
Eohe  kinde  of  life  bath  with  him  his  disease, 
Liue  in  delites,  even  on  thy  Uist  would, 
Aiid  tliou  sbalt  finde,  wben  lusŁ  dotb  most  thee 

please, 
It  irketb  straight,  and  by  itself  doth  fiidć. 
Ą  smaU  thing  is  it,  tbat  may  thy  minde  appease? 
Nonę  of  you  all  there  is,  that  is  so  madde 
To  seke  for  grapes  on  brambles,  or  on  bryers. 
Nor  nonę  I  trow,  that  hatl)  a  witte  so  badde 
To  set  bis  bay  for  conies  ouer  riuers ; 
Nor  ye  set  not  a  dragge  net  for  an  bare; 
Ańd  yet  tbe  tbing,  that  most  is  yonr  desire, 
You  do  misseke,  witb  morc  travcll  and  care. 
Make  plaine  thine  barCtbat  it  be  not  knotted 
With  hope  o^  dreade,  and  se  thy  will  be  bare 
From  all  afiectes,  whom  vice  bath  never  spotted; 
TRy  self  content  witb  tbat  is  tbe  assinde. 
And  vse  it  well  that  is  to  tbe  alottedi 
Then  seke  no  morę  out  of  thy  selfe  to  fynde 
The  thing  that  tbou  hast  sought  so  Iqng  befbre; 
For  tbou  sbalt  feelc  it  siticking  in  thy  minde. 
Madę,  if  ye  list  to  continue  your  sore, 
Let  picsent  passe,  and  gapę  on  time  to  comę, 
And  depe  thy  self  in  trauell  roore  and  morę. 
Menceforth  (my  Poins)  thiis  shall  be  all  and  some, 
These  wretched  foolcs  sbalt  bare  nougtit  els  of  mie: 
Hut,  to  the  great  God,  and  to  bis  dome. 
Nonę  other  payne  pray*  1  for  tbem  to  be ; 
But  wben  the  ragę  doth  leade  them  from  tbe  right 
l^hat  lóking  backwaid  vertue  tbcy  ma^  see 


Eoen  aa  ahe  18,  lo  ffoadl  j  fiufe  and  brigiit; 
And  wbiUt  they  elanie   tbeir  losts  ia  tim 
acrut8«y  [augM, 

Graunt  tbem,  good  Lord,  as^tbon  maist^^t^ 
To  freat  inwaidy  for  losing  such  a  losse. 


OF  THE  COURTIBR3  LiPE^  WWiTES  TO 

JOHN  POISS. 

Mthb  own  John  Poins,  aioce  ye  Mketokum 
Tbe  cauaes  wby  tbat  homeward  I  medcaw. 
And  flee  tbe prease of  oourtes,  wberen tfaey 9% 
Rather  tben  to  liue  tbrall  ▼odór  the  awe 
Of  lordły  lokes,  wnpped  withm  my  cMoe; 
To  will  and  lust  leaming  to  set  a  kwe: 
U  is  not,  that  because  I  -siforae  or  mocke 
Tbe  power  of  tbem  whom  fortunę  taere  hath  kift 
Charge  over  vs,  of  Hght  to  strike  tbe  stnike; 
Bot  true  it  is,  that  I  haue  always  ment 
Lesse  to  esteme  tbem,  then  tbe  oommon  soit, 
Of  outward  thinges  that  iudge  in  tbeyr  enteot 
Without  regarde  whatinward  doth  resort 
I  graunt,  some  time  of  glory  that  tbe  (ire, 
Doth  touch  my  bart    Me  list  not  to  report 
R!ame  by  bonour,  and  honour  to  desire. 
But  how  may  I  tbis  bonour  now  attaine, 
Tbat  cannot  dye  tbe  colour  blacke  a  lier? 
My  Poins,  I  cannot  frame  my  tune  to  &iae, 
To  cloke  tbe  trutb,  for  praise  witboat  deseit 
Of  tbem  that  list  all  Tice  for  to  retainc. 
1  cannot  honour  them,  tbat  set  tbeir  part 
Witb  Yenus  and  Baccbus  all  tbeyr  life  lonf. 
Nor  hołd  my  peace  of  tbem,  aithough  I  uaut 
I  cannot  croocbe  nor  knele  to  such  a  wronge} 
To  worship  tbem  like  God  on  eartb  aiooe, 
That  are  as  wolves  these  sely  lambes  among* 
I  cannot  with  my  wordes  complayne  aod  mooCi  ^ 
And  suflTer  nought ;  nor  smart  without  compbiotJ 
Nor  turne  the  word  tbat  frtim  my  moath  i«  go"** 
I  cannut  speakc  and  loke  like  as  a  saiot 
U«e  wyU:s  for  wit,  and  make  desce  it  a  pleasa?, 
Cali  ciaft*  counFaile,  for  Incre  still  to  paint, 
I  ran  not  wrest  the  taw  to  fili  the  coffer; 
With  innocent  bloud  to  fede  my  self  fett^ 
And  do  most  hurt,  where  that  most  belpe  1  wW* 
I  am  not  he,  that  can  alłow  the  state, 
Of  hie  Ceaser,  and  damne  Cato  to  dye, 
That  with  his  death  did  scape  out  of  thc  gste, 
From  Ceasers  hands,  if  Uay  doth  not  lie. 
And  wuuid  not  liue  where  liberty  was  lostj 
So  did  his  bart  the  oommon  wealtb  apply* 
I  am  not  be,  suche  eloąuenoe  to  bost, 
To  make  the  crow  in  sinsing,  as  tbe  swsone; 
Kor  cali  tbe  lion  of  ooiirard^beastes  tbe  mo^i 
That  can  not  take  a  moase,  as  tbe  cat  on; 
And  be  that  dyeth  for  honger  of  tbe  golde, 
Cali  him  Alexander,  and  say  thst  Pan 
Passcth  Apollo  in  musike  manifoldOf 
Praise  syr  Topas  for  a  noble  tale. 
And  scome  the  story  tbat  tbe  knieht  tolde, 
Praise  him  for  countell,  that  is  droiike  ™  **j^ 
Grinnc  wben  he  laugbes,  that  bearetball  the  Wi 
Fruwne  wben  he  frowoes,  and  grone  wneu  ue 

pale ; 
On  others  lust  to  hang  both  nigbt  and  d«y* 
Nonę  of  these  poinU^s  wonld  eoer  frame  in  iwjj 
My  wit  is  nought,  I  can  not  łearne  tbe  ^7- 
And  mnob  tlie  lesse  of  tbiogs  tbat  greater  »Cł 
Tbat  asken  helpe  of  coloun  to  dęmą 


HOW  TO  VSE  THE  COURT  AND  HIMSELFE  THERIN. 


387 


7o  iojrne  tbe  meane  with  eche  extremłtie^ 

Wijth'  nercst  rertae  oy  to  cloke  tłie  vice : 

>Viid,  as  to  parpose  likewise  it  shall  faU, 

"To  pretise  tli«  yertue  Łbat  tt  may  not  ńse: 

.As  dronkeaness  good  felowship  to  cal) ; 

The  frendly  foe  with  his  ta\n  double  face, 

5ay  he  is  genttc,  anfi  corties  thcrewithall, 

Affinne  tfaat  Fauel  hath  a  goodly  grace 

In  e)oqiience;  and  eruelty  to  name, 

Zeale  of  justice,  and  change  in  time  and  place: 

And  be  that  suffereth  offence  without  blame, 

Cali  him  pitifnil,  and  him  trae  and  plame, 

That  rayletb  rechless  vnto  eche  mans  sbame. 

Say  he  is  rude,  that  can  not  lye  and  fayne. 

The  lecher  a  louer;  and  tyranny 

To  be  right  of  a  princes  raigne : 

I  can  not  1,  no  no,  it  wyli  not  be. 

This  id  the  cause  that  I  could  ńeuer  yety^ 

Hang  on  their  sleues  that  weigh  (as  thow  maist  se) 

Ach  ippe  of  chauncei  morę  then  a  pound  of  wit ; 

This  maketh  me  at  borne  to  hunt  and  haivke. 

And  in  ibwle  weather  at  my  book  to  sit; 

lo  frost  and  snów,  then  with  my  bowe  to  stalke; 

No  man  doth  markę  whereso  I  ride  or  go, 

In  lusty  leas  at  libertie  I  walke; 

And  of  these  newes  I  fele  no  weale  nor  woe ; 

Save  that  a  clogge  doth  ban?  yet  at  my  hele. 

No  lorce  for  that,  for  that  is  ordred  so, 

That  I  may  leape  both  hedge  and  dike  fuli  wcle. 

I  am  not  now  in  Fraunce,  to  iudge  the  winę, 

With  sanery  sauce  those  delicates  to  felc. 

Nor  yet  in  Spaine,  where  one  miist  him  incline, 

Ratbcr  then  to  be,  outwardly  to  seme. 

I  roeddle  not  with  wittes  that  be  so  fine. 

Nor  Flaunders  chere  lettes  not  my  sight  to  derae 

Of  black  and  wbite,  nor  takes  my  wittes  away, 

With  beastliness,  sach  doe  those, bea5tes  esteme. 

Nor  T  am  not,  where  truth  is  geven  in  piray 

For  money,  poyson  and  treason,  of  some 

A  oommon  practice,  vscd  night  and  day. 

But  I  am  berę  in  Kent  and  Christendome, 

Among  the  Muses,  where  I  reade  and  rime, 

Where  if  thou  list,  minę  own  John  Poiiis  to  come, 

Thou  shalt  be  judge,  how  1  do  spende  my  time. 


BOWTO  VSE  THE  COURT  AND  HIMSELFE 
THER!Ny  WRITTEfi  TO  SIR  FR/IUNCES  \ 
BRIAN. 

A  SPEISDING  band  that  alway  powreth  out, 
Had  nede  to  haue  a  bringer  in  as  fast. 
And  011  tbe  stone  Ihat  still  doth  turne  abput, 
There  groweth  no  mosse :  these  proverbs  yet  do 
Kcason  hath  set  tbem  in  so  surę  a  place,        [iast. 
That  length  of  yeres  their  force  can  ncver  wast. 
When  I  remembre  this  and  eke.the  case       [write 
Wherein  thou  stand&t,  I  thought  fourthwith  to 
(Brian)  to  tbee,  who  knowes  how  great  a  grace 
In  writing  is  to  counsayle  man  the  rigłit. 
To  tbee  therfore  tfaat  trottes  still  up  and  dornie. 
And  never  restes;  bat  running  da^  and  night, 
From  realme  to  realme,  from  citie,  strete,  and 

townej 
Why  doest  thou  weare  thy  body  to  the  bones  ? 
And  mightest  at  home  ślepe  in  thy  bedde  of  downe, 
And  driuke  good  ale  so  nappy  for  the  nones^ 
Feile  thy  self  fatte,  and  beape  vp  pounde  by  pound. 
L5'kest'thou  not  this?  No.  why?  for  swiue  so 

|;roQe9 


In  stye,  and  chaw  dung  moulded  on  tbe  grotmd; 
And  driuel  on  pearles,  with  head  still   in  tha 

maunger: 
So  of  tlłe  harpe  the  asse  doth  heare  the  sound, 
So  sackes  of  durt  be  filde.    The  neat  courticr 
So  serueji  for  lesse  then  do  these  fatted  swine, 
Thougb  I  seme  leane  and  drie  withouten  moister^ 
Yet  will  I  serue  my  prince,  my  lord  and  thyne; 
And  let  tbem  live  to  fede  the  paunch  that  list, 
So  may  I  Hue  to  fede  both  me  and  minę. 
By  GÓd  well  said.     Biit  what  and  if^tbou  wist 
How  to  brinff  in,  as  fast  as  thou  doest  spende 
That  would  I  learne.    And  it  shall  not  be  mist 
To  tel  the  how.     Nu  w  barkę  what  I  intende: 
Thou  knowest  well  first,  who  so  can  seke  to  please, 
Shall  purchasefrendes,  where  trooth  shall  but 

oflfeude; 
Flee  therfore  truth,  it  is  both  wclth  and.eaśe. 
For  thougb  that  trouth  of  cvery  man  hath  praise. 
Fuli  nerę  that  windę  goeth  trouth  in  great  mis- 
Use  yertue,  as  it  goeth  now  a  dabs,  [ease. 

In  worde  alone  to  make  thy  langnage  swete ; 
And  of  thy  dede,  yet  do  not  as  thou  sayes, 
Els  be  thou  surę,  thon  shalt  be  farre  ynmete. 
To  geat  thy  bread,  eche  thing  is  now  so  skant. 
Seke  still  thy  proGŁ  vpon  thy  bare  fetę. 
Lend  in  no  \vise»  for  feare  that  thou  do  want, 
Unlesse  it  be,  as  to  a  calfe  a  chese ; 
But  if  thou  can  be  surę  to  win  a  cant 
Of  half  at  least     It  is  not  good  to  leese. 
Learne  at  the  ladde,  that  in  a  long  wbite  cote, 
From  under  tbe  stall,  withouten  landes  or  fees 
Hath  lept  into  the  shoppe;  who  knowes  by  rota 
This  rule  that  I  haue  tolde  tbee  berę  before. 
Somtime  also  riche  age  beginnes  to  dote ;  .. 
Se  thou  when  there  thy  gayne  may  be  tHe  morę: . 
Stay  him  by  the  arme  where  so  he  walkę  or  go. 
Be  nerę  alway,  and  if  he  cough  to  sore, 
What  be  hath  spit  treade  out;  and  please  him  so. 
A  dłligent  knaye  that  pickes  his  maisters  purse 
May  please  him  8o,^that  be  withouten  mo, 
Executour  is:   And  what  is  he  the  wurse? 
But  if  so  chance,  thou  get  nought  of  tbe  mao, 
^he  widów  may  for  all  thy  paine  disbursc : 
A  riveld  skinne,  a  stinking  breath,  what  tban  > 
A  totłielesse  month  shall  doe  thy  lippes  no  harme; 
The  gnid  is  good ;  and  thougb  she  curse  or  banne, 
Yet  where  thee  list,  thou  mayst  lie  good  and 
Let  the  old  mule  bite  upon  the  bridle,      [warme; 
Whiist  there  do  lie  a  sweter  in  thtne  arme.^ 
In  this  nlso  se  that  thou  be  not  idle, 
Thy  ncce,  thy  cosin,  sister  or  thy  daughter 
if  she  be  faire,  if  bansome  be  ber  middle, 
If  thy  better  hath  herloue  besotigbt  ber, 
Auaunce  his  cause  and  he  shall  helpe  thy  nede; 
It  is  but  louc,  turne  thou  it  to  a  laughter. 
But  ware  I  say,  so  gold  thee  hełpe  and  spede, 
That  in  this  case  thou  be  not  so  unwise, 
As  Pandar  was  in  such  a  like  dede; 
For  he  the  foole  of  conscience  was  so  nice, 
That  he  no  gaine  would  haue  for  all  his  paine : 
Be  next  thy  self,  for  frendship  bears  no  pryce, 
Laughest  thou  at  me?  why?  do  I  speak  in  yaioe? 
No  not  at  thee,  but  at  thy  thrifty  iest: 
Wouldest  thou,  I  shoulde  for  any  losse  or  galne 
Change  that  fi>r  golde  that  I  have  tanę  for  best 
Next  godly  thin^es,  to  haire  an  boncst  name? 
Should  1  leaui!  that?     Then  take  me  for  a  ł>cast; 
Nay  then  farewel,  and  if  thou  care  for  shame 
Content  the  then  with  hanest  payerti<:^ 
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With  froe  tong,  whaŁ  thee  mislyked,  to  blame 
And  for  Łhy  trouth  somtime  adTcrsitie, 
And  tbenvithall  this  gyit  I  sliall  thee  gtue, 
In  this  worid  pow  litle  prosperitię, 
AQd  cuoype  to  kepe,  as  water  ia  a  si^e. 


ZHB  SONG  OF  lOPAS  VNFINISHED. 

When  Dido  feasted  the  wandńng  Troian  knight, 
Whom  Junoi  wrath  with  stonnes  did  forcę  iu  Łibik 

sands  to  iight. 
That  mighty  Atlas  taugbt  the  supper  lastii^g  loiig, 
With  cnsped  lockes,  in  golden  harpe  lopas  sang 

in  song : 
Tbat  same  (quod  he)  that  we  tbe  World  do  cali 

and  name, 
Qf  Heauen  and  Earth  with  all  conteotes,  it  is  the 

very  frame :  [in  one, 

pf  thuS|  of  beauenly  powers  by  morę  powre  kepi 
Kepugnaot  kindes,  in   mids  of  whom  tbe  earth 

hath  place  alone;  [and  nourse, 

Finne>  rounde,  of  liuing  things  the  mother,  place 
Withput  the  which  inegall  weight  this  heauen" 

doth  hotd  bis  course.  [heauen. 

And  it  łs  calde  by  naoae  the  first  and  moving 
The  firmament  is  placed  next,  conteining  otłier 

seuen.  [thlcke, 

Of  beauenly  powers  that  same  is  plauted  fuli  aiid 
As  shining  lights  which  we  cali  starres,  that  therein 

cłeue  and  sticke.  [less  sours, 

With  great  swift  sway,  the  fyrst,  and  with  his  rest- 
Carieth  it  self,  and  all  those  ey^ht,  in  euen  Con- 
ti hual  cours. 
A>nd  of  this  world  so  round  within  that  rolling  case, 
Two  points  there  be  that  neuer  moue»  but  firmly 

kepe  their  place : 
The  tonę  we  see  alway,  the  totber  stands  obiect, 
Against  the  same»deuidiug  just  thegrouad  by  linę 

direct;  [other, 

Which  by  iinagioacion,  drawne  firom  the  one  to  tb* 
Toucheth  the  centrę  of  the  earth,  for  way  there  is 

nonę  other:  [not  bright. 

And  these  beValde  tbe  poles,  descride  by  starres 
Aitiketbe  one  northward  we  see,  antartike  thotber 

bight. 
Tbe  linę,  tbat  we  deuise  from  tbone  to  thother  so, 
Ąs  axeU  is;  upon  which  the  bea^ens  about  do  go; 
Which  of  wąter  i)Qr  earth,  of  ayre  nor  fyre  haue 

kinde ; 
Therefore  the  substance  of  those  same  were  bard 

for  man  to  finde; 
But  they  bene  oncorup^  sioiple  and  pure  TnmiKt; 
Aud  so  wę  sjfr  been  all  tbose  śtarres,  that  in  those 

sąmebe  ^xt; 
And  ekc  those  frriny. seuen,  in  circle  as  tbey  stray, 
So  calde,  becaiise  agaiust  tbat  first  they  haye  re- 

pugnant  way; 
And  smailcr  bywayes  too,  skant  sensible  to  man, 
To  busyworke  for  my  poor  harpe;  let  sing  theul 

he  that  can. 
The  wydest  saue  Ihe  fyrst  of  all  tbese  nyne  aboue, 
One  hundered  yek-e  doth  aske  of  space  for  one  de- 

gree  to  moue :  [heayen, 

Of  which  decrceswe  make  in  the  first  moving 
Three  bundred  and  threscore,  in  partes  justly 

diuided^euen;  [two, 

And  yet  there  is  another  between  those  heauens 
)V'iióse  mouing  is  so  sly^  so  slacke,  I  name  it  not 
foi*  now. 


The  seaentb  baauen,  or  tbe  tbell,  nesct  to  the  stan| 

sky, 
All  tbose  degrees  that  gatberth  vp  with  aged  pace, 

so  sly,  [hsth  beoe, 

And  doth  performe  the   same,  as  elders  coant 
In  nine  and  twenty  yeres  oooipleie,  and  daiei 

almost  sixtene; 
Do  carry  in  bis  bowt  the  starre  of  Satnme  olde, 
A  tbieatner  of  all  liuing  things  with  drooght,  aod 

with  his  cold.  [yonger  piie, 

The  sixt  whom  this  conteins,  doth  stalke  with 
And  in  twelve  yere  doth   somwhat  moń  tben 

thotbers  viage  was,  [oigMi 

And  this  in  it  doth  beare  the  starre  of  Jore  be- 
Tweue  Satumes  malice,  and  ys  men,  fiendly  de- 

fending  signe: 
The  fifth  bęares  bloudy^ars,  that  in  three  h«D* 

dred  daies, 
And  twise  eleuen  with  one  fuli  yere  hath  finiditi 

all  those  waies.  [^i^ 

A  yere  doth  aske  tbe  fourtb,  and  bowers  tbeito 
And  in  the  same  tbe  daies  eye  tbe  sunę,  Łbereia 

he  stickes.  [o^ 

The  tbird  tbat  gouernd  is  by  tbat,  tbat  gooeras 
Aud  loue  for  loiie,  and  for  no  looe  prouokes,  atoft 

tve  see,  [thctothffi 

In  like  space  doth  performe  tbat  course,  tbat  dy 
So  dóth  tbe  nezt,  unto  the  same,  thatsecondii 

in  order; 
But  it  doth  beare  tbe  starre,  tliat  cald  is  Menmiy; 
Tbat  many  a  crafty  secret  steppe  doth  treade,  as 

Calcarstry.  [hathgooe 

That  sky  is  last,  and  fixt  nezt  us  thoK  waies 
In  ^eoen  and  twenty  common  daies,  and  eke  tbe 

third  of  one; 
And  beareth  with  his  sway  tbe  diuers  moone  about; 
Now  brigbt,  now  browii,  now  bent,  now  fal,  and 

nowber  li^ht  is  out:  [thcseieoeŁ 

Thus  bave  they  of  their  own  two  mouingcs  aO 
One,  wherin  they  be  carried  still,  eche  in  bis  seue- 

rai  heauen ;  .        t  a 

Another  of  tbemselues,  wbere  their  bodies  bf  1^° 
In  by  waies,  aud  iu  lesser  roundes,  as  I  afore  baae 

sayd;  i^^^ 

Saue  of  them  all  tbe  ^unne  doth  stray  lert  ftmt» 
The  storry  sky  hath  but  one  course,  tbat  we  ba« 

calde  the  eight.  l^f* 

And  all  these  moouinges  eigbt  ąrp  ment  froin  v<^ 
Altbough  they  seme  to  clime  aloft,  1  «ay  *^ 

east  to  west;  . 

But  that  is  but  by  force  of  theyr  first  nioving  sgj 
In  twise  twelve  hourea  from  east  to  east  tw 

carieth  them  by  and  by :  L*?'^' 

But  naarke  me  well  aiso,  these  mouinges  ot  tiiew 
Be  not  aboue  the  axeltree  of  the  fyist  mouroi 

heauen;  [tbe  tothcr,  fl^ 

For  they  haue  their  two  poles  directly  tonę  w 


OF  LOUE. 

Lykb  as  the  wynde  with  raginge  blastc 
Dotli  cawse  eche  tree  to  bowe  and  bende: 
Ewen  so  do  1  spende  my  tyme  in  wastc, 
My  lyff  consumynge  nuto  an  eode. 

For  as  the  flame  by  force  doth  qaeiich  the  6e^ 
And  f\)npynge  stremes  consume  the  rayne; 
Eve!ą  80  dó  2  my  śelf  desyer 
To  angment  my  greff,  and  dcadly  payn^ 
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sad 


Whear  as  I  fyode  that  whot  is  whott, 
Aod  colde  is  colde  by  course  of  kynde,  . 
So  sball  1  knet  an  endles  knott: 
Suche  firntele  in  love«  alas !  I  fynde. 

When  I  forsaw  fhose  cbristall  streames, 
WboBe  bewUe  dothe  cawse  my  mortaU  woande, 
1  lyttyl  thottght  witbin  ttioae  beames 
So  awete  a  łenym  for  to  ha^e  fbunde. 

I  fde  aQ44»W  owne  decaye; 
As  OD  iMffbearetle  fleme  in  his  brest,  - 
FąpgrauU  thougiTto  puŁ  away 
jrte  thynge  tfiat  breadethe  my  unrest. 

Łike  as  the  flye  dothe  seke  the  flame, 
Aod  aftenrarde  playeth  in  the  fyer, 
Who  fyndeth  ber  woe,  and  seketh  her  gamę, 
Whose  greffe  doth  grove  of  ber  owne  desyer. 

Łyke  as  the  spider  doth  drawe  her  lyn«> 
As  labour  lost  so  is  my  sute ; 
The  gayoe  ts  bers  the  losse  is  myne: 
Of-erill  sowne  seade  suche  is  the  frate. 


O  600DŁT  hande 

Whearin  doth  stande 
My  harte  dystraught  in  payiie; 

Derę  band,  alas ! 

In  lyttel  space 
My  ]yf  tbou  dost  restrayn#. 

O  fyngers  slyght, 

Departed  ryght, 
So  long,  so  smali,  so  ronnde! 

Goodly  begonne, 

And  yet  a  bonę 
Mottcruell  in  my  wouade. 

Włth  lyllyes  wbyght. 

And  roses  bryght 
Doth  strayne  tbie  color  fayer: 

Naturę  did  lende 

£cbe  fingers  ende 
A  |>erle  for  to  repayre. 

Coosent  at  laste, 

Since  that  tbou  hast 
My  hart  in  thie  demayiie. 

For  serrice  trew 

On  me  to  rewę. 
And  reche  me  love  agayne. 

'  And  yf  not  soo 
Ther  with  morę  woo 
Enforce  tM  self  to  strayne 
This  simple  hert, 
'   That  suflered  smert, 
Aod  ryd  yt  owte  of  payne. 


AN  EPITAPH  OF  SIR  THOMAS 
GRAFENERy  KNJGHT. 

Under  this  stone  ther  lyeth  at  rest 
A  frendlie  man,  a  worthie  knight; 
Wbose  bert  and  mynde  was  ever  presC 
To  lavour  tmtb^  to  farther  rygbH 


The  poores  dcfence^  his  neigbbors  ayde. 
Most  kynde  always  unto  bis  kynne; 
That  sŁynt  ail  stiyf,  that  might  be  stayed: 
Whose  gentell  grace  great  iove  dyd  wynne. 

A  man,  that  was  fitU  emest  sett 
To  serre  his  prince  at  all  assayes: 
No  sycknes  could  bym  from  yt  lett; 
Which  was  the  shortnynge  of  his  dayes. 

His  lyf  was  good,  be  dyed  iull  well; 
The  bodie  here»  the  sowie  in  blys 
With  length  of  words  whie  shoulde  I  tell, 
Or  farthersKewe,  that  well  knowne  is : 
Sins  that  the  teares  of  morę  and  less, 
Right  well  declare  his  wortbynes. 
Yirit  post  iiinera  rirtus. 


SIR  ANTONIE  SENTLEGER    OF  SIR  T. 

WYAT 

Thub  lyeth  the  deade,  that  whilome  lived  here 
Emonge  the  deade  that  quicke  go  on  the  grounde: 
Thoughe  he  be  deade,  yet  doth  he  qQtcke  appere 
By  immortal  fiame  that  death  can  not  confouude 
His  lyf  for  aye,  his  fome  in  trompe  shall  sounde. 

Though  he  be  deade,  yet  is  he  thus  aliVe; 

No  deathe  that  lyf  from  Wyat  canc  depriya. 


CERTAYNE  PSALMES 

CB09BK  OTJT  OF  THE  PSAI.TER  OF  DAyiD  COM- 
MONI.TB  a\ŁŁED  TMEB  YII  PENITENTIAŁŁ 
PSAŁMSS,  DRAWEE  IMTO  EMOŁYBHB  METBR  BY 
SIR  THOMAS  WTAT  KNYGHT,  WHEREONTO  Ii 
ADOBD  A  PROŁOGB  OF  THB  AUCTORB  BEFORR 
BYBRY  PSALME,  YERY  PŁEASANT  AND  FRO- 
FBTTABŁE  TO  THE  GOpLY  RBADER. 

Dedication  by  the  Printer 

To  the  right  bonorable  and  his  siogular  good  k>rd» 
William  marquesse  of  Northampton,  earle  of 
Esselc,  barone  of  Kcndal,  lord  Parre  and  knłght 
of  the  most  noble  ordre  of  the  garter,  yonre  mo*t 
bounden  orator  at  commauodment,  John  Harring- 
tdlli  wysbeth  hełth  and  prosperitę  wyth  encrease 
of  vertne  aud  the  mercy  of  God  for  e?er. 

Consydering  the  manyfoldedueties  and  abound- 
ant  seryice  that  I  owe  unto  your  good  lordcsbip 
(right  bonorable  and  my  singuler  good  lord)  I 
cannot  bot  see  infinite  canses,  why  I  cbiefly  of  all 
others  oughte  (wyth  all  cherefull  and  redy  endea- 
voure)  to  gratify  your  good  lordshyp  by  all  meanes 
possyble,  and  to  applye  my  selfc  wholye  to  thee 
same,  as  one  that  woulde  gladiy,  but  can  by  no 
meanes  be  able  to  do  accordinglye  as  hys  boundeu 
duetie  requireth:  I  cannot,«l  say,  bot  se  and  ac- 
knowledge  my  selfe  honnden,  and  not  able  to  doo 
sochę  service  as  I  owe,  both  for  the  inestimabls 
benefites  that  your  noble  progenitors,  and  aiso 
your  good  lordskip  hath  shewed  unto  my  parentes 
and  predycessorsj  and  also  ta  my  selfc,  as  to  one 
least  able  to  do  any  acceptable  serrice,  thoughe 
the  wil  be  at  all  tyines  most  ready.  In  tokeu 
wherof,  your  lordsbyp  shal  at  all  tymes  perce«ve, 
by  simple  thinges  that  my  littel  wit  shall  be  able 
to  invent,  that  yf  myuo  harte  cowW  do  you  any 
servyce,  no  labour  or  trafmyle  shold  withołde  me 
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froin  doyngc  my  duetie,  and  tłiat  yf  busy  labour 
aod  the  hait  myght  be  able  to  paye  the  duetye 
that  love  owcth,  your  lordshyp  shoulde  in  no  point 
fynde  me  ingrate  tjir  uiithankful.  And  to  dcciare 
thłs  my  iirady  w^Ml,  I  have  dcdicaied  unio  your 
uaaie  thy*  Ifttyl  treatyse,  wbyche  after  I  liad 
peruaed  and  by  tbadvice  of  others  (better  learaed 
thaa  my  tieif)  determined  to  put  it  in  pńnte, 
that  the  noble  famę  of  so  woithy  a  koighte,  as  was 
tbe  auctor  hereof,  sir  Thomas  Wyat,  should  not 
perish  but  remayoe, aswelłfor  byssyiignłar  learn- 
iiig,  as  Yałiant  dedes  in  mercyal  feates,  1  tbought 
that  I  could  not  fiod  a  morę  wortby  patron  for 
such  a  man*8  woilca  tban  yoar  lordship,  wbom  1 
hare  alwayes  kuowen  to  be  of  so  godlye  a  zeale,  to 
tbee  furtheraunce  of  God*s  holy  and  a  sacred 
Gospel,  most  humbly  bes^cbynge  your  good  lorde- 
•bippe  berin  to  accepte  my  good  wyli,  and  too 
estA!me  me  as  one  that  wisheth  unto  the  same  al 
honour,  heltbe,  and  prosperous  successe. 

Amen 
Your  good  Jordshyppes 
most  bumble  at  commaundment 

John  Harrington. 


THE  PROLOG B  OF  TIIE  AUCTOR* 

LovE,  to  geve  lawę  unto  hys  subjectcs  hartes, 
Stode  in  the  eyes  of  Bat«abe  the  brighte; 
And  in  a  looke  ancne  bym  scife  converte8 
Cruclly  pleasaunt  before  king  Davłd's  syght: 
Fyrst  dased  hj^s  eyes,  and  furth«r  forth  be  startes 
Włth  vcnrraed  brethe,  as  softiy  as  be  myghte 
Touches  his  senewes,  and  ovei'runn(s  hys  bones 
With  crepynge  iyrc,  sparkeied  for  the  nones. 

And  when  be  sawe  that  kindeled  was  the  flame, 
The  noysonie  poysou  in  bi8  harte  be  lauuced, 
So  that  the  soule  dyd  tremble  wyth  tbe  same: 
And  in  tbis  brawie,  as  he  stode  entraunccd, 
Yeldynge  unto  the  fygure  and  the  frame, 
That  those    fayre    eyes   badde   in  his  presens 

glaunced : 
The  fbrme,  that  Łove  had  printed  in  hys  breste, 
He  hoaoi^  as  a  thiug  of  thynges  beste. 

So  that,  fbrgotte  the  wysdom  antl  forecaste, 
Whyche  woe  to  realms,  whcii  that  tbe  kynge  doth 
Forgettinge  eke  Goddes  maiestye  asiaste,  [lackej 
Yea  and  hys  own :  forth  wy th  he  dothe  to  make 
Urye  to  goo  into  the  felde  in  hastę, 
Ur>'e,  I  saye,  that  was  hys  jeweles  make, 
Under  pretence  of  certayne  victory. 
For  tbe  enemys  swordes,  a  rcady  prey  to  be. 

Whereby  he  may  enjoy  ber  out  of  doubte, 
Whome  morę  then  God  or  himself  he  niyndeth: 
And  after  he  hadda  broughte  thys  thynge  about^ 
And  of  that  luste  possest  hymnelf,  he  fyndeth 
That  hath  and  dothe  reuerse  and  clene  tume  out 
Kynges  froro  kyugdomesandcy  tyes  undermyndetli ; 
He  blynded  tbyukea,  thys  trayne  so  blynde  and 

close, 
To  blynde  al  th3mge«,  that  nonght  maye  it  disclose. 

But  Nathan  hath  spied  out  tliis  trecherjre 
With  rufiil  chearc;  and  settes  afore  hys  face 
Tbe  greate  ofTence  outrage  and  iuiurye, 
That  he  hath  done  to  God,  as  in  thys  casc, 
By  murder  fnr  to  clooke  adoltt^rj^e: 
H9  shewethc  eke  from  heauen  the  tbreatcs,  alas  I 


So  sternly  sore  thys  prophete,  thyi  Nathu^ 
Tbat  al  amased  was  thys  woful  man.   . 

Like  him  that  metes  wytb  horror  and  wyfte 

feare^ 
Tbe  heate  doth  streygbt  fersake  the  lymbes  colde 
Tł)e  colour  eke  droppeth  down  from  hys  cbeR; 
So  dothe  he  feele  hy^  fyre  manyfolde 
Hys  heate,  hys  lustc,  his  pleasare  all  in-fere 
Consume  and  waste:  and  streygbt  his  crowne  of 

gold, 
Hys  purple  paute,  hys  scepter  he  letteth  fali, 
And  to  the  ground  he  throweth  him  self  vyth-«L 

Then  pompnus  pryde  of  state,  and  digoite 
Forth-wtth  rcbates  repentaunt  humblenes: 
Thinner  vyle  dothe  then  ck>theth  ponertie 
Doth  scandlye  hyde  aod  cladde  his  nakednes: 
Hys  fayre  hoore  bearde  of  rererrate  grantie 
Wytb  ruffeled  hejTe,  knowyng  his  wickedoes: 
Morę  lyke  was  he  the  self  same  repentaonce 
Then  statelye  prync«  of  worfcielye  ^oremsuBCS 

Hys  harpe  he  takethe  in  band  to  be  his  |!ui^ 
Wherwyth  he  oflfreth  playntashis  sonie  to  ssre, 
That  from  bis  hearte  dystylleth  on  every  syde. 
Wythedrawynge  hymselfe  into  a  dark  depecaoe 
Within  the  ground,  wberein  he  migbt  hym  byde^ 
Flyinge  tbe  łyghte,  as  in  the  pryson  orgrsue; 
In  which,  as  sonę  as  Dauid  enti^d  had, 
The  darcke  honor  dyd  make  hys  sonie  adrad. 

Bat  he,  wythout  prolongyng  or  dełaye  [gcafei 
Of  that,  whyche  mygbte  hys  Lorde  hys  Gtidap- 
Falieth  on  hys  knees,  and  with  hys  harpe,  I  fsy<i 
Afore  hys  brcj»te,  yfraughted  wythe  dysease 
Of  stormye  sygbes,  depc  dniiaghtes  of  hysdeJnyCi 
Dresscd  vpryghte,  sekyog  to  conterpese 
His  songe  wytiie  syghes,  and  Łouchyage  of  tW 

stringes, 
Wytb  tender  harte,  loo,  thus  to  God  he  syngefc 

DOMINE  NE  IN  FlTRORfi.     PBAUf  VI. 

O  Lord!  sins  in  my  moutbe  thy  myghtie  Dani 
Snffcreth  it  selfe,  my  Lord,  to  name  and  cail» 
Uere  hath  my  harpe  betaken  by  the  sasie; 
That  tbe  repentaunpe,  whyche  I  hauc  and  shafl, 
Maye  at  thy  haode  seke  mercy,  as  tbe  thynge 
Of  onely  comfbrt  to  wreched  sinners  all: 
Whereby  I  dare  with  bumble  bemónynee, 
By  thy  goodnes,  tbis  thynge  of  tbee  requyre; 
Cbastyce  mc  not  for  my  deseroinge 
According  to  thy  iuste  conceaued  yre. 

0  Lord,  I  dreade:  and  that  1  did  notdreadc 

1  me  repentej  and  euermore  desyre 

Tbee,  tbee  to  drede.    1  open  berę,  and  sprede 
My  faul  te  to  tbee :  But  thou,  for  thy  goodoc^ 
Measute  it  not  ło  largenes,  nor  iu  breade: 
Punisbe  it  not,  as  asketh  the  greatnes 
Of  thy  furor,  prouoked  by  myne  oflfence. 
Temper,  O  Loid,  the  harme  of  my  excc8sc, 
Wyth  mcndyng  wyli  that  I  for  recompence 
Prepare  agayne:  and  rather  pytyc  me; 
For  I  am  weake,  and  cleane  wythout  dtfcnce. 
Morę  is  the  iiede  I  have  of  remedye. 
For  of  the  whole  tbe  leche  taketh  no  cure:    l^ 
The  bhepe,  that  strayeth,"  the  shepaide  seeKw 
I,  Lord,  am  strayed:  and,  sick  without  rewre, 
Fele  ail  my  lymbs,  that  have  rebelJed,  for  tear^ 
Shake  iu  despayre,  unlcsse  thou  me  asw"*' 
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Uf  fMhm  h'-  trouUed,  my  harte  doth  ietre  the 

speare: 
That  drcde  of  deathe,  of  deatfae  that  ever  las^es, 
Theateth  of  rigfat,  and  dniwcth  nerę  and  neare, 
Moch  morę  my  soole  is  troabled  by  the  btastes 
Of  these  astautes^  tbat  come  as  tbick  as  hayle^ 
Of  worldly  yanities,  tłiat  temptation  castea 
Agaynst  the  bulwerke  of  tbe  fleshe  frayle. 
^herin  the  foule  in  greate  perplexitie 
Feeleth  the  sences  wyth  them  that  assayle 
Conspire,  comipte  by  pleasare  and  vanitie: 
Whereby  the  wretche  doth  to  the  ahade  reaorte 
Of  hope  in  the,  in  thys  extremytje. 
But  tbou,  O  Ijor^ty  how  longe  after  thys  sorte 
Forberest  thou  to  see  my  myserye? 
Sttffer  me  yet,  in  hope  of  some  comfoite 
Feare,  and  qot  feele  that  thou  fbrgettest  me. 
Retome,  O  Lord:  O  Lorde,  I  thee  baiecbel 
Uoto  tby  oUe  wonted  beny^ltye. 
Reduce,  reuiTe  my  sonie:  be  tbou  the  lecbe; 
And  recoocyle  tlie  greate  hatred,  and  stryfe^ 
Tbat  it  hathetane  agaynate  the  fleshe;  tbe  wretche, 
That  styrred  hathe  tby  wrath  by  fyitby  lylb. 
8e  bowe  my  soale  doth  fireate  it  to  the  bouesi 
Inaaid  remorse  so  sharpetb  it  lyke  a  knyfe» 
That  but  thou  heipe  the  caitifie,  tbat  bemones 

'  Bys  greate  ofibuce,  it  turneth  anon  to  duste. 
Here  hathe  tby  mercye  matter  for  the  nones; 
For  yf  tby  righteouse  hnnde,  tbat  is  so  jaste, 
Suffińe  noo  synne,  or  stryke  wyth  dampnation, 
Tby  tnfynite  mercye  wantę  nedes  it  mnste      * 
Sobiect  matter  for  bys  operatyon: 
For  that  in  deathe  there  is  no  memorye 
Amonge  the  dampned,  nor  yet  no  mencyon 
Of  tby  greate  name,  grounde  of  all  glorye. 
11ien  yf  I  dye,  and  goo  where  as  I  feare 
To  thynke  ther  on,  howe  shall  thy  great  mercye 

,  Sonnde  in  my  moathe  ud  to  the  worldes  eareł 
For  ther  i>  nonę,  tbat  can  thee  laode  and  loue^ 
For  that  thou  wilt  no  looe  among  them  tbere. 
SaSer  my  crjres  tbe  mercye  for  to  moue, 
Tbat  wonted  is  a  bundred  yeares  ofence 
In  a  moment  of  repentaunce  to  remoue. 
Howe  ofte  hare  I  called  up  with  dytigeuce 
Thyg  sbutbfuU  fleshe  long  afore  tbe  daye 
For  to  confes  hys  fiaulte,  and  negitgeuce: 
Tbat  to  the  denne,  for  ougbte  that  I  eoulde  saye, 
Hathe  st5'll  retumed  to  sUroude  hymselfo  from 

colde  ? 
Wherby  it  suffreth  nowe  for  sochę  delaye,    . 
^7  mygbtye  ptayntes  instede  of  pleasures  olde* 
I  washe  my  bedde  with  teares  continuall 
To  duli  my  lyghte,  that  to  be  Dever  bolde 
To  ftere  my  bartę  agayne  to  sochę  a  falU 
Tbos  drye  I  up,  among  my  foes,  m  woO| 
That  wythe  my  lali  doo  rysę,  and  growe  withall^ 
And  me  besett  even  nowe  where  I  am,  so 
Wyth  secret  trappes,  to  trouble  my  penaonoe. 
Some  do  pretente  to  my  wepinge  eyes,  lo, 
The  cbere,  tbe  manner,  bewtye,  or  countenance 
Of  her,whose  looke,  alas!  dyd  make  me  blynde: 
Some  other  offer  to  my  remembraunce 
Tboie  pleasaunt  wordes,now  by  tter  to  my  mjrnde: 
And  some  shewe  me  tbe  power  of  my  armoure, 
Triompb,  and  con(|uest,  and  to  my  bead  assynde 
Booble  diademe :  Some  sbew  tbe  fii^oure 
Of  people  frayle,  palące,  pompę  and  riches. 
To  tbese  meremaydes,  and  theyr  baytes  of  errom* 
I  ttoppe  my  eares,  wyth  heipe  of  thy  goodnci. 
And  for  1  fele^  it  commetfa  alone  oC  tbea 


Tbat  to  my  harte  tbete  foes  haue  nonę  accesce 
1  dare  them  bid,  Anoyde,  wretcbes,  and  flee; 
The  Lorde  hathe  hearde  the  Toyce  of  my  com- 

playnte; 
Yonr  engynes  take  no  morc  efiect  in  me: 
Tbe  Ijotó  hathe  heard,  I  saye,  and  seue  me  fajmte 
Under  yonr.  band,'  and  pytyeth  my  dystressc, 
He  sbalł  tuo  mąko  my  senses,  by  constraynte, 
Obeye  the  rule,  that  reason  sball  eapresce: 
Where  tbe  disoeyte  of  that  youre  glosing  bayta 
Madę  them  V9urpe  a  power  tn  al  excesse. 
Shamed  be  they  all,  tbat  so  do  łye  in  wayte 
To  eompasse  me,  by  myssynge  of  tbeyre  prayat 
Shame  and  rebuke  redowod  to  sochę  dysceytel 
Soden  oonfusion,  as  stroke  without  detaye, 
Shall  so  defoce  theyr  craftye  suggestion, 
That  they  to  harte  my  bełth  noo  morę  assaye 
Sense  I,  O  Lorde,  remayne  in  thy  protection. 

■  '    ■  ■  • 
TRB  ACCTOR. 

Whoio  hathe  sene  the  sycke  in  bis  feTOur 
Afler  truce  taken  withtłie  heate  or  coldc, 
And  that  the  fytte  \9  past  of  hys  fenrour, 
Drawę  fayntinge  syghes:  let  bym,  I  saye,  beholda 
Sorowfull  Dauid,  afler  bys  languor,  [roilde, 

Tbat  wyth  his  teares,  that  from  his  eyn  downa 
Paused  his  playnte,  and  layd  adowu  bys  barpe, 
Fay tbfoll  rccorde  of  all  hys  sorowes  sharpe. 

Yt  semed  nowe  that  of  b]rs  fanlte  the  horrour 
Dyd  make  aferde  no  morę  hys  hope  of  grace  t 
Tbe  threates  wbereof  in  liorriblo  terrour 
Dyd  holde  hys  harte  as  in  de^paire  a  space, 
Tyli  be  bad  wyli  to  seke  for.  hys  sucooure: 
Hymselfo  accosynge,  beknowynge  hys  caiie, 
Thynkynge  so  beste  bys  Łtirde  to  appease. 
And  not  yet  healed  he  feelebhe  hys*  dysease. 

Nowe  semeth  fearefiil  no  morę  the  darke  caue^ 
That  erste  dyd  make  his  soule  for  to  tremble: 
A  place  deuoute  of  refuge  for  to  sauc 
Tbe  succurles  it  rather  dyd  resemblc: 
For  who  bad  sene  so  kneeling  witbin  the  graue 
The  chiefe  pastoure  of  the  Hebrewes  assemble^ 
Wolde  judge  it  madę  by  teres  of  peoytence 
A  sacred  place  wortby  of  reuereoce. 

Wythe  vapored  eyes  he  loketh  heare  and  there^ 
And  w  ben  be  hatb  a  wbyle  himself  bethooghte, 
Gatberynge  his  spirites,  that  were  dismayde  for 
ieare,  / 

His  barpe  agayne  ihto  hys  band  he  rodght,  / 

Tonynge  accóide  byjudgment  of  hys  eare, 
Flis  bartes  botome  for  a  syghe  he  soughte:  | 

Aud  tbere  witball  upon  the  bólowe  tree  , 

With  strayned  Toyce  againe  tbus  cryetb  he. 

BKATI.  QUOSUll  RBMJSSI  fUHT  INIOinTATEt. 
PtAUl  XX  JUL 

On!   Happy  are  they,  tbat  haue  forgiuenett 
Of  tbeir  offence,  not  by  theyr  penytence     [gotta 
As  by  merite,  which  recompeiketh  not: 
Althoughe  that  yet  pardon  hathe  not  offeuce 
Wytboute  the  same;  but  by  the  goodnesse 
Of  bym  that  hathe  perfytte  intelUgenee 
Of  bartę  contrite,  and  couerth  the  greatnesse 
Of  synne  wytbin  a  mercyfuU  discbarge. 
And  happye  are  they,  that  have  the  wylfUlnesie 
Of  łust  restrayned  afore  it  went  at  lai^e,' 
Prouoked  by  the  drede  of  Gods  foror: 
Whend)/  they  hasa  not  oa  their  back«  the  chaiye 
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Of  others  fanltes  to  saffer  th«  dolor: 
For  tbat  tbeyr  faulte  was  never  execute 
In  open  sygbte,  exaB|ple  of  error. 
And  happy  is  h»  to  whome  Ood  doih  iropute 
No  morę  hy«  faalte,  liy  knowledgynge  hys  fi3mae: 
Bat  den«ed  nowe  the  Lorde  dothe  hym  repute : 
Af  adder  freshe  newe  strypped  from  hys  skynne: 
Nor  in  hys  sprete  is  onghte  undiscouered. 
I,  for  bycause  i  hydde  it  styli  wythin, 
Th3mckin^  by  state  in  iauit  to  be  preferred, 
Do  fynde  by  hyding  of  my  fanlt  my  harme: 
(As  be,  tbat  fyndetb  bis  healtbe  byodered 
By  secrete  wounde  concealed  from  the  c  harme 
Of  leches  core,  tbat  else  bad  had  redresse:) 
And  fele  my  bones  consume,  and  waxe  unferme 
By  daylye  rage»  rorynge  in  excesse. 
Thy  heauy  band  on  me  was  so  encreaste 
Botbdaye  and  nygbt,and  held  my  harte  in  presse, 
Wytb  prickinge  tboagbtes  byrenlnge  me  my  reste; 
Tbat  wythered  is  my  iustynes  swaye, 
A  9  somer  heates  thatbaue  the  greyne  oppreste, 
WheHx)re  I  dyd  anotber  waye  assaye. 
And  sought  rorthwyth  to  open  in  Uiy  sygbt 
My  faulte,  my  feare,  my  fyltbines,  I  say, 
And  not  to  hyde  from  tbe  my  great  rnryghte. 
t  shall,  quoth  I,  agaynst  myselfe  confesse 
Unto  thee,  Łorde,  all  my  synfull  plygbte: 
And  tbou  fortbwith  diddest  wasb  the  wyckednesse 
Of  mync  offence.     Of  truthe  rygbt  thus  it  is 
Wberfore  they  tbat  haue  tasted  thy  goodnesse, 
At  me  shall  take  example,  as  of  thys, 
And  praye,  and  seke  in  tyme  for  tyme  of  grace. 
Then  sball  the  stormes  and  fluddes  of  harme  hym 

mysse. 
And  hym  to  reche  sball  neuer  haue  the  space. 
Tbou  art  my  refage,  and  oniy  sauegarde 
From  the  troubles  tbat  compaR  me  tbe  place. 
Such  joyes,  as  he  tbat  scapeth  his  enemyes  warde 
^ith  loscd  bandes,  bath  in  his  libertye; 
Suche  is  my  joye,  tbou  hastę  to  me  preparde. 
Thot,  as  the  see-man  in  biR  jeopardye 
By  soden  lyght  perceaued  bath  the  porte, 
So  by  thy  great  mercyful  propertye 
Within  thy  boke  thus  reade  I  my  comforte: 
**  I  shall  the  teache,  andjseve  understandynge 
And  point  to  tbee  >vhat  way  tbou  sbalte  rcsorte 
For  tby  addresse,  to  kepe  the  from  wanderynge : 
Myne  cyes  shall  take  the  charge  to  be  thy  guyde: 
I  atk  therto  of  the  oniye  thys  thynge. 
Be  not  lyke  horse,  nr  mule,  tbat  men  do  ryde, 
That  not  aloue  doth  not  his  master  knowe, 
But  for  the  good  thou  dost  him  must  be  tide. 
And  bridcled  lest  hys  guyde  he  byte  or  throwe.'* 
Oh !  diverse  are  the  chastesinges  of  siune  [blowe, 
In  roeate,  in  drinke,  in  brethe,  that  man  dtob 
In  Klepe,  and  watch,  in  fn;tynge  styl  within: 
Th&t  neoer  sufler  rest  unto  the  mynde 
Filde  wy  the  oflfeucc;  that  rewę  and  new  begynne 
Wyth  thousand  feares  the  harte  to  strayne  and 
.Bnt  for  al  thys,  he  that  in  God  doth  trustl  [byude: 
Wythe  mercy  sball  hymselfe  defended  fynde 
Joye,  and  rejoyoe,  I  say,  you  that  be  iuste 
In  hym,  that  maketh  and  holdethe  you  so  styli: 
In  hym  youre  glorye  always  set  you  muste, 
All  you  that  be  of  upryght  bart  and  Hyli. 


THE  AUCTOR. 


Tht8  songe  endyd»  Dauid  dyd  stjrnte  hys  Toicc  > 
And  IM  that  wbyle  ha  aboota  with  bjs  eye 


Dyd  seke  the  dareke  cane;  wIth  wbychet  filfe 

outen  noyce, 
Hys  syleoce  semed  to  argue,  and  replye 
UppoD  h]ra  peace  thys  peeoe,  that  dyd  reioyoe 
Tbe  soule  with  mercye,  that  mercye  so  dyd  csll, 
And  founde  mercye  at  pleotifoll  mercyes  hiod, 
Neuer  denied,  but  wbere  it  was  wjrthśtande. 

As  tbe  seniante  that  in  hys  marsters  faee 
Fyndynge  pardon  of  hys  passed  oiTence, 
Consyderynge  his  greate  goodnes  and  bys  grace, 
Gladdeteares  dystyilcs,  as  gladsome  recompeoce: 
Ryghte  so  Dauid  semed  in  the  place 
A  marble  image  of  syngular  reuerence, 
Carued  in  the  rocke,  with  eyes  and  bandę  od  byghe 
Madę  as  by  craft  to  playne,  to  sobbe,  to  syghe. 

Thys  whyle  a  beame  that  bryght  sonne  fertk 
sendeth,  [hyde, 

That  sonne,  the  whyehe  was  never  clonde  conłd 
Perceth  the  caue,  and  on  the  barpe  descadethe: 
Wbose  glaunsing  lyght  the  cords  dyd  ooer  giyde^ 
And  suche  luyster  upon  the  barpe  eitendetbe, 
As  lyght  of  lampę  upon  the  goide  ckane  tryed 
The  kmie  whereof  into  his  eyes  did  stertę, 
Supprysed  with  io3re  by  pennanace  of  the  hsrt& 

He  then  enflamed  with  farre  raore  hoCe  a&de 
Of  God,  then  he  was  erste  of  BatsaM;, 
His  left  foot  dyd  on  the  earthe  erecte, 
And  jttste  thereby  remajrnethe  tbe  otber  koee: 
To  the  lefte  syde  h]rs  wayght  he  doth  dyrect: 
For  hope  of  helthe  hys  barpe  agayne  taketh  be; 
Hys  hande,  hys  tuyne,  hys  mynde,  eke  soagiiiie 

thys  laye, 
Whyehe  to  the  Lord  with  sober  Toyce  did  ssye, 

DOMINB,   NB  lir  WROKB  TUO.     PIAtM  XYXVIU« 

O  Lord,  as  I  have  the  both  prayed,  and  pisy<i 
(Althongh  in  Uie  be  no  aUcracyon, 
But  that  v/e  men,  like  as  our  aelfes,  we  cayc, 
Mesuryng  thy  justioe  by  our  mutacyon) 
Chastice  me  not,  oh  Lord  I  in  thy  furor, 
Nor  me  correct  in  wrathful  castygacion: 
For  that  thy  arrowes  of  fcare,  of  terror, 
Of  sword,  of  sycknes,  of  femine,  and  of  frK 
Sticke  depe  in  me:  J,  loo,  finom  myne  errouri ' 
Am  plonged  op;  as  horse  out  of  the  myre 
With  stroke  of  spuire;  such  is  thy  bandę  oo  D^ 
That  in  my  fleshe,  for  terrour  of  thy  yre, 
Is  not  one  poynt  of  fermę  stabilytye; 
Nor  in  my  bones  ther  i$  no  stedfaitnes: 
Suche  is  my  d reade  of  mutabyłytye: 
Por  that  I  knowe  my  frayfuU  wyckednes. 
For  why  ?  my  synnes  aboue  my  head  are  boside, 
Lyke  heuy  weighte,  that  doth  my  forcc  opprcise: 
Undcr  the  whych  I  stoupeand  bowe  to  the  gnwuwe, 
As  wyllow  plante  haled  by  vyoIence. 
And  of  my  fleshe  eche  not  well  cured  wouods, 
That  festered  is  by  folye  and  neclygence. 
By  secrete  Iuste  bath  rankled  under  ikyooe, 
Not  ouIy  cured  by  my  penytence. 
Perceyuynge  thus  the  tyrannye  of  synne, 
That  with  bys  weyght  bath  burobled  and  < 
My  pryde:  by  gnawyng  of  tbe  wonne  within 
That  neuer  dyeth,  I  lyue  withouten  re»t 
So  are  myne  entrayles  infect  with  fcruent  wrc» 
Fedynge  the  harme  that  bath  my  wcith  oppreft^r 
That  in  my  fleshe  is  lefte  no  helthe  therfore. 
So  wonderous  great  bath  ben  my  vcxacyoD, 
Tbat  it  hath  forste  my  harte  to  ery  and  rorc 
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0  Łorde!  thoakoowest  thiowarde  contemplacyon 
Of  my  desire:    thou   knowest  my  sigbes  and 

plaintei:  ' 
Thoa  knowest  tbe  teares  of  my  lamentacyoa 
Canoot  expre6se  my  hartes  inwarde  restrayntes. 
My  bartę  pantetbe,  my  force  1  feel  it  quayle; 
My  sigbt,  my^eyes,  my  loke  decayes  aad  fąyntes. 
Aad  wben  myne  enemyes  dyd  me  oiost  assayle. 
My  freiides  most  6ure>  wherein  I  set  most  tiiist, 
Myne  owne  vertiies,  soonest  tben  dyd  fiiyle 
And  stood  aparte;  reason  and  wytt  ui^juste, 
As  kyo  unkynde,  were  fieirdeste  gone  at  nede: 
So  had  they  place  ther  Tenome  oat  to  tbruste, 
Tbat  sougfat  my  death  by  naiighty  worde  and  dede. 
Thertonges  reprocbe^  tbeir  wit  dyd  frawde  applye, 
And  I,  lyke  deafe  and  dom,  forthemy  waye  yede, 
Xyke  one  tbat  heres  not,  nor  bath  to  replye 
One  worde  agayne:   knowyng  tbat  from  thyne 

bandę  [plye 

These  tbynges  procede,  and  thoa,  Lord,  sbalte  sup- 
My  trust  in  tbat,  wherein  I  stycke  and  stande.  • 
Tet  have  I  bad  grcate  cause  to  dreade  and  feare, 
Tbat  thou  wouldeste  ge^e  my  foes  tbe  ouer  hande; 
For  in  my  fiil  tbey  shewed  sucbe  pleasaunte  chere. 
And  tberewytbal  I  alway  in  tbe  lasbe 
Abyde  the  stroke;  and  witb  me  every  where 

1  bSeare  my  feulte,  tbat  greately  dotb  abashe 
My  dolefai  cbeare;  for  I  my  &ulte  confesse. 
And  my  deserte  dothe  al  my  comforte  dashe. 
In  the  mene  whyle  mina  enemies  stilt  increase; 
And  my  prouokers  hereby  doo  angmente, 
Tbat  withont  cause  to  hurt  me  do  notceaae: 
In  enell  for  good  agaynste  me  they  be  bente.  , 
And  bynder  shal  my  good  persuyte  of  grace. 
Łoo !  now,  my  God,  tbat  seest  my  whole  ententei 
My  Lord,  I  am,  thou  knowest,  in  what  case; 
Forsake  me  not,  be  not  for  from  me  gone.. 
Hasie  to  my  belpe;  hastę.  Lord,  and  hastę  apace, 
O  Lord,  tbe  Loni  of  al  my  beltb  alone.     , 


THE  ACCTOR. 

Łtkb  as  the  pylgńme,  tbat  in  a  longe  way 
Faintinge  for  beate,  prouoked  by  some  wynde, 
In  some  freshe  shade  lyeth  downeatmiddes  of  day : 
So  dothe  of  Dauid  the  wery  voyce  and  mynde 
Take  brcathe  of  syghes,  wben  be  had  songe  thys 

laye, 
Under  suche  shade  as  sorowe  bath  assynde : 
And  as  the  one  styli  myndes  hys  vyage  ende« 
So  dothe  tbe  other  to  mercy  styli  pretende. 

On  sonoar  cordes  hys  fingers  be  eztendes,  - 
Without  hearyng  tbe  judgement  of  tbe  sounde: 
Dowuefrom  hys  eyes  a  streameof  teares  di  scendes, 
Wythoot  felynge,  that  tryckell  on  tbe  grounde. 
As  hc  that  bfedes  in  Tayne  ryghte  so  intendes 
Thaltred  sences  to  that  tbey  are  bounde. 
But  sygbe  and  wepe  ha  can  nonę  other  thynge. 
And  loke  up  styli  Tnto  tbe  heaTens  kynge. 

But  who  had  ben  wythonte  the  caue  mouthe 
And  bearde  tbe  teares  and  sygbes  tbat  bym  dyd 

strayne, 
He  wold  bave  swome  therc  had  out  of  the  southe 
A  Inke-wamte  wynde  brought  forth  a  smoky  rayne. 
Bat  that  so  cłose  tbe  caue  was  and  onknowth 
That  nonę  but  God  was  record  of  bys  payne, 
£is  hadde  tbe  wynde  blowen  in  all  Israell  eares 
Of  tbeyr  kynge  the  wofuU  playnte  and  teares. 


Of  wbycb  some  part  when  he  np  snpped  had, 
Lyke  as  he,  wbome  bys  owne  tboughte  affrayes, 
He  tumes  bys  loke :  bym  semytb  that  tbe  shade 
Of  bys  offence  agayne  hys  force  assayes 
By  ▼yolente  dispayre  on  bym  to  ladę; 
Stertynge  lyke  bym,  wbom  sodayn  feare  dismayes. 
His  Yoyce  he  straynes,  aod  from  his  bartę  oute 

bringes 
Thyssooge,  tjtiat  I  notewhetberhe  cryetbor  synges^ 

MISBRBRB  MSI,  DEUS.     PSALM  ŁI« 

RuB  on  me,  Lord,  forthy  goodnes  and  grace, 
Tbat  of  Vby  naturę  arte  so  bountifull; 
For  tbat  goodness  tbat  in  tbe  worlde  dothe  bracS 
Repugnant  natures-  in  quiet  wonderfull ; 
And  for  thy  mercyes  nomber  withoute  ende 
In  beanen  and  eartb  perceaued  so  plentifull, 
Tbat  euer  al  tbey  do  themselfes  eztende, 
For  tbose  mercyes  moche  morę  tben  man  can  synne 

00  away  my  synnes,  that  so  thy  grace  offende 
Ofle  tymes  agayne.  Wasbe,  washe  me  wetl  wythin, 
And  from  my  synne,  that  thus  makes  me  afrayde. 
Make  thou  me  cleane,  as  aye  thy  wonte  bath  bene. 
For  unto  tbee  on  nombre  can  be  layda 

For  to  prescribe  remyssyons  of  offence 

In  hartes  retoumed,  as  thou  thy  sełfe  hastę  sayde: 

And  I  beknowe  my  faulŁ,  my  neglygence : 

And  in  my  syght  my  synne  is  fixed  jaste, 

Tberof  to  bave  morę  perfect  peny tence. 

To  tbe  alone,  to  the  bave  I  trespaste: 

For  nonę  can  measure  my  fisulte  but  thou  alone: 

For  in  tby  sygbte,  I  have  not  been  agaste 

For  to  offend:  judging  thy  sigbt  as  nonę, 

So  tbat  my  faulte  were  hyddę  from  sygbte  of  man: 

Tby  maiestye  so  from  my  mynde  was  gone, 

This  kiiowe  I,  and  re}>ent:  pardon  thou  tban: 

Wherby  thou  sbalte  kepe  stylle  tby  worde  stable, 

Thy  iustyoe  pnre  and  cleane,  because  that  wban 

1  pardoned  am,  that  fortbwith  iustlye  able 
Ittste  I  am  iudged  by  instice  of  tby  grace. 
For  T  myselfe,  loo!  thynge  moste  vnstable. 
Formed  in  ofFence,  conceaued  in  lyke  case, 
Am  noughte  but  synne  from  my  natyuytie^ 
Be  not  these  sayde  for  mjme  excu8e,  alas! 
But  of  thy  belpe  to  shewe  necessitie: 

For,  loo !  tbou  louest  truthe  of  tbe  inwarde  haite^ 
Wbycb  yet  dothe  lyue  in  my  fidelitie 
Thoughe  I  baTe  iallen  by  frayltie  oiierthwarte : 
For  wylfull  malyce  ledde  me  not  the  waye 
So  moche  as  bathe  tbe  flesbe  drawen  me  aparte. 
Wberefore,  O  Lorde,  as  thou  hastę  done  alwaye, 
Teach  me  tbe  hydden  wysdom  of  thy  lorę; 
Since  that  my  faythe  dothe  not  yet  dccaye. 
And,  as  tbe  juyce  to  beale  tbe  lypper  sore, 
Wythe  isoppe  clense,  clense  me  and  I  am  clene. 
Thoa  sbalt   me  wasbe,  and  morę  tben  snowe 

tberefore 
1  shal  be  wbyte,  howe  fowle  my  fisulte  bath  bene. 
Thou  of   my   health    sbalt   gladsome  tydingea 

bringe, 
When  from  abone  remission  shal  be  sene. 
Descende  on  eartb:  tben  sballa'forioye  upsprynge 
The  bones,  that  were  befure  consumed  to  duste. 
Loke  not,  O  Lord!  vppon  myne  offendynge, 
But  do  away  my  dedee,  that  are  unjuste. 
Make  a  cleane  bartę  in  the  middell  of  my  breste 
Wy th  spyryte  upryghte  yoyded  from  fylthye  luste. 
From  thyne  eyes  cure  caste  me  not  in  ▼nreste. 
Nor  take  from  me  thy  spyryta  of  bolyneste. 


a>* 
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Kender  to  me  joye  of  thy  he1p6  tnd  beste:  [nesse: 
My  wylte  confymie  wythe  tbe  spirite  of  stedfast- 
And  by  tbys  shall  these  godlye  thynges  ensue, 
9ynnerfl  I  shail  iiito  thy  wayaiaddresse; 
They  shall  retnrne  tn  tbe,  and  thy  grace  sae. 
My  tongue  ihaU  prayse  thy  justiAcation: 
lly  moutbe  shatl  ipreadethy  glorious  praises  trae. 
But  of  thy  selfe,  O  God,  thys  operatioD 
It  muft  procede;  by  purgyhge  me  f^om  bloode, 
Amonge  the  iuste  tbat  I  maye  have  relatyoo: 
And  of  tby  latides  for  to  let  out  tbe  floode^ 
Tboa  muste,  oh  Lorde,  my  lyppes  fyrste  aniose. 
For  yf  thoa  haddeste  ertemed  pleasatrat  goud 
,The  outwarde  dedes,  that  oatwarde  men  disclose, 
I  wold  have  uflered  unto  thee  sacrifice: 
But  thou  dcl y  test  not  m  sochę 'glosę 
Of  outeward  dede,  as  men  dreame  and  deuyse. 
The  sacrrfice  that  the  Lorde  lyketh  moste 
Is  spirite  contryte :  Iowę  harte  in  bombie  wyse 
Tbon  dpest  accept,  O  God,  fur  pleasaunt  hoste. 
Make  Syon,  Lorde,  accordynge  to  tby  wyli 
Inward  Śyoo  the  Syon  of  the  ghoste: 
Of  hartes  Jcnisalem  strengthethe  watles  styli ; 
Then  shatte  thou  takc  for  good  the  outwarde  dedes, 
As  a  sacrifice  thy  pleasore  to  futfyll. 
Of  thee  alone  thus  all  ourgood  preccdes. 
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Op  deape  serretes,  that  Dauid  then  dyd  syngs^ 
Of  mercye,  of  feyth,  of  fniyltie,  of  grace; 
Of  Goddes  goddnesse,  and  of  justyfyinge 
The  grcatnes  dyd  so  astony  bym  apace,  [thynge? 
As  who  myghte  saye,  Who  hath  expressed  tbys 
I  syn  ner,  I,  what  havę  1  saide?  a  las! 
That  Gods  goódnessi^  wold  in  my  songe  entreate^ 
Let  me  agayne  consyder  and  repeate. 
And  so  he  doth,  but  not  expresscd  by  worde: 
But  in  hys  bartc  he  tumeth  oft  and  prayseth 
Eche  word,  that  erstc  hys  lyppes  mygth  ferth 

aforde: 
He  pantes,  he  pawsełh,  he  wondrcth,  he  prayseth 
The  mercy,  that  hydethe  of  justyce  the  sworde: 
The  justyce^  that  so  hys  promyse  complysheth 
For  bys  wordes  sake  to  worthyle.H  deserte^ 
That  giatis  hys  grace  to  men  doth  departe. 

Herę  hath  he  comfbrt  when  he  cfoth  measure 
Measareles  mercye  to  measureles  faulte. 
To  prodygable  synner^  infinyte  treasare, 
Treasnre  celcstyalł,  that  never  shall  defaoite ; 
Ye,  uhen  tbat  synne  shall  ftiyle,  and  may  not 
dure,  [assaute 

Mercy   shall   reigne,    gaynste  whome  shall    no 
Of  beli  prenayle:  by  whome,  loe!  attbys  daye 
Of  heaven  gates  remyssyon  is  the  kaye.* 

And  when  Danid  bad  pondered  vre\  and  tryed, 
Aud  seeth  hymself  not  outterly  depryued 
From  lygtb  of  grace,  that  darke  of  synne  dyd  byde, 
He  fyudeth  bys  hope  moch  therewith  reuyued; 
He  darc  importu ne  the  Lorde  on  every  syde, 

i  For  he  kjMnreth  wel  that  to  meray  is  ascribod 
tespectelcs  labor)  importune,  ery,  and  cali ; 
And  thus  be^nneth  hys  song  there  wythall. 
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Tx>RD,  bcare  my  praier,  and  let  my  crye  passe 
Unto  thee,  Lord,  without  impediment 
Do  not  from  me  tounie  thy  mercyful  face, 
Unto  myselfe  leauynge  my  gouernment. 


In  t{me  of  tronble  and  adnenytyte 

Endyne  unto  me  thync  eare  and  thyne  ententei 

And  when  I  cali,  bełpe  my  necessytye; 

Redely  graonte  theflfecte  of  my  desyre: 

These  bołd  demaundes  do  please  thy  majesty^s 

And  eke  my  case  soch.  hastę  dotli  weR  reijuyre. 

For  lyke  as  smoke  my  dayes  are  past  awaye. 

My  bones  drycd  np,  as  fomace  witb  tbe  fyre: 

My  harte,  my  mynde  is  wythered  op  lylce  baye: 

Because  I  have  foi^tt  to  take  my  breade. 

My  breade  of  lyfe,  the  worde  of  truth,  1  say& 

And  for  my  playntful  syghes  and  for  my  dreade. 

My  bones,  my  strengtb,  my  very  force  of  asynde 

Cleued  to  the  fleshe,  and  from  the  spirit  were  fledde, 

As  desperate  thy  meivye  for  to  fynde. 

So  mada  I  me  the  solen  pellycane. 

And  lyke  the  owie,  that  fleyth  by  proper  kynda 

Lygth  of  tbe  day,  and  hath  berself  betane 

To  raiue  lyfe  oute  of  all  compaoye, 

Wyth  wakercare,  that  with  this  woo  bęgamie, 

Lyke  the  sparroire  was  I  solyterrye, 

That  syttes  alone  under  the  bouses  eaves. 

Tbis  whylc  my  fbes  conspyred  contynually^ 

And  dyd  prouoke  tbe  harme  of  my  dysease. 

Wherefore  lyke  asbes  my  bread  dyd  me  saror; 

Of  thy  i  ust  word  the  tast  might  not  me  please: 

Wherefore  my  drynk  I  tempered  with  lycor 

Of  wepynge  teares,  that  from myne  eyesdyd  rayoc^ 

Because  I  knowe  the  wrath  of  thy  forour, 

Prouoked  by  right,  had  of  my  pryde  dysdaync. 

For  thou  dyddest  iyfte  me  up  to  tbrowe  me  dowoe; 

To  teach  me  bowe  to  knowe  my  selfe  agayne: 

Wherby  1  tuiewc  that  belpelcs  I  shnld  drowne. 

My  dayes  like  shaddow  doclyne,  and  I  doo  ery: 

And  the  for  ever  etemitie  dothe  crowne; 

Worlde  wythoute  endc  doth  last  thy  memory. 

For  thys  frayltie,  tbat  yoketh  all  mankyi>de, 

Thou  sbalt  awake,  and  rue  this  mysereye: 

Rue  on  Sjron.    Syon  that  as  I  fynde 

Is  the  people  that  lyoe  under  thie  lawę. 

For  now  is  ty  me,  tbe  tyme  at  hande  assynde, 

The  tyme  so  longe  tbat  thy  senrantes  drawe 

In  great  desyre  to  se  that  pleasaunte  daye: 

Daye  of  rederoynge  Syon  fh>m  synnes  awe. 

For  they  have  rutbe  to  see  in  suche  decaye 

In  duste  and  atones  thys  wretcbed  Syon  lorę. 

Then  the  Gentiles  shall  dreade  thy  name  alwayet 

All  earthly  kyuges  thy  glorye  shati  boooar, 

Then  when  tby  grace  thy  Syon  thua  rpdemetb, 

When  thus  thou  bast  declared  tby  mygbtie  powtr. 

llie  Lorde  his  sarvauntes  wysbes  so  eatemetb. 

That  be  bym  tumethe  ▼nto  tbe  poores  reąuest. 

To  our  dyscent  tbis  to  be  written  semetb. 

Of  all  eempfurts  as  coatoiacyon  beste: 

And  they,  that  then  sbalbe  ragenerate, 

Shall  prayse  the  Lord  therfore  both  moste  aod  lesie. 

For  he  batfa  lokte  from  the  heiffht  of  hys  estate, 

The  Lorde  from  hearen  in  earth  hath  lookte  oo  os. 

To  beare  tbe  monę  of  tbom  that  are  a'  gate 

In  fowle  bondaget  to  łase  and  to  discus 

Tbe  tonnes  of  deathe  oute  frr>me  tbeyre  deadly 

Too  gyre  tbereljy  occasion  gh  rious  [bonde; 

In  thys  Syon  hys  holye  name  to  stoude. 

And  in  .lerusalem  hys  landes  la.«tynge  aye, 

When  in  ooc  churche  tbe  people  of  the  loode 

And  realmes  her  gathered  to  serve,  to  taude,  to 

The  Lorde  abovc  so  juste  and  mercyful.        [pr^y 

But  to  this  sambie  runninge  in  the  wayc. 

My  streugthe  fayleth  to  rearbe  łt  at  tlie  fulj.     , 

Ue  faatb  abregcd  my  dayes,  they  may  not  daie 
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9ro  le  Ibti  ternie,  tbat  termę  m  wonderfall: 
AU  though  r  hare  wilSt  hartłe  irHI,  «nd  cure, 
Pniyed  to  the  Lord,  Take  me  not,  Lord,  awaye 
In  rnlddes  of  my  ycarwj  thoagbethyne  ctrf  surę 
Remayne  eteme,  Mrhónie  tyme  can  irot  d^cayc. 
Thoa  wroaghtst&the  earth;  tby  handesthe  heanens 

dydmake: 
They  shall  peryshe,  and  thou  shalt  laste  altraye: 
And  all  thinges  a?e  sbaM  were  and  otiertake, 
Lyke  clothe,  and  thoa  sHalt  chaunge  tHem  lyke 

apparen. 
Tourne,  and  transkte,  and  thou  ra  wroth  rt  take; 
Bot  tfaoa  tby  selfe  tby  setf  renaynest  welt 
Tbat  thou  wast  erste,  and  sfaalt  tby  3reares  extende. 
Tben,  sens  to  thys  there  maye  no  thynge  rebelie, 
The  greateste  compforte  that  I  can  pretende, 
la  that  the  children  of  thy  semantes  deare, 
That  in  thie  word  arc  gotte,  shall  wythout  ende 
fiefoie  fby  foce  be  stabHste  all  i  a  itte. 


THE  AUCTOB. 

Whbn  Dauid  hadde  perceaued  in  hsrs  breste 
The  spyrite  of  God  retoume,  that  was  ezyled, 
Because  be  knewe  be  hath  alone  expre8te 
These  same  gieat  thynges,  that  greater  spyryte 

compyled : 
As  shawme  or  pipę  lettes  ont  the  sonnde  impreste, 
By  mnsykes  arte  forged  to-fore  and  fyled : 
1  saye  wben  Dauid  hadde  perceaued  tbis, 
The  spirite  of  compfort  in  hy m  reuyned  ia. 
For  thereapon  be  mabeth  argumeitte 
Of  reconsylyng  vnto  the  Lordes  grace: 
Al  thoaghe  somtyme  to  prophecy  have  lente 
Bothe  brate  beastea,  and  wycked  hartes  a  place. 
But  oure  Dauid  iudgeth  in  hys  eotente 
Hym  selfe  by  penaunOB  cłeaae  oute  of  thys  case, 
Whereby  be  hatbe  remyssyon  of  offence. 
And  gynnetb  to  alowe  bys  payne  and  penilence. 

But  wben  hearayetb  the  ftiult,  and  reeompence, 
He  dampnetb  this  hys  dede  and  fyndeth  playne 
Atwene  them  two  no  wbytt  eqf)iua1enee: 
Wbereby  be  takes  all  outwarde  dede  in  vayne 
T6  heare  the  name  of  rygbtfnil  picnitence: 
Wbycb  la  alone  the  harte  retnrned  agayne, 
Audi  tort  oontryte,  that  doth  bys  fauH  bcmone; 
JIimI  otttward  dede  the  sygne  or  friite  alone. 

'Wyth  thys  he  dothe  defende  the  slye  assaulte 
Of  vayne  aluweance  of  hys  ovne  deserte: 
And  all  the  glorye  of  bys  forgeueu  fanlte 
To  God  alone  he  dotbe  it  hole  couvertc: 
Hys  oirne  meryte  he  fyndethe  in  defaulte: 
And  whyles  he  pondreth  these  thioges  in  hys  harte, 
Hys  knee,  hys  arme,  bys  hande  sasteyned  hys 

chinne, 
When  he  hys  songe  agayne  thtts  dyd  begynne. 

IMt  PROFUKNS  CŁAMAYI  AI>  TE,  DOMIHB. 
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From depth  of  synne,  and  finom  a  depe  dispayre, 
From  depth  of  deeth,  from  depth  of  hartessorrowe, 
From  this  depe  caue,  of  darknes  depe  repayre, 
Tbee  bave  I  caMe,  O  Lorde,  to  be  my  borowe. 
Thou  in  my  voyce,  O  Lorde,  pcrceaue  and  heare 
My  harte,.  my  bope,  my  playnte,  my  ouertbrowe, 
My  wyli  to  rysę:  And  let  by  graunte  appeare, 
Tbat  to  my  Toyce  thyne  ears  do  well  atteode: 
No  place  so  farre,  tbat  to  the  is  not  near; 
K«o  depthić  M  depe,  thtt  thcm  ną  mayste  axtende 


Thyne eare  therloj  heare  tlten  my  wofall  playtitet 
For,  Lord,  yf  thoa  obsetfte  włfat  men  offende, 
And  putte  thy  uatyne  mercye  in  restreyiiter 
Yf  JBste  exactyon  demaunde  recompence: 
Who  maye  endure,  O  Lorfle  ?  Who  shalł  not  fotatę 
At  socłic  accorapte?  sodrede,  not  reuerence 
Shonid  raigne  at  hirge.    Bttt-  thou  sekest  rather 
For  in  Łby  hande  is  mercyes  resydence:       [loue^ 
By  hope  wbcreof  thou  daeste  oure  hartes  eke  mooe. 
I  in  the  lorde  haue  sette  my  confydeuce : 
My  suule  sochę  truste  doth  euerraore  approne; 
Thy  holye  worde  of  eterne  excel!ence, 
Thy  mercyes  promyse,  that  h  aU-waye  hute^ 
'  Haue  ben  my  stkye,  my  piłler,  and  defiBDCe. 
My  soule  in  God  hath  moredesyrous  traste, 
Then  hath  the  Mratchroen  loking  for  the  daye^ 
For  his  relief,  to  ąuencbe  of  ślepe  the  thurst. 
Lette  Israełl  truste  vnto  the  Lord  alwaye; 
For  grace  and  fauor  are  hys  propcrtie: 
Plenteouse  ransome  shall  oome  withThym^  I  Mjrep 
And  sball  redeme  all  our  ^niąuitie. 


THE  AUCTOR. 

Thys  worde  Redeme,  tbat  in  his  mouthe  dyd 
Dyd  putte  f>auid,  itsemeth  nnto  me,      [sounde^ 
As  in  a  traunce,  to  star  uppoo  the  grounde, 
Andwłth  hysthougbte  the  hy^hteof  heaven  to  see: 
Wherebe  beboldestbe  Worde  thatsbolde  confouude 
The  worde  of  death,  by  humility  to  be 
In  mortall  Mayde,  in  mortall  liabite  madę, 
Eteraitye  i  u  mortai  vayle  to  sbade. 

He  seyeth  tbat  worde,  wben  ful  rype  tyme- 
sbulde  come, 
Doo  awaye  that  vayle  by  ferucnte-aflectioD«. 
Tome  off  ayth  deathe,  fbrdeathe shulde  have  ber . 
And  lepetb  fyghter  from  sochę  corruptioB:  [dome^ 
The  glute  of  Lyghte,  that  in  the  ayre  dothe  loure, 
Man  redeemeth,  death  bathe  ber  destruction: 
That  mortall  vayle  hatbe  immortalitie; 
To  Dauid  assuraunce  of  hys  iniąuitie. 

W  herby  he  frames  thys  reason  in  hys  harte:    • 
Tbat  goodaes,  which  doth  not  forbeare  hys  sonne 
From  death  for  me,  and  caa  therby  coaverte 
My  death  to  lyfe,  my  synne  to  sal^ation, 
Bothe  can  and  wyli  a  smaller  grace  departe 
To  bym,  that  sueth  by  humble  supplicatioii: 
Aad  syns  I  haue  bys  larger  grace  aiMayda, 
To  asketbys  tbiuge  wby  am  I  then  affiraydeł 

He  graunteth  most  to  them  tbat  most  do  craucy^ 
And  he  delygbtes  in  suit  wythoute  respect. 
Alas!  my  sonue  pursues  me  .to  the  graue, 
Suffered  by  God  my  synne  for  to  correcfce. 
Bnt  of  my  synne,  syns  I  may  pardon  haue, 
My  sonnes  punsuyte  shall  shortelye  be  reiecte:. 
Then  will  1  ci:aue  wyth  sured  confydence. 
And  thus  begyDoeth  the  sute  of  hys  pretenee. 

IK>MnfB»  BXAUDI  ORATIOKBJH  MEAflĆ. 
P84ŁM  CXŁI1I. 

Hbabb  my  prayer,  O  Lord:  heare  my  requeste : 
Complysbe  my  boone:  aaswer  to  my  desyre. 
Not  by  desert,  but  fur  thyne  owne  bebest: 
f  n  wbose  firmę  trutli  thou  promist  myne  empyre- 
To  stande  stable:  and  after  tby  iustyce, 
Performc,  O  Lorde,  tbat  thyoge  that  I  reqiiyre. 
Bul  not  of  law  aftdr  the  forroe  and  guise 
To  enter  iodsmcnt  wTthe  thie  tbcall-bonde  slaue^ 
Tu  plede  bys  right;  for  in  soch  maner  wyse 
Before  tby  sygbte  noo  man  hys  ryght».śhall  taut. 
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For  of  my  wlf,  lol  thy»  my  ryghteoósoewe 
By  soorge,  and  whyppe,  and  prickynge  spurret,  I 
Scant  rysen  up,  rach  is  my  beastlines;         [haue 
For  that  myne  enemye  hathe  pureued  my  lyfe, 
And  in  the  diflte  hathe  soyled  my  lustsmes; 
To  fonrejme  realmes,  to  flee  hys  ragę  to  lyfe, 
He  hathe  me  forste:  as  deade  to  hyde  my  heade. 
And  for  bycause,  witbin  my  self  at  ttrife,  [fledde, 
Ky  harte,  and  ipirite,  wytbe  all  my  force,  ware 
1  had  recoone  to  times  that  have  ben  pastę, 
And  dyd  remember  thy  deades  in  al  my  drede. 
And  dyd  perase  thy  worckes  that  euer  last: 
Wheiby  I  knew  above  thete  wonders  al 
Thy  mercyes  were;  then  lyfte  1  up  in  hast 
My  handes  to  tbee;  my  soule  to  the  dyd  caU, 
Lyke  barren  soyle,  for  moyster  of  thy  grace. 
Hastę  to  my  helpe,  O  Lord,  aferę  I  iaU: 
For  snre  I  felł  my  spyrite  doth  iainte  apace. 
Tamę  not  thy  face  firom  me  that  I  be  layde 
In  coont  of  them  that  headlyng  downe  doo  passe 


Into  the  pyt:  Shewe  me  betimaB  thyne  sydę^ 

For  on  thy  grace  I  whoUy  do  depende: 

And  in  thy  hand  sińce  all  my  health  is  stayed. 

Do  me  to  know  what  way^  thoa  wylte,  I  bende ; 

For  vnto  the  I  have  rąjsde  up  my  mynde, 

Rydde  me,  oh  Łorde*  from  them  that  do  enteode 

My  foes  to  be ;  for  I  have  me  assigned 

Atwaye  wythin  thy  secret  protectyon. 

Teacbe  me  thy  wyl,  that  I  by  the  may  fynde 

The  wvye  to  worke  the  same  in  affectyoo: 

For  thou,  iDy  God,  thy  blessed  spirite  i^iyght 

In  laude  of  tmthe  shall  be  my  dyret^yon. 

Thon,  for  thy  name,  Lord,  shalte  renine  my  spiyte 

Wythin  the  ryghte,  that  I  recetue  by  the: 

Whereby  my  lyfe  of  daunger  shall  be  quyte* 

Thou  hastę  fordona  the  great  iniquytye, 

That  TCKt  my  soule :  thou  shalt  also  confooade   • 

My  foes,  oh  Lorde,  for  thy  beni^tie; 

For  thyne  am  I,  thy  senraunteaye  most 
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TBE  COMPLAINT  OF  A  LOVER  WITH 
SUTE  TO  HIS  LOUE  FOR  PJTIE. 

If  euer  woefull  man  might  moue  yoor  hartes  to 

ruthe,  [shall  try  his  truth ; 

Good  ladies  heare  his  woful  plaint,  whose  deth 

And  rigbtful  iudges  be  on  tbis  his  tirue  report, 

If  he  desenie  a  loTer^s  name  among  the  iaithfull 

sort  [in  the  west; 

Fiue  hundred  times  the  sunne  bath  lodgde  him 

Since  in  my  ^art  I  haibred  fint  of  all  the  good- 

liest  gest,  [fi&ynt, 

'Wbese  worthiness  to  shew,  my  irittcs  are  all  to 

And  I  lacke  cunning  of  the  scodes,  in  colours  her 

to  paynt. 

But  this  I  briefiy  say  in  wordes  of  egall  weigbt, 

So  toide  of  Tice  was  neuer  none»  nor  with  such 

▼ertues  freight.  [her  warres. 

And  for  her  beauties  prayse,  no  wight  that  with 

For  where  she  comes,  she  shews  her  self,  as  sun 

among  the  starres.  [parfitenesse, 

But  Lord,  thou  wast  to  blaroe,  to  frame  such 

And  putte  do  pitie  in  her  hart,  my  Sorowes  to 

redresse.  [pait, 

For  if  ye  knew  the  paines  and  panges  that  I  haue 

A  wonder  would  it  be  to  you,  how  that  my  life 

hatb  last.  [bowe 

When  all  the  gods  agreed,  that  Cupide  with  his 

Shoukl  shote  his  arrowes  from  her  eies,  on  me  his 

might  to  show. 

I  knew  it  was  in  Taine  my  force  to  trust  vpon. 

And  wełl  I  wist  it  was  no  shame  to  yjeld  to  soch  a 

one:  [mynde, 

Then  did  I  me  submit  wilh  humble  hart  and 

To  be  hf  r  man  for  euermore,  us  by  the  gods  assinde. 


And  sinoe  that  day,  no  wo,  wherewith  łona 

might  tormeut, 

Gould  moue  me  firom  this  fiiithfiill  band,  or  mąko 

me  once  repent: 

Yet  haue  I  felt  fuli  oft  the  hottest  of  his  fyię/ 

The  bitter  teares,  the  scalding  sighs,  the  bimiiac 

hote  desire;  [h*rt| 

'And  with  a  sodain  sigh  the  tremblyng  of  tfae 

And  how  the  blood  doth  come  and  go,  to  ncconr 

euery  part:  [py^» 

When  that  a  pleasant  looke  hath  lyft  me  in  tfift 

A  frowne  hath  madę  me  fali  as  &st  into  a  dbpe 

despayer.  [bttrt» 

And  when  that  I  e'Te  thisy  my  tale  conld  well  by 

And  that  my  tong  had  leamed  it,  so  that  no  word 

might  start,  [stay, 

The  8ight  of  her  hath  set  my  wittes  in  wach.  a 

That  to  be  lord  of  all  the  worid,  one  word  I  could 

not  say.  [pinched  so. 

And  many  a  sodayn  crampe  my  hart   hath 

That  for  the  time  my  sences  all,  felt  neitber  wcale 

norwo.     ,  [oontent, 

Yet  saw  1  neuer  thing  that  might  my  mimfe 

But  wisht  it  hers,  and  at  her  will,  if  she  could  so 

consent:  [please. 

Nor  neuer  heard  of  wo  that  did  her  will  dis- 

But  wisht  the  same  vnŁo  my  self,  so  it  might  do 

her  ease.  [fiice^ 

Nor  neuer  thought  that  fayre,  nor  neuer  liked 

Unless  it  did  resemble  her,  or  some  part  of  her 

grace. 

No  distance  yet  of  place  could  us  so  fakre  de- 

uide, 

But  that  my  hart,  and  my  good  will  did  stillwlth 

her  abide. 
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'  Kor  yet  it  neucr  lay  in  any  fbitunes  powre, 

1  To  pat  tbat  swete  out  of  my  thought  one  minutę 

ofanbowre.  [wynde: 

No  ragę  of  drencblng  sea,  nor  woodnesBe  of  tbe 

'  Kor  canoous  with  tbetr  thundring  cncki  could 

put  ber  firom  my  mtnde;  [tet, 

For  wben  both  sea  and  land  aioinder  had  y% 

*  My  whole  delite  iras  only  tben,  my  self  alone  to 

geti  [gesse, 

Aod  tbitbenrard  to  looke,  as  nerę  as  I  conld 

Wbere  as  I  thoaght  tbat  shewas  tben,  tbat  migbt 

my  wo  redresse.  [windę. 

Fuli  oft  it  did  me  good  tbat  waies  to  take  my 

'  So  pleasant  ayre  in  no  place  els  metbooght  I 

could  not  finde ; 

I  saying  to  myself  my  life  is  yonder  way  ^ 

And  by  tbe  windę  I  baue  ber  sent  a  tboosand 

sigbes  aday;  [geweu  tbee» 

And  sayd  noto  tbe  sonne^  great  giftes  are 

For  tbou  mayst  see  minę  eartbly  błisse,  wbere- 

ever  tbat  sbe  be.  [tby  migbt 

Tbou  seest  in  euery  place,  woulde  God  I  bad 

And  I  tbe  ruler  of  my  self,  tben  sbould  sbe  know 

no  nigbt  [been  at  stryfe, 

And  tbus  from  wish  to  wisb,  my  wittes  have 

Andwanting  all  tbat  I  baue  wisbt,  tbus  baue  I  led 

'  my  lUe, 

Butlong  itcannot  last,tbatin  sucb  wo  remaines; 

No  foroe  for  tbat,  for  deatb  is  swete  to  bim  tbat 

feles  sucb  paines:  [graue, 

Yet  most  of  all  me  greves,  when  I  am  in  my 

Tbat  sbe  sball  purcbase  by  my  deatb  a  cruel 

name  to  baue.  [it  see 

Wberefore  all  you  tbat  beartbis  plaint,  or  sball 

Wisb  tbat  it  may  so  perce  ber  bart  tbat  sbe  may 

pitie  me;  [best 

For  and  it  were  ber  will,  for  botb  it  were  tbe 

•  Toi  saue  my  life,  to  kepe  ber  name,  and  set  my 

bait  at  rest. 


OF  THE  DEATH  OF  MASTER  DEUOHOX, 
THE  LORD  FERRES  SONNE. 

Who  iustly  may  reioyoe  in  ougbt  vnder  tbe  skye, 
As  life  or  lands,  as  firendes,  or  fniiles  wbicb  only 

live  to  dye?  [are  vaine, 

Or  wbo  dotb  not  well  know  all  worłdly  workes 
And  geretb  nought  bot  to  tbee  lendes  to  take  tbe 

same  again  ? 
For  thougb  it  lift  some  vp  as  we  long  vpward  all, 
&łcb  is  tbe  sort  of  slippcr  weltb,  all  thioges  do  rise 

to  fali. 
Thoncertaintie  is  sucb,  cxperience  teacbeth  so, 
That  wbat  tbinges  men  do  couA  most  tbem  son- 

cst  tbey  forgo.  [so  derę, 

.  I/>  Deuorox  wbere  be  lietb,  wbose  life  men  held 
*  Tbat  now  bis  deatb  ii  sorowed  so,  tbat  pitie  it  is 

tobeare.  '  [famę, 

lis  birtb  of  auntient  blood  bis  parents  of  great 
kod  yet  i  u  Tertue  farre  before  tbe  formost  of  tbe 

'  same.-  [gayne, 

His  king  and  countrye  botbe  be  sernde  to  so  great 
That  witb  tbe  Brutes  record  dotb  i^est,  and  euer 

sball  remaine. 
Ko  man  in  warre so  metę  an  enterprise  to  take; 
^0  man  in  pepce  tbat  płeasarde  mor^  9f  eninies 

freods  to  make, ' 


I 


A  Cato  for  bis  coansell,  bis  bed  was  sardy  such, 
Ne  Jbeseus  frendsbip  was  so  great,  but  Deuorox 

was  as  mucb.  [to  bring, 

A  grafie  of  so  smali  grotbe,  so  mucb  good  frute 
Is  seldome  bearde,  or  nener  sene,  it  is  so  rarę  a 

tbing. 
A  man  lent  vs  firom  God,  bis  life  did  well  decłare. 
And  now  sent .  for  by  God  again,  to  teacb.  us 

wbat  we  are.  [tbat  liue^ 

Deatb  and  tbe  grane,  tbat  sball  aocompany  ali 
Hath  brougbt  buD  beuen,  tbougb  Bomewbat  sooife, 

.  wfaicb  life  coukł  neuer  gire, 
God  grannt  wel  all  tbat  sball  proiesse  as  be  profest. 
To  linę  so  well,  to  dye  no  worse;  and  send  bis 

sonie  good  rest. 


THEY.OP  THE  MEANE  ESTATE  ARE 
HAPPIE8T. 

If  rigbt  bo  rackt  and  overrone. 
And  power  uke  part  with  open  wrongr 
If  feare  by  foroe  do  yelde  to  soone, 
Tbe  lack  is  like  to  lost  to  long. 

If  God  for  goodes  sbal  be  vnplaced, 
If  right  for  ricbes  lose  bis  sbape, 
if  world  for  wisedome  be  embraced; 
The  gesse  is  great,  much  burt  may  hep* 

Among  good  tbinges  I  proue  and  finde 
Tbe  ąiiiet  life  dotb  most  abound: 
And  surę  to  tbe  contented  minde 
Tbere  is  no  ricbes  may  be  found. 

For  ricbes  bates  to  be  content; 
Rule  is  enmy  to  qaietnessę, 
Power  is  most  part  impacient. 
And  seldom  Ukes  to  liue  in  peace. 

I  beard  a  berdman  once  compa^, 
Tbat  quiet  nigbts  be  bad  mo  slept, 
And  had  mo  mery  daies  to  spare, 
Tben  be  wbich  ougbt  tbe  beastes  be  kcpt. 

1  would  not  baup  it  tbougbt  bereby, 
The  dolpbin  swimme  I  meauc  to  teacbe. 
Nor  yet  to  learne  tbe  faulcon  fly : 
I  row  not  so  forre  past  my  reacbe. 

But  as  my  part  abooe  tbe  rest, 
Is  well  to  wish  and  well  to  will; 
So  tyil  my  breatb  sball  fiiil  my  brcst, 
I  will  not  cease  to  wish  you  still. 


COMPARISON  OF  UFE  AND  DEATH. 

Thb  life  is  long,  that  lotbsomly  doth  lasŁ, 
Tbe  dolefuU  dayts  drąw  slowly  to  their  dote ; 
Tb  epresent  panges  and  painfull  plagnes  forepast 
Yelde  griefe  aye  grepe  to  stablish  this  estate. 
So  that  I  feelc,  ii^  this  great  sŁorme  and  strife, 
The  deatb  is  swete  th»t  endeth  such  a  life. 

Yet  by  tbe  stroke  of  this  strange  oucrthrowe, 
At  wbich  confiict  in  thraldome  I  was  thrust, 
Tbe  Lord  be  praised,  I  am  well  taught  to  know 
From  wbence  man  came,  and  ekewbereto  be  mnst. 
And  by  tbe  way,  vpon  how  fobie  fbrce, 
His  termę  doth  stand,  tiU  death  doth  end  bil  course* 
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The  pleasant  yeres  Łbat  seme  so  swift  Łhat  ninne, 
Ttie  mery  dayes  to  end  so  fast  that  fleta, 
The  ioyfiill  nigbtes  of  u'hicb  day  dawetli  so  soone, 
The  happy  ho  wers  whicb  mo  do  miss  then  mete^ 
Do  all  consume  as  SDowe  against  the  suone, 
And  death  makes  ead  of  atl  that  life  begouoe. 

^Bce  death  ahall  dure,  titf  all  the  world  be  wast, 
"What  meaneth  man  to  dred  death  thea  so  gore^ 
M  man  night  make  that  life  shonid  ahray  last, 
Without  regarde  the  Lord  bath  led  befbre 
The  daomee  of  death^  which  all  muetroDne  on  row 
Though  hoWy  or  wben  the  Lord  alone  doth  know. 

If  mma  woułd  miude  wbat  burtbeos  life  doth 
bring 
What  greuous  crtmes  to  God  he  doth  commit; 
What  plages,  what  panges,  whatperilles,  theifoy 
With  DO  surę  hower  in  all  his  daies  to  sit:  [sprioge 
He  would  surę  think  as  with  great  cauae  1  do, 
Tbe  day  ef  death  wer  better  oif  the  two. 

Death  is  a  port  wherby  we  past  to  ioy, 
Life  is  a  lakę,  that  drowneth  all  in  payn, 
Death  is  lo  derę  it  oeaseth  all  annoy, 
Life  is  80  leude  that  all  it  yeldes  is  vayn : 
And  as  by  life  to  bondage  man  is  brought, 
£veD  so  likewise  by  death  va8  fredom  wronght. 

Wherefore^with  Paal,kit  all  men  wish  and  pray 
To  be  dissoiyde  of  this  ibule  fleshly  masse; 
Or  at  least  be  armde  against  tbe  day, 
That  they  be  fouud  good  souldiers  prest  to  passe 
From  life  to  death,  from  death  to  life  again. 
To  such  a  life,  as  ener  shall  remain. 


His  curioos  eye  beheld  his  own  deniaed  woil^ 

And  gasing  oft  thereon,  he  fbund  much  TenoBi 

there  to  lurk; 

Tor  all  the  featurde  sbape  so  dtd  his  fancie  mooe 

That  with  his  idoli  whom  he  madę,  Pfgmalion  frfl 

in  loue;  Ijgarlandes  swete 

To  whom  he   hononr  gaae,  and  decked  wilk 

Atid  did  adoum  with  lewells  rich,  as  is  fur  loaen 

metę.  [wocrtd  ery, 

Somtimes  o«i  it  he  fewn*d,   somtime  iii  ragę 

It  was  iL  wonder  to  behold,  how  fansy  bleard  his  eye. 

Since  that  this  ymage  domme  enflamed  so  wise  a 

man,  [Łhan; 

My  derę,  alas,  sińce  I  you  loue,  what  wonder  is  it 

In  whom  bath  naturę  set  the  glory  of  ber  name 

And  brake  ber  moulde  in  great  dispatre,  yoar  Łike 

sbe  coulde  not  firame. 


THE  TALE  OF  PYGMAUON,  WITH  CON- 
CLUSION  yPON  TBE  BEAUTIE  OF  HIS 
LOUE. 

Ib  Grece  so^itirae  there  dwelt  a  man  of  worthy 
fiuDe,   -  [his  name. 

To  graue  in  stone  his  cunning  was,  t^rgmalion  was 
To  make  his  famę  endure,  wben  dcuth  ha<l  him 
bereft,  [work  wcre  left. 

He  thóught  it  good  of  his  own  liancl  soone  filed 
In  secretc  study  then  such  work  he  gan  devise 
As  might  his  cunning  best  commend,  and  please 
the  lookers  cves. 
A  courser  faire  be  Ihought  to  graue,  barbed  for 
tbe  field  [spear  aad  shield. 

And  on  his  back  a  scmdy  knight  well  armM  with 
Or  els  some  foule  or  fish  to  graue  be  did  deuise 
Andstill  withinhis  wandring  thoughtes  newfaucies 
did  arise. 
Thiis  varied  he  in  minde  what  rnterprise  to  take 
^\\\  fancy  moued  his  losnied  haod  a  womanfnyre 
to  make.  [fouruic  to  fraęie 

Whereon  be  stayde,  and  tliought  such  perśte 
Wheręby  he  might  amaze  all  Grece,  and  winne 
imroortal  name. 
Of  yvorie  wbite  he  madę  so  fairc  a  woman  than 
That  naturę  scom-*d  h<  r  perUtness  so  taught  by 
eraft  of  man.  [face, 

Wel  sbaped  were  ber  lims,  fuli  comly  was  ber 
^che  little  vun  most  lively  coucht,  echc  part  had 
semely  grace.  [great  btrife 

Twixt  naturę  and  Pigmalion,  there  might  appcre 
So  semely  was  this  ydoage  wropght,  it  lackt  nothing 
Imt  life» 


/ 


THE  LOUER    SfJEWETH    HIS    WOFULL    \ 
STATE  Am)  PRAIETH  PITTIB. 

Lyk£  as  the  larke  within  the  Marlians  foote, 
With  piteous  tunes  doth  cbirp  ber  yelden  lay: 
So  sing  I  now,  seyng  no  other  boote 
My  rt-ndering  song  and  to  your  will  obey. 
Yonr  vertue  mountes  abone  my  fi>rce  bO  hye. 
And  with  your  beautie  seased  I  am  so  surę, 
That  there  auaileit  resistance  nonę  in  me. 
But  paciently  your  pleasure  to  endure.  i 

For  on  your  will  my  fausy  sliall  attend. 
My  life,  my  death,  I  put  both  in  your  choycr^ 
And  rather  had  my  life  by  yoa  to  end, 
Then  liue,  by  other  alwayes  to  reioyce: 
And  if  your  crueltie  do  tbirst  my  bIood» 
Then  let  It  forth  if  it  may  do  you  good. 


FPON  COKSWERATION  OF  THE  STATB 

OF  THIS  UFE  HE  WISHETH  DEATH. 
The  lenger  life,  the  morę  oiFence; 
The  morę  offencc,  the  greater  paine; 
The  greater  paine,  the  lesse  defence  ( 
The  lesse  defence,  the  lesser  gaine; 
The  losse  of  gaine  long  yll .  doth  trye, 
Wherfore  come  death  and  Ict  me  dye. 

The  shorter  life,  lesse  count  I  finde, 
The  lesse  account,  the  sooner  madę; 
The  count  soon  madę,  the  merier  mindf 
Tłie  mery  mynd  doth  thonght  euade; 
Short  life  in  truth  this  tliing  doth  trye, 
Wherfore  come  death,  and  let  me  dye. 

'Come  gentle  death,  the  ebbe  of  care, 
The  ebbe  of  care,  the  flood  of  lyfe, 
The  ilood  of  life,  the  ioyful  farę, 
The  ioyful  farę,  the  ead  of  strife : 
The  end  of  strife,  that^hing  wishe  T. 
Wherefore  come  death,  and  let  me  dye» 

THE  LOUER  THAT  ONCE  DISDAISEP 
LOUE,  IS  NOfV  BECOME  SUBIECT 
BEISG  CAUGHT  IN  HIS  SNARE. 

To  this  songe  geve  eare  wjho  list 
And  minc  intcnt  iudge  as  ye  wyli, 
The  time  is  come  that  I  haue  mist 
,The  thing  whcron  I  hopcd  styli. 
And  from  the  toppe  of  all  my  trust, 
Mi:>hap  hath  thfowen  me  in  ti^e  dua^ 


AOAfNST  mC&ED  TONOES. 
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The  time  hath  beue  and  that  of  late« 
My  hart  and  I  might  leap  at  lBł|^» 
And*  was  not  shut  withintbe  gute 
Of  10tt6*s  deńre,  nor  toke  no  chai^e 
Of  any  thing  that  did  pertaine, 
As  touching  loue  in  any  payn. 

My  thoikght  was  free,  my  hart  mac  Jy(bt» 
I  markitd  not,  who  lost,  who  sanght, 
I  playd  by  day»  1  riupt  by  uygbt, 
I  foicedtnot,  who  wept,  wbo  iaugbt, 
Ny  thoogbt  from  aJl  auch  ihinges  wai£ne^ 
And  I  my  telf  at  Jiherlie. 

1  toke  no  bede  to  tauntes  nor  toya 
As  leef  to  see  them  fruwne  as  smyle, 
Where  fortunę  laught  I  scOrode  tbftir  ioyes 
I  found  tłieir  fraudes  and  enery  wyie^ 
And  to  my  selfe  oft  timcs  I  siniled. 
To  see  how  lóue  had  tbem  begiled, 

Tbus 4n  tbe  'net  of  my  conceity 
I  masktfdstill  among  tbe  sort 
Of  auch  as  )fed  vpon  the  bayte, 
That  Onpide  la-ide  for  bis  disport; 
And  euer  as  I  saw  them  caught 
I  tbem  bebeld  and  tbereat  laught. 

« 

Tyli  at  the  lenc^th  when  Cupide  spied 
IMy  s<,'orn«;ful  wył]  and  spite  fu  ii  Yse, 
And  bo  w  I  past  not  wbo  was  tyed 
So  tbat  my  self  inyght  still  Hue  lose, 
He  set  bim  selfe  tu  lye  in  waite 
And  in  my  way  be  tUrew  a  balie. 

Such  one  as  natrn^  neoer  madę 
1  dare  well  say  saue  siie  alone ; 
Such  one  sbe  was  as  would  inuade 
A  hart  morę  bani  then  marbłe  stone; 
Such  one  sbe  is>  I  know  it  right, 
Her  naturę  madę  to  sbew  ber  migbt. 

Then  as  a  man  enen  in  a  maże 
Whcn  vse  of  i enson  is  away, 
S>o  I  began  to  stare  and  gazę. 
And  sodeinly,  withoot  delay 
Or  euer  I  had  the  wit  to  loke 
1  swalowed  vp  both  bait  and  boke* 

Wfaicb  dayly  grenes  me  morę  and  morę 
By  snndr}'  surtes  of  carefulwo; 
And  nonę  aline  may  sałite  the  sore 
But  oneiy  sbe  that  burt  me  soe: 
In  wbom  my  lyfe  duthe  now  consist 
To  saue  or  siay  me  as  sbe  list. 

But  seing  now  tbat  I  am  caught, 
And  bounde  so  fast,  I  cannot  flee; 
Be  ye  by  minę  ensample  taught 
That  in  your  fausies  fele  you  frec; 
pespiae  not  tbem  tbat  louers  ai'e 
test  you  be  cangbt  within  his  snare. 


OF  FORTUNE  AND  FAMĘ, 

Ths  plagę  is  great,  where  Fortune  frowncs, 
One  mischief  bringea  a  thousand  woos, 
Where  trumpets  geoe  tbeir  warlike  sowncs, 
The  weake  sustcine  sharp  OTeribrowes: 
No  better  Itfe  they  tast  aud  fele 
Th4t  f  obięct  are  to  Forkmes  whel«, 


Her  happy  «bauacę  may  last  no  time; 
Her  pleasure  threatneth  paines  to  cMue. 
Sbe  is  the  fali  of  those  tbat  clime; 
And  yet  her  whele  aTancetb  spme : 
No  force,  where  tbat  sbe  hateaor  louss^ 
Her  fickie  minde  to  oft  remoues. 

She  geues  no  gift,  but  craues  as  fost; 
Sbe  soone  repentes  a  thankfiil  dedej 
She  turaeth  after  enery  blast; 
She  belpes  tbem  oft,  tbat  baue  no  nede; 
Where  power  dwelles,  and  ricbes  rest, 
Faise  Fortune  is  a  common  gest. 

Yet  some  affirme  and  proue  by  fkyll, 
Fortune  is  not  a  fleiog  Famę, 
She  neitber  can  do  good  nor  yll$ 
Sbe  hath  no  fourme,  yet  beares  a  na  me, 
Then  we  but  striue  against  the  streames. 
To  frame  suche  ioyes  on  fansies  dream^s. 

If  she  baoe  sbape  or  name  alone; 
If  she  do  role  or  beare  no  sway  ; 
If  Khe  fanue  bodie,  life  or  nonę. 
Be  słie  a  sprite  I  can  not  say : 
Bot  well  1  wot,  some  cause  there  is, 
Tbat  causeth  wo,  and  sendeth  blisse. 

The  causes  of  tbinges  I  will  not  blamc, 
Lest  1  offeude  tbe  prince  of  peace : 
But  I  may  chidei  and  braule  with  Famę, 
To  make  ber  ciye  and  ncuer  cease: 
I  To  blowe  the  trumpe  wiŁhin  her  eares^ 
Tbat  may  apease  my  wofall  tearcs. 


AGAINST  mCKED  TONGES. 

O  EUIŁ  tonges,  which  clap  at  euery  windę, 
Ye  slea  the  quicke,  and  eke  the  dead  defame, 
Those  that  Hue  wełl,8ome  fante  iu  tbem  ye  fynde; 
Ye  take  no  thought  fn  slaundring  tbeir  good  name, 
Ye  put  iust  men  oft  tiroes  to  opeu  shame : 
Ye  rynge  so  loude,  ye  sounde  rnto  tbe  skyes. 
And  yet  in  proofe,  ye  sow  notbiug  but  lyes. 

Ye  make  great  warre,  where  peace  hath  hem  of 
Ye  bring  rich  realmes  to  ruinę  and  decay,  [łong ; 
Ye  pluck  dowoe  rigfat,  ye  do  enbauncc  the  wroug ^ 
Yeturue  swete  mirth  to  wo  and  well  awśy; 
Of  mischieies  all  ye  are  the  grouude  I  say. 
Happy  is  be  tbat  lines  oti  such  .a  sort, 
Tbat^needs  pot  feąr  such  tougea  of  £alse  report. 


HELL  TOnMENTETHNOTTHEDAMfCEn 
GHOSTES  SO  SORE  AS  FNKINDMlS3 
THE  LOUER. 

The  restlesse  nige  of  tdepe  deroartng  beli; 
The  błasing  brandes,  tbat  neuer  doe  consume; 
The  roryng  roote,  in  Plutoes  den  that  dwell, 
The  fiery  breatb,  that  firom  those  ympes  doth  fu  me, 
The  dropsy  drowth,  tbat  Tantale  in  tbe  flood 
Endureth  ay,  all  bopeless  of  rellefe, 
He  hongersterueo,  wliere  ihiite  is  ręady  foodej 
So  wrctcbedly  his  sou|e  doth  saffer  grief: 
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The  lioer  gnawne  of  gylefull  PromeUtus, 
Whłch  YuUares  fetl  with  stratned  talant  tyi«> 
The  labour  lost  of  weried  Sisiphus, 
These  hellish  houndea  with  paines  of  ąnencblesi 
Can  not  so  sore  the  silly  soales  tonnenty         [fire 
As  ber  vntnith  my  hart  hath  all  to  rent. 


OF  TBE  MUTABliniE  OF  THE 
WORLDE. 

By  fortunę  as  1  lay  in  bed,  my  fortunę  wa«  to 

finde  [into  my  mind. 

Soch  faniiies,  as  my  careful  thougbt  had  brought 
And  when  ecłie  one  was  gone  to  rest  fuli  soft  in 

bed  to  lye  [stil  myna  eye: 

I  would  have  slept,  but  then  the  watcb  did  foUow 
And  sodeinly  I  saw  a  sea  of  wofiil  sorowes  prest 
lliose  wicked  waies  of  sharp  repulse  bred  minę 

unquiet  rest.  [degree 

I  saw  this  world,  and  how  it  went,  cche  sUte  in  bis 
And  that  from  wealth  ygranted  is,  both  life  and 

libertee.  [price, 

I  saw  bow  £nuy  it  did  raine,  and  bear  tbe  greatest 
Ye  greater  poyson  ii  not  founde  within  the  cocka- 

tricc ;  [woe 

1  saw  aiso,  how  that  Disdaine  oft  times  to  foi^ge  my 
Gaue  me  the  cuppe of  bitter  swete  to  pledgemy 
,  mortail  fo:  [finde, 

I  saw  aiso,  how  that  Desire,  to  rest  no  place  could 
But  still  constraidde  in  endlesse  paine  to  foliow 

natures  kinde.  [fbrsake 

I  saw  also  most  straunge  of  all,  bow  Naturę  dyd 
Tbe  bloud,  that  in  ber  wombe  was  wrought^  as 

doth  the  lothed  snake.  ^      [Inst, 

1  saw  how  Fansie  wouM  retayne  no  lenger  then  ber 
And  as  the  wind  how  she  doth  cbaunge,  as  is 

not  for  to  trust. 
I  saw  how  Stedfastnes  did  flee  with  winges  of 

often  change 
A  flyeing  bird,  but  seldome  sene,  ber  naturę  is  so 

strange. 
I  saw  how  pleasant  times  did  passe,  as  flowres  do 

in  tbe  mede, 
To  daie  that  ttsctb  red  as  rosę,  to  morowe  falleth 

ded.  [glasse, 

I  saw  my  time  bow  it  dyd  runne,  as  sande  out  of  tbe 
Euen  as  ecbe  ho  wre  appointed  is,  from  time  and 

tide  to  passe. 
1  saw  the  yeres  that  I  had  spent,  and  losse  of  all 

iny  gayne, 
And  how  the  spoit  of  yonthful  playes  my  foly  did 

retayne. 
I  saw  bow  that  tbe  little  ant  in  somer  still  doth 

nmne 
To  seek  her  foode,  wherby  to  livc  in  wynter  6)r 

to  come.  [to  spinne . 

I  saw  eke  YerUie  how  she  sate  the  threde  of  lyfe 
Which  shewetb  the  end  of  euery  worke  before  it . 

doth  begtnne.  [p^^dy 

And  when  all  tbese  I  thus  bebeld,  with  mauy  mo 
lu  me,  me  thougbt,  ecbe  one  had  wrought  a  per- 

fite  propertie.  [be 

And  then  1  sayde  unto  my  selfe  a  lesson  tbis  shall 
For  otber,  tliat  shall  after  come,  for  to  beware  by 

me.  [might  coM8trai|ie 

Thus  all  the  uight  I  did  deuise,  which  way  I 
To  formę  a  plot,  that  wit  might  worke  theie 

broncbes  ij^  my  braio. 


HARPAWS  COMPLAINT  OF  PHYUOAES 
LOUE  BESTOWED  ON  CORIN,  WHO 
LOUED  HER  NOT,  AND  DENIED  HJM 
THAT  UOUED  HER, 

[This  beaatiful  poem,  which  is  perbaps  tbe  lirsl 
attempt  at  pastorał  wiiting  in  our  langnafce,  is 
pre8erved  among  tbe  Songs  and  SonnetŁes  of 
the  earl  of  Snrrey,  &c.  4to.  1574,  in  that  pwt 
of  the  colleotioB  which  oonsists  of  pieoes  by 
Uncertain  Auctours.  Tbese  poems  ware  6at 
publisbed  in  1557,  ten  years  after  that  aocom* 
plished  nobleman  fell  a  yictim  to  tbe  tyranoy 
of  Henry  VIII :  but  it  is  presnmed  most  oif 
tbem  Werę  composed  before  tbe  deatb  of  sir 
Thomas  Wyat  in  1541.  See  Surrey'i  Poems, 
4ta  fol.  19.  49. 

Thougb  written  perbaps  near  balf  a  oentniy  be- 
fore tbe  Shepherd's  Calendar',  tbis  wiU  be 
fbund  lar  superior  to  any  of  tboae  eciogiies  in 
natural  unaffected  sentiments,  in  simpUcity  of 
style,  in  easy  flow  of  versification,  and  aU  the 
beauties  of  pastorał  poetiy.  Spenser  oaght  to 
baTe  profited  morę  by  so  exceUent  a  modffU 
Percy.] 

Phiłi.U>a  was  a  fisire  maide, 

As  fresh,  as  any  flower; 
Whom  Harpalus  tlie  beard-man  prajdt 

To  be  his  paramoure. 

Harpalus,  and  eke  Corin, 

Werę  berdmen  both  yfere: 
And  Phillida  would  twist  and  spinne. 

And  thereto  sing  iiil  clere. 

But  Phillida  was  al  to  ooye^ 

For  Harpalus  to  winne: 
For  Corin  was  ber  oniy  joye, 

Wbo  forst  her  not  a  pinne. 

How  often  woold  she  iiowen  twine? 

How  often  gariants  make 
Of  couslips  and  of  culumbiae? 

And  al  for  Corin's  sake. 

But  Corin,  be  had  bawkes  to  lure^ 

And  forced  morę  the  fielde : 
Of  lovers  law  be  tooke  uo  oire; 

For  once  be  was  beguilde. 

Harpalus  prerayled  nought. 

His  labour  all  was  lost; 
For  be  was  fartbest  from  her  thougbt. 

And  yet  be  loved  ber  mott. 

Therefbre  waz  he  both  pale  and  leane^ 

And  dry  as  clod  of  clay : 
His  flesbe  it  was  consumed  deane; 

His  colonr  gone  away. 

His  beard  it  had  not  long  be  sha^e; 

His  bcare  hong  al  unkempt: 
A  man  most  fit  even  for  tbe  grave, 

Whom  spitefol  love  had  sbent. 

His  eyes  were  red,  and  all  fbrwacht; 

His  face  besprent  with  teares: 
It  seemed  unhap  bad  him  long  batcht|^ 

In  middes  of  bis  dispaires. 

«  Fint  pnbUsbed  in  1539^ 
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His  dothes  were  blacke,  and  also  bare; 

As  one  forlone  waa  he; 
Upon  his  head  alwasres  he  ware 

A  wreatbe  of  wyllow  tree. 

His  beastes  he  kept  upon  the  hyll, 

And  he  sate  in  the  dale; 
And  thus  with  sigbes  and  sorrows  shrii, 

He  gan  Co  tell  his  tale. 

Oh  Harpalus!  thus  would  be  say; 

Unbappiest  under  sunne ! 
The  cause  of  thiae  Tnhappie  day, 

By  loue  was  first  begunne. 

Por  tbou  wentest  first  by  sute  to  seefce 

A  tygre  to  make  tamę, 
That  settes  not  by  thy  loue  a  leeke; 

But  makes  thy  griefe  ber  gamę. 

As  easy  it  were  for  to  conrert 

The  frost  into  the  flame; 
As  for  to  Łurne  a  frowarde  bert, 

Whom  thou  so  faine  wouldst  frame. 

Corin  he  liueth  carelesse : 
He  leapes  among  the  leaues: 

He  eates  the  frutes  of  thy  redresse : 
Tbou  reapes,  he  takes  the  sbeaues. 

Idy  beastes  a  while  your  foode  refraine. 
And  harke  your  herdmans  sounde: 

Whom  spitefull  loue,  alas!  hath  slaine, 
Through  girt  with  many  a  wounde. 

0  happie  be  ye,  beastes  witde, 
That  here  your  pasture  takes: 

1  se  that  ye  be  not  begilde 

Of  these  yonr  faithfiil  makes. 

The  hart  he  feedeth  by  the  hinde: 

The  bocke  bard  by  the  do: 
The  turtle  doue  is  not  vnkinde 

To  him  that  loues  ber  so» 

The  ewe  she  hath  by  her  the  lumme: 
The  yong  cow  hath  the  buli : 

The  calfe  with  many  a  lusty  lambe 
I>o  fede  their  huuger  fulL 

But,  weUa-way !  that  naturę  wrought 

lliee,  Phylida,  so  faire: 
For  I  may  say  that  I  baue  bought 

Thy  beauty  all  to  deare. 

What  reason  is  that  crueltie 
Wtth  beautie  shoald  have  part  ł 

Or  els  that  such  great  tiranny 
Should  dwell  in  womans  hart? 

I  se  tfaerelbre  to  shape  my  death 

She  cmelly  is  prest 
To  th*  end  that  I  may  want  my  breath: 

My  dayes  been  at  the  best. 

O  Copide,  graunt  this  my  request. 
And  do  not  stoppe  thine  eares; 

That  she  may  feele  within  her  breste 
The  paines  of  my  dispaires. 

Of  Corin  that  is  carelesse, 
That  she  may  cra?e  her  fee: 

As  I  haye  done  in  great  distresse, 
That  loued  her  faithfiiUye. 

VOL.II. 


But  sinoe  that  1  shal  die  her  slaue; 

Her  slaue,  and  eke  her  thrall: 
Write  you,  my  frendes,  upon  my  graoe 

Tbłs  cbaunce  that  is  bełall. 

"  Here  lieth  unhappy  Harpalus 
'  By  cniell  loue  now  slaine : 
Whom  Phylida  vnju8tly  thus, 
Hath  murdred  with  disdaine." 


FPON  SYR  JAMES  WYLF0RDE8  DEATH. 

Lo  here  the  ende  of  man!  the  cruełl  sisters  thret 
The  web  of  Wylfordes  lvfe  uneth  had  hąlf  ysponne, 
When  rashe  upon  misdede  they  all  accordcMl  be 
To  breake  Tertues  ooune  ere  half  the  race  wers 
ronne;  [gamę, 

And  trtp  him  on  his  way  that  els  had  wonne  the 
And  hoiden  highest  place  within  the  house  of  famę. 

But  yet  though  he  be  gpne,  though  senoe  with 
h  i  m  be  past  [nowne. 

Which  trode  the  euen  steppes  that  leaden  to  re« 
We  that  remaine  aliue  ne  suffer  ahall  to  waste 
The  lamę  of  his  desertes,  so  shall  he  lose  but  sowne; 
Tbe  tbing  sball  aye  remaine,  aye  kept  as  fresh  ia 
storę  [before. 

As  if  his  eares  should  ring  of  that  he  wrought 

Waile  not  therfore  his  want,  sith  he  so  left  the 

stage  [hands, 

Of  care  and  wretched  lyfe,  with  ioy  and  clap  of 

Who  plaieth  lenger  partes,  may  wd  baue  greater 

age,  fsandes. 

But  few  so  well  may  passe  the  gulfe  of  tbrtunes 

So  triedly  did  he  trede,  ay  prest  at  yertues  beck, 

That  fortunę  found  no  place  to  geue  him  once  a 

check. 

The  fistes  baue  rid  him  henoe,  who  shał  not 
alter  go  ?  [his  fiune, 

Though  earthed  be  his  corps,   yet  florish  shail 
A  gladsome  tbing  it  is,  that  ere  he  stept  us  fto, 
Such  mirrours  he  us  left  our  lyfe  therby  to  frame, 
Wherelbre    his  praise  shall  last  aye  freshe  in 
Britons  sight,  [bis  light. 

Till  Sun  shall  cease  to  shine  and  lend  the  earth 


ft 


OF  THE  fFRETCHEDNES  IN  THIS 
WORLO. 

Who  Ust  to  liye  ypright,  and  hołd  himself  content, 
Shall  se  such  wonders  in  this  world,  as  neuer  erst 
was  sent,  [sower, 

Such  groping  for  the  swete,  such  tasting  of  the 
Such  wandering  here  for  worldly  welth  tbat  loste  is 

in  one  houre. 
Aud  as  the  good  or  badde  get  up  in  hie  degree, 
So  wades  tbe  world  inright  or  wrong,  it  may  nonę 

other  be ;  [them  obay. 

And  loke  what  lawes  they  make,  eche  man  must 
And  yoke  himself  with  pacient  heart,   to  drioe 

aud  draw  that  way. 
Yet  such  as  long  ago,  great  rulers  wer  assinde, 
Both  liaes  and  lawes  are  now  foigot,  and  worne 

clene  out  of  minde. 
So  that  by  this  1  se  no  state  on  earth  may  last. 
But  as  their  tymes  appointed  be,  to  rise  and  fiill 

as&st. 
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The  goodes  that  gotten  be  by  good  and  iust  deiart; 
Yet  vse  them  ^o  that  neady  handes  may  helpe  to 

spend  the  part :  [storę, 

For  looke  what  heape  thou  hordest  of  rusty  gold  iii 
Thine  enemies  shall  waste  the  same,  that  neuer 

swat  therfore. 


THE  REPEyiTAf^^T  SINNER  IN  DURANCE 
AND  ADUERSITIE. 

Unto  the  Iłuing  Lord  for  pardon  do  I  pray, 
From  whom  I  graunt,  euen  frooi  the  shell,  I  have 

run  stiii  astray;  [ciare) 

Andother  Ilues  there  iione  (my  deatb  sball  weil  de- 
On  whom  1  ought  to  grate  for  grace,  as  fauhy 

folkts  do  farę: 
Sut  thee,  O  Lord,  alone,  I  haue  offended  so, 
That  Łhis  smali  scourge  is  much  to  scant  for  mme 

offence  I  know.  [best, 

I  ranne  without  rrtume  the  way  the  world  łykte 
And  what  I  ought  most  to  regard,  that  1  respected 

lest. 
The  throng  wherein  I  thrust,  hath  throwen  me  in 

such  case,  [grace. 

That  Lord  my  soule  issore  beset without  thy^reatcT 
My  giltes  are  growne  soe  great,  my  power  doth 


so  appaire, 


[much  dispaire. 


That  with  great  force  they  argue  oft,  and  mercy 
But  theii  with  faith  I  flee  to  thy  prepared  storę, 
Where  there  lyeth  helpe  for  euery  hurt,  and  saive 

for  euerv  sore. 
My  lost  time  to  lament,  my  vaine  wais  to  bewaile, 
No  day,  no  night,  no  place,  no  hower,  no  moment 

1  shall  faile, 
My  soule  shall  neuer  cease  with  an  assured  faith, 
To  knooke,  to  craue,  to  cali,  to  crye,  to  thee  for 
helpe,  which  sayth,  [it  isj 

Knocke  and  it  shal  be  heard,  but  aske,  aod  giuen 
And  all  that  lyke  to  kepe  this  course,  of  mercy 

shall  not  misse: 

For  when  I  cali  to  minde  how  the  one  wandring 

shepe  [aockdidkepe: 

Did  bring  morę  joy  with  his  returne,  tban  all  the 

It  yeldes  fuU  hope  and  trust,  my  strayed  and 

wandring  ghost  [were  neuer  lost 

Shal  be  receiued  and  held  morę  derę,  then  those 

O  Lord  my  hope  behold,  and  for  my  helpe  make 

hastę  [past, 

•  To  pardon  the  forepassed  race  that  carelesse  I  haue 

'  And  but  the  day  draw  neare  that  death  must  pav 

thedet  ^ 

For  loue  of  life  which  thou  hast  lent  and  time  of 

paiment  set,  [is  at  hande, 

From  this  sharpeshowre  me  shielde,  which  threatned 

Wherby  thou  shalt  great  powerdeclare,  and  I  the 

slorme  withnand. 
Not  my  will  Lord  bulthincjfulfllde  be  inechecase. 
To  whose  gret  will  and  mighty  power  all  poweis 

shail  oiicc  geue  place. 

My  faith,  my  hope,  my  trust,  my  God,  and  eke 

my  gu5'de  [the  body  bidę: 

Stretch  forth  thy  hande  to  saue  the  soule,  what  so 

Refuse  not  to  receiue  that  thou  so  deare  hast 

ir     u  ,^^"»'?*»  [sought. 

tor  but  by  thee  aloue  1  know  all  safetie  in  vain  U 
I  know  and  knowledge  eke,  albeit  very  late, 
That  thou  it  is  I  ought  to  loue  ańd  dreade  in  eche 
estate, 

I 


And  with  repentant  bart,  to  laode  thee,  Lorde  aa 

bye 
That  hast  so  genUy  set  me  straigfat,  that  ent 

walkte  so  awry. 
Now  graunt  me  grace  my  God,  to  stande  thine 

strong  in  sprete, 
And  let  the  world  then  worke  such  waies,  as  to 

the  world  semes  metę. 


THE  JJOUER  HERB  TELLETH  OF  B!S 
DJUERS  JOIES^  AND  ADVERSITIES  IN 
LOUE,  AND  LASTLY  OF  BIS  LADIES 
DEATH. 

Syth  singing  gladdeth  oft  the  harts, 
Of  them  that  fele  the  panges  of  loue; 
And  for  the  while  doth  ease  their  smairts. 
My  self  I  shall  the  same  way  proue. 

And  though  that  loue  hath  smit  the  stroke 
Wherby  is  lost  my  libertye 
Which  by  noe  meanes  1  may  reuoke, 
Yet  shall  1  sing,  how  pleasantly: 

Nye  twenty  years  of  youth  I  past, 
Which  al  in  libertie  1  spent; 
And  so  from  first  vnto  the  last, 
£re  aught  I  knew  what  louing  ment. 

And  after  shall  I  sing  the  wo, 
The  paine,  the  grief,  the  deadly  smart; 
Wheu  loue  this  life  did  ouerthrowe, 
That  biden  lyes  within  my  bart. 

And  then,  the  joyes  tliat  I  did  feele, 
When  fortunę  lifted  after  this; 
And  set  me  hye  Tpon  ber  whele. 
And  changde  my  wo  to  pleasant  blisse. 

And  so  the  sodeiu  fali  againe, 
From  al  the  joyes  that  I  was  in ; 
All  you  that  list  to  hear  of  paine, 
Geue  eare,  for  now  I  doe  beginne. 

Loe  first  of  all  when  loue  began 
With  hote  desires  my  heart  to  bume. 
Me  tbought,  his  might  auailde  not  than, 
from  libertie  my  heart  to  turne. 

For  I  was  free,  and  did  not  kop  w 
How  much  his  might  mans  heart  may  greu^ 
I  had  profest  to  be  his  fo. 
His  law  I  tbought  not  to  beleue. 

I  went  Tntyed  in  lusty  leas ; 
1  had  my  wish  alwaies  at  will; 
Ther  was  no  wo,  might  me  displease, 
Of  pleasant  ioyes  I  had  my  011. 


No  painful  tbought  did  jiass  my  hart, 
I  spilt  no  teare  to  wet  my  brest; 
I  knew  no  sorow,  sigh,  nor  smart. 
My  greatest  grief  was  quiet  rest. 

I  brake  no  ślepe,  1  tossed  not. 
Nor  did  delite  to  sit  alone; 
1  felt  no  change  of  co] de  and  hobe. 
Nor  nooght  a  nightes  could  juake  me  monę. 
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'  For  al  vas  joy  that  I  did  Fele* 
And  of  voyde  wandring^  I  was  free; 
1  had  DO  ciogire  tyde  at  my  hele, 
Tbus  H-as  my  life  at  libertie. 

That  yet  me  tbinks  it  is  a  blisse, 
To  think  vpon  that  ploasure  past; 
But  forth  withall  I  finde  tRe  misse. 
For  that  it  might  iio  lenger  last. 

Those  dayes  I  spent  at  my  desire, 
WithouŁ  «o  or  adiiersitie; 
Till  that  my  hart  iras  set  a  fire, 
Włth  loue^  with  wrath,  and  ielousie. 

For  on  a  day  (alas  the  while) 
Ło,  heare  my  harme  how  it  beji^an; 
The  blinded  Lord,  the  God  of  guile 
Had  list  to  end  my  fredome  than. 

And  through  minę  eye  into  my  hart, 
AU  sodeinly  I  felt  it  iclide; 
He  shot  his  «barped  fiery  dart, 
Sc  hard,  that  yet  vnder  my  aide 

The  head  (alas)  doth  still  remaine; 
And  ]ret  sińce  could  I  nener  know 
The  way  to  wring  it  out  againe; 
Yet  was  it  nie  thre  yere  ago. 

Tłiis  sodein  stroke  madę  me  agast. 
And  it  be^an  to  vexe  me  >ore ; 
Bat  yet  I  thought  it  wouM  haue  past, 
Arother  such  bad  done  before. 

,  fiut  it  did  not,  that  (wo  is  me) 
So  depe  imprinted  in  my  thought 
The  stroke  abude,  that  yet  I  see 
Methiokes  my  barme  how  it  was  wrought 

Kinde  tauzht  me  straight  that  this  was  loue 
^ad  1  peroeiued  it  perfectiy, 
Yet  thon^bt  I  thus;  noui^ht  sball  me  moue 
I  wil  not  thralł  my  libertie. 

And  diuers  wayes  I  did  assay, 
By  fli^ht,  by  force,  by  frend,  by  fo 
"This  flerie  tboaght  to  put  away; 
I  va8  80  loth  for  to  forgo 

My  libertie,  that  me  was  leuer 
^*bcn  bondage  was^  where  I  bard  say, 
Who  once  was  bound,  was  surę  neuer 
WiUiout  great  pain^to  scape  away. 

But  what  for  that,  there  is  noe  choice 
For  my  misbap  was  shapen  so; 
That  those  my  dayes  that  did  rejoyoe, 
Should  tume  my  bliss  to  bitter  wo. 

For  with  that  stroke  my  bUsse  toke  ende, 
lostfdewherof  forthwith  I  caugbt 
Hotte  buming  sighes,  tbat  sins  haue  brend 
My  wretched  hart  almost  to  nougbt. 

And  sin  that  day,  O  Lord,  my  life, 
The  misery  that  it  hath  felt, 
That  Dought  hath  had,  but  wo  and  strife 
And  hotte  detires  my  bart  to  melt. 

O  Loid,  how  sodein  was  the  changei 
Fiom  soch  a  pleasant  liberty; 
The  ▼ery~thraldome  semed  strange, 
^  yet  there  wai  no  remedy. 


But  must  yeld  and  gcve  up  all. 
And  make  my  guide  my  chefest  fo; 
And  in  this  wise  becamc  I  thratl, 
Lo  love  and  happe  would  haue  it  so. 

I  suffred  wrong  and  held  my  peace, 
I  gaue  my  teares  goud  leaue  to  ronne 
And  neuer  would  seke  for  redre.  3e, 
But  hopte  to  iiue  as  1  begonfte. 

For  what  it  was  that  might  me  ease, 
He  liued  not  that  might  it  knowe; 
Thns  drank  1  all  mvne  own  di<iea8c. 
And  all  along  bewaylde  my  wo. 

There  was  no  sight  that  might  me  please, 
I  fied  from  them  that  did  reioyce; 
And  oft  alune,  my  hart  to  ease, 
I  would  bewalle  with  woful  voyce 

My  life,  my  state,  my  misery; 
And  curse  my  selfe  and  all  my  daies: 
Thus  wrought  1  with  my  fantasie. 
And  sought  my  help  nonę  other  waies. 

Saue  sometime  to  my  self  alone, 
When  fiirre  of  was  my  helpe,  God  wot, 
Lowde  would  I  crie.  My  life  is  gone. 
My  derę,  if  that  ye  belpe  me  not. 

Theo  wisht  I  streight  that  death  might  end 
These  bitter  panges,  and  al  this  grief; 
For  nought,  me  thought,  might  it  amend 
Thus  in  dispaire  to  iMiue  reliefe. 

1  lingred  forth,  till  I  was  broaght 
With  pining  in  so  piteous  ease, 
That  al,  that  saw  me,  sayd,  me  thought, 
Lo  death  is  painted  in  hys  &ce. 

1  went  no  where,  but  by  the  way 
I  saw  some  sight  before  minę  eyes 
That  madę  me  sigh,  and  ofttimes  say. 
My  life,  alas,  I  thee  despise. 

Thys  lasted  well  a  yere,  and  more^ 
Wbic)i  no  wight  knew,  but  onely  I; 
Soe  that  my  lite  was  nerę  forlore. 
And  I  dispaired  ytterly. 

Till,  on  a  day,  as  fortunę  would, 
(For  that,  that  shall  be  nedes  must  fid) 
i  set  me  down,  as  tliough  I  should 
Haue  ended  them  my  Ule  and  al. 

And  as  I  sat  to  write  my  plaint, 
Meaning  to  shew  my  great  rnrest, 
With  ąuaking  band,  and  hart  fol  faini 
Amid  my  playntes  among  the  rest, 

1  wrote  with  ynk,  and  bitter  tearea^ 
I  am  not  minę,  1  am  not  miue;. 
Behoid  my  life,  away  that  weares. 
And  if  I  dye  the  losse  is  thine. 

Herewith  a  little  hope  I  caught 
That  for  a  while  my  life  did  stay; 
But  in  effect,  all  was  for  nought; 
Tbus  liued  I  still,  til  on  a  day 

As  I  sat  staring  on  those  eyes, 
Those  shining  eyes,  that  fiist  me  bound. 
My  inward  thought  tlio  cryed,  Aryse, 
Loy  mercy,  where  it  may  be  foaod. 
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And  Łherewith  all  I  drew  me  ^nere, 
With  feble  hart,  and  at  a  braide 
(But  it  was  softely  in  ber  eare) 
Mercy,  madame,  was  all  I  saide. 

But  woe  was  me,  whcn  it  was  told, 
For  therwithall  fainted  my  breath. 
And  I  satestill  forto  behulde 
And  bear  tbe  tug'ment  of  my  deatb. 

But  loue  nor  bap  would  not  consent 
To  eod  me  tben,  but  well  away 
There  gaue  me  biis^e,  tbat  1  repent 
To  thłuke  I  liue  to  see  this  day. 

For  af^er  tbU  I  plaitoed  stiłl, 
So  long,  and  in  so  piteous  wise, 
Tbat  I  my  wisb  bad  at  my  wili 
Graunted,  as  1  would  it  deuise. 

But  Lord  wboeuer  hffcł  or  kocw 
Of  balf  the  juy  tbat  i  felt  tban? 
Or  wbo  can  think  it  raay  be  true 
Tbat  so  much  błisse  bad  euer  man  ? 

Lo,  fortunę  thua  set  me  aloft; 
And  mor<*  my  soiowes  to  releue, 
Of  pleasant  ioyes  I  tasted  oft 
As  much  as  loue  or  happe  tfńght  gftUfli 

Tbe  sorowęs  okł,  I  Ml.  befoną 
About  my  bart,  wer^"  driueo  tbenot; 
And  for  eche  grief,  I  left  afore, 
I  bad  a  blisse  iu  recompence. 

Tben  tbought  I  all  the  time  wel  spent 
Tbat  I  in  plaint  had  spest  so  long; 
So  was  I  witb  my  life  content 
Tbat  to  my  selfe  I  sayd  among; 

Sins  tbou  art  ridde  of  all  thiofe  iU, 
To  shew  thy  ioyes  set  foztb  tby  voice^ 
'  Aud  sins  tbou  hast  tby  wish  at  will 
My  happy  bart,  reioyce,  leioyee. 

Thus  felt  I  toyes  a  great  deale  mo 
Tben  by  my  soog  may  well  be  t(^de» 
And  tbinking  on  my  passed  wo 
My  blisse  did  double  manifoMe. 

And  thus  I  thoa^ht  witk  mauies  Uood 
Such  blisse  nttgfat  not  be  bought  to  deare;. 
In  such  estate  my  ioyes  then  stoode 
Tbat  of  a  change  I  had  ii»  feare. 

But  why  sing  i  so  tong  of  btiase? 
It  lasteth  not,  tbat  wHl  aw&y; 
Łet  me  tberfbre  bewajrie  the  misse^ 
And  sing  tbe  cauae  of  mj  decay. 

Yęt  all  this  whtte  there  Kocd  nonę 
Tbat  led  his  life  morę  pleasanily. 
Nor  vnder  bap  there  was  not  one^ 
Methought,  so  welL  at  ease,  as  I. 

But  O  blinde  ioy,  wha  may  tbee  tiust? 
For  noe  estate  thow  eanst  assuse: 
Thy  faithiul  vowes  prose  al  uaiiist^ 
Tby  fair  bebestes  be  fWk  vnsure. 

Good  proofe  hy  me,  tbat  bat  of  lale 
Not  fully  twenty  daies  ago, 
Which  tbought  my  life  waa  in  siieh  state^ 
That  nought  migbt  werke  my  bart  this  wok 


Yet  hatb  tbe  enemy  of  nune  eaie, 
Crucl  mishappe,  that  wretched  wi^ht, 
Now  when  my  life  did  most  me  pleaae 
Deuised  me  such  cruel  spight, 

Tbat  from  the  hiest  place  of  aU 
A&  to  tbe  pleasing  of  my  thoaght, 
Downe  to  the  deepest  am  I  fiUI» 
And  to  my  helpe  aaailetb  nought. 

Lo,  tbus  are  al  my  joyes  qinte  goae, 
Aud  I  am  brougbt  from  happiDesas 
Coutinualiy  to  waile  and  monę; 
Lo,  such  is  fbrtuaes  stablenesse. 

In  welth  I  tbought  such  suertie 
That  pleasure  sboaki  haue  eaded  aeaer. 
But  now  alasy  aduersitie 
Dotb  make  my  sioging  ceaae  for  euer. 

O!  brittle  ioye!  O!  welth  ▼DStable! 
O  fraile  pleasure,  O  sliding  blisse 
Wbo  feles  tbe  most,  be  sball  not  nisse 
At  length  to  be  madę  miserable. 

For  all  must  ead  as  doth  my  blisse. 
There  is  nonę  otber  certaintie. 
And  at  the  end  the  worst  is  hyi 
That  most  bath  knowo  prosperitia. 

For  be  that  nerer  bUsie  ana^^d 
May  wel  away  with  wretehednesse. 
But  be  sball  fiade  tbat  hatb  k  sayd 
A  pain  to  part  with 


As  t  do  now;  for  ere  I  knew 
What  pleasure  was,  I  fek  no  grtef 
Like  unto  this,  and  ittis  tren 
Tbat  blisse  hath  bffoagbt  me  al  this  miaelitaf. 

Bat  yet  I  haue  not  songen  Bow 
This  mischief  came,  bat  I  intead 
With  wofel  voice  to  sinf  it  now. 
And  therewithal  I  make  an  end. 

But  Lord,  now  that  k  is  begoa 
I  fele  my  sprites  ave  vexi9Ś  sore; 
Oh!  geue  me  bieth  till  thi«  ba  d<Mi> 
And  after  let  me  liue  no 


Alas  tbe  enmy  of  this  life, 
The  ender  of  at  pleasaatacsse, 
Alas  be  bringeth  alt  this  strifey 
And  causeth  altf  this  wretcbedfMsatw 

For  in  the  middes  of  ali  the  wełth 
That  brougbt  my  hart  to  happinesse, 
This  wicked  d^ath  he  came  by  stelth 
And  robde  me  of  my  ioyfiihiesse. 

He  came,  when  that  I  littte  tbought 
Of  ought  that  mieht  me  Texe  so  sore. 
And  sodetnly  he  Drought  to  nought 
My  plcasantnesse  for  euer  morę. 

He  siew  my  )oy,  alas  the  wretch! 
He  siew  my  ioy,  ere  1  was  ware ; 
And  now  alas,  no  might  may  stretch 
To  set  an  end  to  my  great  care. 

For  by  this  carsed  deadly  stroke 
My  blisse  is  lost,  and  I  foriore; 
And  no  help  may  the  losse  renolee. 
For  lost  it  is  for  eaermore. 
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■  And  closed  yp  are  those  (aire  leyes 
That  gaue  me  fint  the  signe  of  grace, 
My  faire  swete  foes,  uiine  enemies 
Aod  earth  doth  hide  ber  pleasant  face. 

The  loke  which  did  my  life  Tphold, 
And  aJl  my  sorowes  djd  confbund, 
With  which  morę  blUse  tben  may  be  told, 
Alas,  now  lietb  it  rnder  ground. 

But  cease,  for  I  will  sing  no  more^ 
Since  that  my  barm  bath  no  redretse; 
Bat  as  a  wretcbe  for  euermore 
My  life  will  waste  witb  wretchednesse. 

And  ending  thys  my  woAilI  floogi 
Now  that  it  end^  is  and  past, 
1  wonld  my  life  were  but  as  long 
Aod  that  tbis  word  migbt  be  my  last. 

For  lotbfiome  is  that  life  (men  say) 
That  liketb  not  the  liuers  minde; 
Ło,  thu«  1  seke  mtue  o\me  decay 
And  will,  tiU  that  1  may  it  finde. 


A  perfect  leche  applietb  bis  wittes 
To  gather  berbes  of  afl  degrees, 
And  feuers  with  there  feruent  fittes 
Be  cured  with  their  contrariea. 

New  winę  will  searob  to  ikide  a  Terit| 
Altbough  the  cask  be  setŁ  so  strong; 
And  wit  wyli  walkę  wben  wyli  is  bent, 
Altbough  the  way  be  neuer  so  long. 

The  rabbetes  ranne  under  the  rockes, 
The  snailes  doe  ciime  the  bigbest  towers, 
Gunpouder  cleaues  tbe  sturdy  bloekes; 
A  fervent  will  all  tbings  deuoures. 

Wben  Wyt  with  Will  and  Dlligent 
Applie  themselres,  and  match  as  mates, 
There  can  no  want  of  resident 
From  force  defend  tbe  castełl  gates, 

Forgetfulnesse  makes  little  baste. 
And  slouth  delightes  to  lye  fuli  soft; 
That  telleth  the  deaf,  his  tale  doth  waat. 
And  is  fuli  drye  that  craiies  fuli  oft. 


OF  HIS  LOUE  NAMED  WHITH. 

FoŁŁfiiire  and  wbite  sbe  isy  and  Wbite  by  name, 
Whose  wbite  doth  striue  the  lilies  white  to  staine; 
Who  may  coutemne  tbe  blast  of  black  defame, 
Who  ih  darke  night  cao  bring  day  brigbt  agaiue; 
The  ruddy  roae  impieasetb  with  clere  beew 
In  lips  and  cbekes,  rigbt  orient  to  behold, 
That  the  nerer  gaser  may  that  be^ly  reew. 
And  fele  disparst  in  limmes  the  chilling  cold, 
For  white»  all  white  bis  bloodless  lace  will  be, 
The  ashey  pale  so  alter  will  his  cbeai-e. 
Bat  I  that  do  possesse  in  fuli  drgree 
Tbe  harty  love  of  this  my  hart  so  deare, 
So  oft  to  me  as  she  presents  ber  face 
For  ioy  do  fele  my  hart  spring  from  bys  place. 


/, 


OF  THE  LOUEB8  rmtllET  STATE, 

What  tbtng  is  that  which  1  both  haue  and  lacke, 

With  good  will  graunted,  yet  it  is  denied; 

How  may  1  be  receined  aod  put  a  backe; 

Alwaye  doing,  and  yet  ynoccupied : 

Most  slow  in  tbat  whicb  I  haue  most  aplted, 

Still  thus  to  seke,  and  lese  all  that  I  win 

A^d  that  was  doon  is  newest  to  begin. 

In  riches  flnde  I  wilful  pouertis, 

lo  great  pleąsurei  liue  I  in  beauinesse; 

In  much  fredome  1  lacke  my  libertie, 

Thus  am  I  both  in  ioy  and  tn  distressei 

Aod  in  few  wordes,  if  that  I  shall  be  plaioa 

Id  paradise  I  suffer  all  tbis  paine. 


FERSES  WRITTEN  ON  THE  FICWHE  OF 
SIR  lAMES  WILFORD,  KNT. 

Ałas  tbat  euer  deatb  such  vertues  should  forlet, 
As  compast  was  within  bis  corps«  wbose  picture  ia 

here  set ! 
Or  tbat  it  euer  lay  in  any  fortunes  migbt, . 
Througb  depe  disidaine  to  end  bis  life«  that  wal  so 

wortby  a  wight! 
Por  sythe  be  first  began  in  armour  to  be  clad, 
A  worihier  champion  than  he  was,  yet  EAglsknd 

neuer  had. 
And  though  recure  be  past,  his  life  to  baue  againe» 
Yet  would   I   wish    his  worthines  in  writing  to 

remaine,  [excell 

That  men  to  mind  migbt  cali,  how  farre  be  did 
At  all  assaies  to  winne  the  famę,  whicb  were  to 

long  to  tell.  [runne 

And  eke  the  restlesse  race  that  be  fnll  oft  bath 
In  painfui  pJigbt  from  place  to  place,  wbere  seruide 

was  to  don.  [trouth, 

Then  should  men  well  perceiiie,  my  tale  to  be  of 
And  be  to  be  the  worthiest  wrght  tbat  euer  naturę 

wrought. 


± 


WBERE  OOOD  WYLL  IS,   SOME  FROFE 

WYLL  APPERE. 

* 

It  is  no  fire  tbat  gieoes  no  heate 
Though  it  appere  neuer  so  hot; 
And  tbey  that  runne  and  cannot  sweate 
And  Tery  leane  and  drie^  God  wot. 


THE   LADYE   PRAYETH  THE  RETURNE 
OFHER  LOUER  ABIDYNG  ON  THE  SE  AS. 

Smałł'  i  thus  euer  long,  and  be  no  wliit  the  nerę? 
And  shall  I  still  complaine  to  tbee,  tbe  whicb  me 

will  not  here? 
Alas,  saie  nay,  saienay,  and  be  no  morę  so  doma. 
Bot  open  t\iou  thy  maiily  moutb,  and  saie  tbat 
thou  wilt  come.  [a  liues  man  bee. 

That  thou  wilt  comc,  thy  word  so  sware,  if  tbou 
The  roaring  hugy  waues,  tbey  threaten  my  porę 
ghost,  X^  losty 

And  toss  thee  vp  and  downe  tbe  seas,  in  danger  to 
Shall  they  not  make  me  feare  that  tbey  baue 
swallowed  thee  ?  [to  me. 

But  as  thou  art  most  bum  ałiae,  so  wilt  tłiou  oome 
Wherby  1  shall  go  se  thy  shippe  vkle  on  the  strand. 
And  think  and  say,  lo  whem  he  come$»  aad  fure 
berę  wyli  he  land. 
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And  tben  I  shall  lift  vp  to  thee  my  little  hand, 
And  tbon    wilt  thinke  thine   beart  in    ease,  in 

heith  to  see  me  stand 
And  if  thou  come  indede  (as  Christ  tbee  8end«  to 

doe)  fbrace  thee  to. 

Those  arms  which  misK  thee  yet,  shall  then  era- 
Eche  vain  to  euery  joint,  the  liuely  blood  »bal 

spread,  [f\ill  pale  and  dead. 

Which  now  for  want  of  thy  glad  sigbt,  doth  shew 
But  if  thou  slip  thy  troutb,  aad  do  not  come  at 
.  aH  [1  shall; 

As  minutes  in  the  clook  do  strikr,  so  cal!  for  death 
To  please  botli  thy  false  hart,  and  rid  my  selff 

from  wo,  [so 

That  ratber  bad  to  dye  in  troutb  thenliue  forsaken 


THE  MEANE  ESTATE  18  BEST, 

The  ^outfuU  man  hatb  fpuers  strange, 
And  constant  hope  is  oft  diseande; 
Dispaire  eaunot  but  brede  a  chanfre. 
Nor  6eling  hartes  cannot  be  płeasde; 
Of  all  these  bad,  the  best  I  think, 
Is  wel.  to  hope,  though  fortunę  shrink, 

Desired  tbinges  are  not  ay  prest. 
Nor  thinges  denide  left  al  unsought; 
Nor  new  thinges  to  he  loued  best, 
Nor  all  offers  to  be  set  at  nought ; 
Where  faitbful  hart  hath  ben  refusde, 
The  chosers  wit  was  there  ahusde. 

The  wofull  ship  of  careful  sprite, 
FlPting  on  seas  of  wai lingę  teares, 
With  sailes  of  wisbes  broken  quite, 
Hanging  on  waues  of  doirfull  feares 
By  surgę  of  sighes  at  wreck  nerę  hand 
Mae  fast on  anker  holde  on  land. 

What  helps  the  dial  to  the  blinde, 
Or  els  the  cloeke  withoat  it  sound; 
Ot  who  by  dreames  doth  hope  to  finde 
The  hidden  golde  with  i  n  the  ground^, 
Sb  al  be  as  free  from  cares  and  feares 
As  he  that  holdes  a  wolfe  by  th'  eares. 

And  how  muchę  mad  is  be  that  thinks 
To  cllme  to  heauen  by  the  beames? 
What  ioy  alas,  hath  he  that  winks 
At  Titan  or  bis  gotden  streames? 
His  ioyes  not  subiect  to  reasons  lawes, 
That  ioyeth  morę  than  be  hath  cause. 

For  as  thrphenix  that  climeth  bye 
The  sunne  lightiy  in  ashes  bumetb; 
Againe,  the  faulcon  so  quick  of  eye, 
Sonę  on  tbe  grounde  the  net  masheth: 
Hxperience  therf.re  the  meane  assurance 
Pitefers  befbre  the  doutfull  pleasance. 


THE  LOUFR  THINKES  NO  PAINE  TO 
GREAT,  WHERBY  HE  MAY  OBTAINE 
HIS  LADIE. 

SiTH  that  the  way  to  welth  is  wo. 
And  after  paine  is  pleasare  prest* 
Why  sbould  I  than  despaire  io, 
Ay  btwailing  mliM  Tnrest, 


Or  let  to  lead  my  life  \u  paine, 
So  worthy  a  lady  to  obtaine? 

The  fisherman  doth  count  no  care 
To  cast  his  nets  to  wracke  or  wast. 
And  in  reward  of  eche  mans  share, 
A  gogen  gift  is  much  imbi^ast: 
should  I  then  grudge  in  griefe  or  gali, 
That  loke  at  length  to  whelm6  a  whall  ? 

The  porę  man  ploweth  his  ground  for  graine^ 
And  sowetb  bis  seede  increase  to  craue. 
And  for  thexpence  of  ali  his  paiiie, 
Oft  holdes  it  hap  his  sede  to  saue: 
ThesH  pacient  paines  my  part  doth  show 
To  long  for  loue  ere  that  I  know 

And  take  no  scoroe  to  scape  from  sldll. 
To  spend  my  sprites  to  spare  my  specbe. 
To  uio  for  welth  tbe  want  of  will. 
And  thus  for  rest  to  ragę  I  reche, 
Rnnning  my  race  as  rect  7pright, 
Till  teares  of  truth  appease  my  plight. 

And  plant  my  plaint  witbin  her  brest, 
Who  doutiesse  may  restore  againe 
My  harmes  to  heIth,  my  rath  to  rest, 
That  lased  is  within  ber  chaine; 
Fur  earst  ne  are  the  griefes  so  great 
As  is  the  ioy  when  loue  is  met. 

For  who  couets  so  high  to  clime 
As  doth  the  bird  that  pitfoll  toke? 
Or  who  deKgbtes  so  swift  to  swim, 
As  doth  tbe  fishe  that  scapes  the  boke? 
If  these  Iiad  neuer  entred  wor 
Ho  w  mougbttbey  have  reioised  so? 

But  yety  alas,  ye  louers  all 
That  berę  my  joyelesse  thus  r^oyce, 
Judge  not  amiss  what  so  beiall; 
In  me  there  lieth  no  power  of  cboyse: 
It  is  but  bupe  that  doth  me  moue, 
Who  standerd  bearer  is  to  loue* 

On  whose  cnsigne,  when  I  behoid^ 
I  see  the  shadow  of  her  shape, 
Within  my  faith  so  fast  I  fold, 
Tbrough  drede  1  die,  througfa  hope  I  acape; 
Thnse  ea<ie  and  wo  i\ill  oft  1  finde, 
What  will  you  morę?  she  knoweth  my  minde. 


OF  A  NEW  MARTED  STUDIENT  THAT 
PLAIED  FAST  OR  LOSE, 

A  STUDIENT  at  bis  boke  so  piast.  ^ 
That  welth  he  might  have  wonne; 
From  boke  to  wife  did  flete  in  hast^ 
From  welth  to  wo  to  runoe. 
Now  who  bath  plaied  a  feater  cast 
Since  iugling  first  begonne? 
In  knitting  of  himselfe  so  fast, 
Himselfe  he  hath  vndoone. 


THE  MEANE  ESTATE  IS  TO  BE  AC- 
COMPTED  THE  BEST. 

(From  Horace.) 

Who  craftly  castes  to  stere  his  boate. 
And  safely  skoun  the  fiattriDg  flopd, 
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He  coŁteth  not  the  greatest  waaes; 

For  why,  that  way  were  notbing  good : 
Ne  fleteth  on  the  croked  shore, 

JLest  hanne  bim  happe  a  wayting  lest. 
But  windes  away  betwene  them  both, 

As  wbo  woulde  say,  the  meanę  is  best? 
Who  waiteth  on  the  golden  meane, 

He  pat  in  point  of  sickernes, 
Hides  not  his  head  m  sluttish  coates, 

Ne  shroudes  himselfe  in  filthioes. 
Ne  sittes  aloft  in  high  estate, 

Where  batefnll  hartes  ęnuie  hys  chance. 
But  wisely  walkes  b€twixt  them  twaine 

Ne  proudly  doth  himselfe  aoance. 
The  bighest  tree  in  all  the  wood, 

Is  ńfest  rent  with  blifttering  windes; 
The  higber  hall  the  greater  fali, 

Such  chance  haoe  proude  and  lofty  mindes. 
When  Jupiter  from  bye  doth  threat 

With  mortall  mace  and  dint  of  tbnnder, 
The  hi^t  biUes  bene  battred  eft, 

When  they  stand  still  that  stoden  Tnder. 
Tbe  man  whose  hed  with  wit  is  franght 

In  nrelth  will  feare  a  worser  tide ; 
When  fortunę  feiles  dispaireth  naught^ 

But  constantly  doth  stil  abide. 
For  he  that  sendeth  grisely  stormes, 

With  whisking  windes  and  bitter  blastes, 
And  fowith  with  haile  the  winters  face. 

And  frotes  the  soile  with  hory  frostes; 
Eoen  he  adawth  the  force  of  cold, 

Tbe  springe  \n  sendes  with  somer  hote : 
Tbe  same  fuli  oft  to  stormy  hartes 

Is  cause  of  bale,  of  ioy  the  roote. 
Not  alwaics  ill  though  so  be  now, 

When  cloudes  ben  driuen,  then  rides  the  racke^ 
Phebus  tbe  freshe  ne  sbooteth  still, 

Somtime  he  harpes  his  muse  to  wake. 
Staod  stif  therefore,  pluck  vp  thy  bart; 

Lose  not  thy  port  though  fortunę  faile; 
Againe  whan  windę  doth  serve  at  will, 

Take  hede  too  hie  to  boyse  tby  saile. 


THE  LOUER  REFUSED,  LAMENTETH  HIS 

ESTATE. 

I  ŁEKT  my  loue  to  losse,  and  gaged  my  life  in 

▼aioe,  [gaine: 

If  hate  for  loue  and  death  for  life  of  louers  be  the 

A  curse  I  may  by  course  the  place  eke  Łyme 

and  ho  wre,  [creatnre. 

That  naturą  fyrst  in  me  dyd  fourme  to  be  a  lires 

Sitb  that  I  must  absent  my  self  so  secretly, 
In  place  descrt,  where  never  man  my  secretes  sbgU 
i  di  sery;  [brute, 

in  doling  of  my  dayes  among  the  beastes  so 
Who  with  their  tonges  may  not  bewray  the  secrets 
of  my  sute.  [mjmde, 

Nor  I  in  like  to  them  may  once  to  monę  my 
But  gase  on  tbemi  and  they  on  me,  as  beasts  are 
wont  of  kinde. 
Thns  rąnging  as  refusde,  to  reache  some  place  of 
rest. 
And  rufie  of  heare,  my  oayles  unnocbt,  as  to  sućh 
seemeth  best, 
That  wander  by  their  wittes,  deformed  so  to  be, 
That  men  may  say,  snch  one  may  curse  the  time 
he  fyrst  gaa  see 


4or 

Tbe  beanty  of  ber  face,  ber  sbape  in  such  de- 
'  gree,  [mended  to  be, 

As  God  himselfe  may  not  discerne  one   place 
Nor  place  it  in  like  place,  my  fansy  for  to  piease, 
Who  would  become  a  heardsmans  hyre,  one  howre 
to  haue  of  ease ;  [nes, 

Whereby  1  might  restore  to  me  some  stedfast- 
Tbat  have  mo  thonghtes  beapŁ  in  my  bed,  then  life 
may  long  disges:  [colde, 

As  oft  to  throwe  me  downe  rpon  the  earth  so 
Wheras  with   teares  most  nifally,   my  sorowes 
dornfold: 
And  in  beholdiogthem  I  chiefly  cali  to  minde, 
What  woman  conid  finde  iu  ber  hart,  such  bond- 
age  for  to  biude.  [care, 

Then  rashiy  forth  I  yede,  to  cast  me  from  that 
Łyke  as  tbe  binle  for  fbode  doth  fly6,  and  łighteth 
in  the  snare.  [be  roon, 

From  whence  I  may  not  mi^ue,  untill  my  race 
So  trained  is  my  truth  throagh  ber  that  thinkes 
my  life  wel  woon. 
Thus  tosse  I  too  and  fro,  in  hope  to  haue  reliefe, 
But  in  tbe  fine  I  finde  not  so,  it  doubleth  but  my 
greife; 
Wberefore  I  will  my  want  a  warning  for  to  be 
Vnto  all  men,  wishiug  that  they  a  myrrour  make 
of  me. 


TffE  FELICITIE  OF  A  MINDE  IMBRAC- 
ING  VERTUE,  THAT  BEHOLDETH 
THE  WRETCHED  DESIRES  OF  THE 
WORLDE, 

Wmen  dredful  swelling  seas,  through  boysterons 

windy  blastes, 
So  tosse  the  sbips,  that  all  for  nought  serVes  ancor, 
saile,  and  mastes:  [rest, 

Who  takes  not  pleasnre  then  safely  on  shore  to 
And  see  with  drede  and  depe  dispayre,  how  ship- 
men  are  distrest?  [smart. 

Not  that  we  pleasure  take,  when  others  felen 
Our  gladnes  groweth  to  see  their  barmes,  and  yet 
to  feele  no  part. 
Deligfat  we  take  aiso,  welt  ranged  in  aray 
When.  armies  meetc,  to  see  the  figbt,  yet  free  be 
from  the  fray.  [thisy 

But  yet  among  the  rest,  no  ioy  may  match  with 
T^aspyre  noto  the  tempie  hye  where  wisdome 
tbroned  is. 
Dcfended  with  the  sawes  of  hory  heads  eicpert, 
Which  clere  it  keep  from  errours  mist,  that  mij^bt 
the  truth  peroert.*  [undur  foote, 

From  whence  thou  maist  loke  downe,  and  see  as 
Mans  wandring  will  and  doutful  life  from  whence 
they  take  their  roote.  [rysCt 

How  some  by  wit  cootend,  by  prowes  some  to 
Ricbes  and  rule  to  gaine  and  holde,  is  all  that 
nlen  deuise. 
O  miserable  mynde^i,  O  hartes  in  folly  drent, 
Why  see  you  not  what  bliudnesse  in  this  wretched 
life  i s  spent? 
Body  deuoyde  of  griefe,  minde  free  from  cara 
and  drede, 
Is  all  and  some  that  naturę  ci*anes,  wherewith  our 
lyfc  to  fcede: 
So  that  for  natures  tume  fewe  tbinges  may  well 
suffice,  [fturprice. 

Dolour  and  grief  clene  to  espell,  and  some  deligbt 
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Yea  and  it  falleth  oft,  that  oaturt  mors  content 
li  with  the  lesse,  then  wben  Łhe  morę  to  cause  de- 
light  is  speDt. 


ALL  WORLDLY  PLEASURES  VADE. 

(From  Horace.) 

Thb  Winter  with  hii  griesly  stormes  ne  ienger 

dare  abide,  [hath  newlj  dide. 

The  pleasant  grasse  with  lasity  grene,  the  earth 
The  trees  have  lebes,  tbe  bowes  don  spred,  new 

changed  łit  tbe  yere; 
The  water  brokes  are  clean  f  onk  down»  the  plea- 
sant banks  apere;  ' 
The  spring  is  come,  tbe  goodly  nimphes  now 

dauDce  in  euery  place, 
Thus   hath  the  yere    most    pleasantly  of  late 

ycbaungde  bis  face. 
Hope  for  no  immortalitie,  for  weltb  will  weare 

away,  [euery  day. 

As  we  may  leam  by  enery  yerc,  yea  bowers  of 
For  Zephirus  dotb  mollify  the  cold  and  blustering 

windes,  [of  our  mindes. 

The  somers  dronght  doth  take  away  the  spring  out 
And  yet  the  somer  cannot  last,  but  once  must  step 

aside, 
Then  autumn  thinkes  to  kepe  his  place,  but  au- 

tumn  cannot  bidę; 
For  wben  he  hath  brought  furth  his  fruitg,  and 

stuft  the  bames  with  com, 
Then  wiuter  eates  and  empties  all,  and  thus  in 

actumn  wom. 
Then  bory  frostes  pussesse  the  place,  then  tem- 

pestes  work  much  harm, 
Then  ragę  of  stormes  done  make  al  cold,  which 

somer  bad  madę  so  warm. 
Wherfore  let  no  man  put  bis  trust  in  that,  that 

will  decay,  [weare  away. 

For  slipper'  wealth  will  not  oontinue,  pleasure  will 
For  wben  that  we  haue  lost  our  lyfe,  and  lye  under 

a  Btone,  [pleasure  gone. 

What  are  we  llien;  we  are  but  eartb,  then  is  our 
No  man  can  tell  what  God  almight  of  OTery  wight 

doth  cast,  [shalł  last. 

Mo  man  can  say,  to  day  I  liTC,  till  mome  my  life 
For  wben  thou  shalt  before  thy  judge  staud  to  re- 

ceine  thy  dome,  [of  thee  become. 

What  sentanee  Minos  doth  pronounce  that  must 
Tben  shall  not  noble  stocke  andbloud  redeme  thee 

from  bis  bandes,  [from  his  bandes: 

Nor  sugred  talke  with  eloquence  sbail  łoose  thee 
Nor  ytt  thy  life  yprightlye  ied  can  helpe  there 

out  of  heli. 
For  who  desendeth  downe  so  depe,  must  tbcre 

abide  and  dwell. ' 
Diana  could  not  thence  deliner  chast  Hypolitus, 
Nor  Theseus  could  not  cali  to  lyfe  his   frend 
Perithous. 


w*»* 


A  COMPLAiyr  OF  THE  LOSSS  OF  UBER^ 
TJE  BY  LOUE. 

In  seking  rest,  vnre8t  1  finde, 
I  fynde  that  weltb  is  cause  of  wo« 
Wo  wortb  the  time  that  1  inclinde 
T*  fixe  in  minde  her  b«auty  so» 


That  day  be  darfcmad  «b  ibm  nighC; 
Let  furious  ragę  it  ckane  denour; 
Ne  sunne  nor  moone  therin  gtue  liglit. 
But  it  coosume  with  streame  and  shoinc. 

Let  BO  smali  birds  strayiie  forth  their  TOf  oe, 
With  pleasant  tunes,  ne  yet  no  beaai 
Finde  cause  wbereat  be  may  reioyce 
That  day  wben  chaunced  mioe  Tur^st. 

Wherin  alas,  from  me  was  raught 
Myne  owne  free  cboyce  and  quiet  minde. 
My  lyle,  my  deatb  in  balance  braught. 
And  reason  rasde  through  barkę  and  rinde. 

And  I  as  yet  in  flower  of  age, 
Both  wit  and  will  did  still  aduaunce, 
Ay  to  resist  that  buming  ragę ; 
But  wben  I  darte  then  did  1  glaunce. 

Nothing  to  me  did  seme  so  hye, 
In  minde  I  could  it  strait  attaiue; 
Fansy  perswaded  me  therby, 
Loue  to  estene  a  tbing  most  raina. 

But  aa  the  bird  upon  the  bryer 
Doth  pricfte  and  proyne  her  witbout  care. 
Not  knowing  alas  (poore  foole)  how  nerę 
She  is  unto  tbe  ibwlers  snare: 

So  I  amid  deceitfull  trast 
Did  not  mistrust  such  woful  happe; 
Till  cruel  loue,  ere  that  I  wist, 
Had  caught  me  in  his  caref\ill  trappe. 

Tben  did  1  fcle  and  partly  know 
How  little  force  in  me  did  raigne, 
So  soon  to  yelde  to  ouerthrowe, 
So  frayle  to  flit  fhim  ioy  to  paine. 

From  tkrhen  in  weltb  will  did  mc  leade, 
Of  libertie  to  boyae  my  taile. 
To  bale  at  shete^  ami  caat  my  leade, 
1  thought  free  choyoe  would  still  prauaile. 

In  whose  calme  streames  Isailde  so  fitire, 
No  raging  storme  had  in  respect, . 
Untill  I  raisde  a  goodly  starre, 
Wherto  my  coorse  I  did  direct. 

In  whose  prospect  in  doolfall  wisa. 
My  tacie  failde,  my  cumpasse  brake 
Through  hote  desires  such  stormes  did  lise, 
That  Stern  and  top  went  all  to  wrake. 

Oh  cruell  bap,  oh  fiitall  channce, 
O  fortunę  why  wert  thou  Tnkindey 
Włtfaout  regard  thus  in  a  traunce. 
To  reue  from  me  my  ioyful  minde? 

Where  I  was  free  now  must  1  sarna, 
Where  I  was  losa  now  am  I  boond ; 
In  deatb  my  life  I  do  preserue, 
As  one  through  girt  with  many  a  wound. 


A  PRAISE  OF  HIS  LADYM. 

Obub  place  you  ladies  and  be  gooe^ 
Boast  not  yonr  selues  at  alt. 
For  here  at  bandę  approcheth  OD^i 
Whose  &c«  will  staine  yoa  alL 
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Who  climbes  to  nigoe  witb  kinges,  may  rue  hit 

fate  fuli  sore ; 
Alasa  the  wofuU  end  that  comes  with  care  fuli  faat; 
Reicct  him  doth  renoune,  his  poiiipe  fuli  Iow  is 

cast, 
Deceiued  ii  Ihe  byrd  by  swctenesse  of  the  cali, 
Exp«ll  that  pleasant  taste,  wherin  is  bitter  gali. 

Such  as  with  oten  cakes  in  poor  estate  abides, 
Of  care  haue  they  uo  cure,  the  crab  with  myith 

they  roBt; 
Morę  ease  fele  they  then  those,  that  from  their 

height  down  slidea, 
Exces8e  doth  brede  their  wo,  they  saile  in  Scilias 

COKt, 

Remayning  in  the  stormes  tyli  shyp  and  ałl  belost. 
Serue  God  therefore  thou  porę,  for  lo,  thou  liuest 

in  rest, 
Eichue  the  golden  bali,  tby  Łhatched  house  is  besi 


*  The  Tertue  of  ber  liuely  lokes 
Ezcels  the  precious  stone, 
1  wishe  to  haue  nonę  otber  bokei 
To  reade  or  loke  Tpon. 

In  eche  of  ber  two  christall  eyet, 
Smileth  a  naked  boye; 
It  woułd  yon  all  in  hart  ftuAce 
To  see  that  lampę  of  joye. 

I  think  naturę  hatb  lost  tlie  moulde, 
Where  she  her  shape  did  take; 
Orels  I  doubt  if  naturę  could 
So  faire  a  creature  make. 

She  may  be  well  com](>arde 
Vnto  the  phenix  kinde, 
Whose  like  was  neuer  sene  nor  hard^ 
That  any  man  can  finde. 

In  life  she  is  Diana  chatt 
In  trouth  Penelopey, 
In  word  and  eke  in  dede  stedfast; 
What  will  you  morę  we  sey? 

If  all  the  world  were  sought  so  fiarre, 
Who  could  finde  suche  a  wight? 
Her  beaty  twiokleth  like  a  starre 
Within  the  frosty  night. 

Her  rosiall  colour  comes  and  goes 
With  such  a  comiy  grace, 
Morę  niddier  too,  then  doth  the  rosę, 
Within  her  liuely  face. 

At  Bacchus  feast  nonę  shall  her  metę, 
Ke  at  no  wanton  play,  "^ 
Nor  gasing  in  an  opeu  strete, 
Nor  gadding  as  astray. 

The  EDodest  myrth  that  slie  doth  rue,  \ 
h  mixt  with  ahamefastnesse, 
All  ▼ycc  she  doth  wholy  refbse. 
And  bateth  ydlenesse. 

O  lord  it  if  a  worid  to  qee, 
How  vertue  can  repaire. 
And  decke  in  her  such  honestie, 
Wbom  naturę  madę  so  faire. 

Tniely  she  doth  as  iarre  ezcede,  | 
Out  women  now  adayes, 
As  doth  the  ielifioure,  a  wede, 
Aod  morę  a  thousand  wayes. 

How  might  1  do  to  get  a  graffe 
Of  this  Ynspotted  tr^  ? 
For  all  the  rest  are  plaine  but  chaffe 
Which  seme  good  come  to  bee. 

This  gyftalone  I  shall  her  geue^ 
Wbeii  death  dotk  what  be  can, 
Her  honest  famę  shall  ever  liue 
Within  the  mouth  of  man . 


JBB  KHE   ESTATE    TO  BE    HOLDEN 

FOR  BEST. 

EzPERim GB  now  doth  shew  what  God  ys  taught 

befóre. 
^aired  pompę  if  Tainci  and  seldome  doth  it  }ut: 


THE  COMPLAINT  OF  THESTfJJS  AMID 
THE  DESERT  WOOD, 

Thestiłts  a  sdy  man,  when  loue  did  him  forsake, 
In  mouniiug  wise,  amid  the  wods  Łhus  gan  be 

plaiut  to  make: 
Ab  woful  man  (quod  be)  falleo  is  thy  lot  to  roone, 
Aud  pioe  away  with  careful  tboughtes,  vnto  thy 

loue  Ynknowen. 
Thy  lady  tbee  forsakes  whom  thou  didst  honor  so, 
That  ay  to  her  thou  wert  a  frend,  and  to  thy  self 

a  fo.  [choyse, 

Ye  louers  that  haYC  lost   your  heartes  desired 
Lament  with  me  my  cruel  Imppe,  and  help  my 

trembling  Yoice. 
Was  neuer  man  that  stoode  so  great  in  fortune^a 

grace,  [pl«ce» 

Nor  with  his  swete,  alas,  to  deare,  possest  so  high  a 
As  1  whose  simple  hart  aye  thought  himself  fuli 

surę.  [endure* 

But  now  I  see  hye  springing  tides  they  may  not  ay 
She  knowes  my  giltiesse  heart,  aod  yet  she  lets  it 

pine. 
Of  her  Yutrue  professed  loue,  so  fehle  is  the  twine* 
What  woouder  is  it  than,  if  I  berent  my  beares. 
And  crauing  death  continually  do  bathe  myself  in 

tears  ?  [bandef, 

When  Cresus  king  of  Lide   was  cast  in  cruel 

bandes,  [handes. 

And  yeided  goodes  and  life  also  into  bis  enmiea 
What  tongue  could  tell  his  wo  ?  yet  was  his  grief 

much  lesse 
Then  mioe,  for  I  haYo  lost  my  loue,  which  migbt 

my  wo  redręsse. 
Ye  woodes  that  shroude  my  lints,  giue  now  your 

boUow  sound,  [me  confound. 

That  ye  may  help  me  to  bewaile  the  cares  that 
Ye  riuers  rest  a  w  bile  and  stay  the  streames  that 

runne,  [the  sunoe, 

Rew,  Thestilts,  most  woful  man,  that  Hycs  under 
Transport  my  slghs,  ye  wyndes,  unto  my  pleasant 

foe,  [cruell  woe. 

My  trickling  tears  shal  wituesse  beare  of  this  my 
O  happy  man  wer  1,  if  al  the  goddes  agreed, 
That  now  the  sisters  three  should  cut  in  twaine 

my  fatall  threde.  [jóy^ 

Till  life  withe  loue  shall  ende,  I  here  resigne  al 
Thy  pleasant  swete  I  now  lam&nt«  whose  lacko- 

bredef  minę  annoy ; 
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POEMS  OP  YNCERTAINE  AUCTORS. 


Farewell,  my  deare  therfore,  ferewel)  to  me  wel 

knowne, 
U  Łhat  I  die  it  sbal  be  said  tbat  thou  bast  slaine 

tbine  owne.    • 


AN  ANSfVERE  OF  COMFORT. 

Tmestiłis,  tbou  sely  man,  wby  dost  thou  so  com- 

playne  ? 
If  oędes  thy  loue  will  thee  forsake,  tby  mourning 
is  in  vayoe.  [course  to  runne. 

For  nonę  can   force  the  streames  agaioit  tbeir 
Nor  yet  unwiiling  loue  with  tears  or  wailing  can 
be  wonne.  [sorowes  ease, 

Cease  thou  therefore  tby  plaintes,  let  bope  iby 
The  shipmen  though  tbeir  sails  be  rent,  yet  bope 

.  to  scape  the  seas. 
Though  strange  sbe  seme  a  while,  yet  thinke  she 

wili  not  cbange. 

Oood  causes  drive  a  ladies  loue,  sometime  to  seme 

fuH  strange.  [happe, 

No   louer  tbat  halh  wit,  but  can   foresee ,  such 

Tbat  no  wight  can  at  wish  or  will  siepe  in  bis 

ladies  lappe. 
Achilles  for  a  time  fairc  Brises  did  forgo, 
Yet  did  they  metę  with  loy  againe;  then  think 
thou  maist  do  so.  [do  finde, 

Though  be,  and  louers  al,  in  loue  sbarpe  stormes 
Dispair  not  thou,  porę  Thestilis,  though  thy  loue 

seme  imkind, 
Ah  think  her  graffed  loue  cannot  so  sonę  dccay, 
Hie  springes  may  cease  from  swelling  stlll,  but 
nerer  drye  away.  [encrease 

Oft  stonnj^s  of  louers  yre,  do  morę  tbeir  loue 
Assbyniug  sunne  refresbe  the  frutes,  when  raining 
gins  to  ccase.  [flowe  again> 

When  springes  are  waxen  lowe,  then  must  they 
So  sbalł  thy  hart  aduanced  be,  to  pleasure  out  of 
paine.  fperes, 

When  lacke  of  thy  ddight  most  bitter  grief  ap- 
Thinke  on    Etrascus  worthy  loue,    tbat  lasted 
thirty  yeres,  [syred  choyce. 

Which  could  not  long  atcbeue,  bis   hart  es  de- 
Yet  at  the  ende  he  found  rewarde,  tbat  madę  him 
to  reioyce.  [maine, 

Since  hc  so  long  in  bope  with  pacience  did  rc- 
Cannot  thy  feruent  loue  forbeare  thy  loue  a  montb 
ortwaine?  [forgo, 

Admit  she  minde  to  cliaunge,  and  nedes  will  thee 
Is  there  no  mo  may  thee  delight,  but  sbe  tbat 
paynes  thee  so  ?  [done, 

Tliestilis  draw  to  the  towne,  and  loue  as  thou  hast 
In  tyme  thou  knowest  by  faithfull  loue,  as  good  as 
she  is  wonne.  [alone. 

And   leaue  the  desert  woodes  and  wayling  thns 
And  seke  to  salue  thy  sore  elsewhere,  if  all  her 
loue  be  gone. 


THE  LOUER  PRAIETR  PITY,  SHOWING 
THAT  NATURĘ  HATH  TAUGHT  HIS 
DOG,  AS  IT  fVERE,  TO  SUE  FOR  THE 
SAME  BY  KISSING  HIS  LADIES 
HANDE& 

Naturę  tbat  taught  my  sely  dog,  Ood  wat 
£ueQ  for  my  sake  to  licke  where  I  do  loue, 


loforced  him,  wheras  my  lady  sat, 
With  bombie  sute  before  her  falling  tiat, 
As  in  his  sorte  be  might  ber  pray  and  nniue 
To  rue  vpon  his  lord  and  not  forget 
The  sted&st  iaith  he  beareth  ber,  aod  loue 
Kissing  ber  band:  wbome  she  coulde  not  remoueb 
Away,  tbat  would,  for  frowning  nor  for  tbrete^ 
As  though  he  would  haue  sayd  in  my  beboue. 
Pity  my  lord  your  slave  tbat  doth  remainc, 
Lest  by  his  death,  you  giltlesse  slay  us  twaine. 


OF  HIS  RING  SENT  TO  HIS  LADIE. 

Since  thou,  my  ring,  maist  go,  where  I  ne  may, 
Since  thou  maist  speake  where  I  must  holde  my 

peace, 
Say  vnto  her  tbat  is  my  lives  stay, 
Grauen  withtn  which  I  do  berę  eKpresse;. 
Tbat  soner  sball  the  sunne  not  shine  by  day. 
And  with  the  raine  the  floodes  shall  waxen  łesse* 
Sooner  the  tree  the  hunter  sball  bewray, 
Then  I  for  change,  or  choice  of  other  loue. 
Do  euer  seke  my  fansy  to  remoue. 


THE  CHANGEABLE  STATE  OF  LOUERS, 

For  that  a  restlesse  hed  must  somwhat  haue  in 

vre,  [lure. 

Whei-with  it  may  acąuaintcd  be,  as  falcon  is  with 
Fansy  doth  me  awake  out  of  my  drowsy  ślepe, 
In  seing  how  the  little  mouse,  at  uight  begins  to 

cnpe. 
So  the  desirous  man,  tbat  longes  to  calcb  his  pray, 
In  spying  how  to  watche  his  time,  lyeth  lurkińg 

styli  by  day. 
In  hoping  for  to  haue,  and  fearing  for  to  finde 
The  salue  tbat  shoulde  recure  his  sore,  and  sor- 

roweth  but  the  minde. 
Such  is  the  guise  of  loue,  and  the  vncertayn  state, 
That  some  should  haue  tbeir  hoped  hap,  and  other 

hard  estate.  [had, 

Tbat  sonie  should  seme  to  ioy  in  that  they  nener 
And  some  again  shali  frowne  as  £s8t,  where  cause- 

lesse  they  be  sad.  [large, 

Sucbe  trades  do  louers  usCf  when  they  be  most  at 
That  gnyd  the  stere  when  they  tbemselres  lye 

fettred  in  the  barge. 
The  grenesse  of  my  youth  cannot  therof  expre3se 
The  prooesse,^  for  by  profe  rnknowen,  all  this  ia 

but  by  gesse.  [peace, 

Wherefore  I  hołd  it  best,  in  time  to  holde  my 
But  wanton  will  it  cannot  holde,  or  make  my  pen 

to  ccase. 
A  pen  of  no  auayle,  a  froitles  labour  eke. 
My  troubled  hed  with  fansies  fraught,  doth  palne 

it  selfe  to  seke: 
And  if  perbaps  my  wordes  of  nonę  auaile  do.pricke 
Such  as  do  fele  the  hidden  barmes,  I  would  not 

they  should  kicke,  [no  harme, 

As  causelesse  me  to  blame  which  tbinketh  them 
Altbough  1  seme  by  others  fire,   sometime  my 

self  to  warnie, 
Which  clercly    1    deny,    as    giltlesse   of  that 

crime, 
And  though  wrong  demde  I  be  therin,  tnith  it 

wyli  trie  in  time. 


THE  PICTURE  OF  A  LOUER. 
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.  A  PRAISE  OF  AUDLEY. 

Whbn  Aadley  had  ryn  out  his  race,  aodended  wer 

h\8  dayc:$,  [snme  woithy  prai^^e. 

His  fitme  stept  forth  and  bad  me  write  of  htm 
MTbat  lyfe  he  lad,  what  actes  be  did,  his  yertnes 

and  frood  name,  [same. 

Wherto   I  calde  for  tnie  report,  a^  witnesa  of  the 
Wel  borne  hc  was,  wel  bent  by  kind,  whose  mind 

did  neyer  swarue  [safue. 

A  sk  ii  fuli  head»  a  vaUant  hart,  a  ready  band  to 
Brought  up  and  trainde  in  feates  of  warre  long 

time  beyond  the  seas, 
Calde  home  againe  to  serue  bis  prince,  whom  still 

be  songht  to  please. 
What  tornay  was  there  be  lefusde,  what  sernice 

did  he  sboon  ?  [exp1oit  was  doon  ? 

Where   be  was  not  nor  bis  aduice,  what  great 
In  town  a  lambe,  in  field  fuli  fierce,  a  lyon  at 

the  nede, 
In  sobre  wit  a  Solomon,  yet  one  of  Hector's  sede. 
Tben  shame  it  wcre  tbat  auy  tong  should  now  de- 

famę  his  dedes,  [sucoedes, 

Tbat  in  bis  life  a  mirrour  was  to  all  tbat  him 
Nu  poore  estate  nor  hye  renowne  bis  naturę  could 

peruart,  [his  constant  bart ; 

No  bani  mischance  that  him  befell  could  moue 
Tbas  long  he  liued,  loued  of  all,  as  one  mislykte 

ofaone,  [paragon? 

And  wbere  he  went,  who  cald  bim  not  the  gentle 
Bnt  course  of  kinde  dotb  cause  eche  frute  to  iall 

when  it  ts  ripe,  [greuous  gripe. 

And  jtpitefull  death  will  snffer  nonę  to  scape  his 
Yet  though  the  grounde  receiued  haue  his  corps 

into  ber  wombe,  [bis  tombe, 

This  epitapbe  ygrave  in  braise,  sbal  stand  opon 
Ix»!    berę  he  lies  that  bated  vice,  and  yertnons 

life  imbrast,  [be  well  piast. 

His  name  in  eartb,  bis  sprite  abóue,  desenies  to 


TY/^E  TRYETH  TRUETH.    ' 
EcBB  tbing  1  see  hath  tyipe,  wbich  tyme  mnst 

trye  my  tronth, 
Wbich  trath   desenies  a  spe<*ial  trust,  on  trust 

gret  frendship  groweth ;  ( found ; 

And  frendship  may  not  faile1vbere  faithfulnesse  is 
And  faithfulnesse  is  fuU  of  fruitc,  and  frutful  thinges 
,  be  sounde.  [of  prayse, 

AfMl  sound  is  good  at  proofe,  and  prooft;  is  prince 
And  precious  praise  is  such  a  pearle,  as  seldome 

nerę  decayes.  [must  abide, 

Ali  these  thinges  time  tries  fonith,  wbich  time  I 
How  should  I  boldly  credite  craue  tili  time  my 

truth  haue  tnde; 
For  as  I  found  a  time  to  fali  in  fansies  fhune, 
So  I  do  wishe  a  lucky  time  for  to  declare  the  same. 
If  bap  may  aunswere  hope,  and  bope  may  haue 

his  hire, 
Tben  sball  my  hart  possesse  in  peaoe,  the  time 

that  I  desire. 


THE   LOUER   REFUSED    OF  HIS  LOUE, 
EMBRACETH  DE  A  TH. 

My  youthfull  yeres  are  past, 
My  ioyfttU  dayes  are  gone, 
My  lyfe  it  may  not  last. 
My  grane  and  I  am  one. 


My  mirth  and  ioyes  are  fled. 
And  I  a  man  in  wo ; 
Dcsirous  to  be  ded. 
My  miscbief  to  forgo. 

I  bnme  and  am  a  ooldc, 
I  freze  amids  the  Bre, 
I  se  she  doth  withold 
That  is  my  most  desire. 

I  see  my  helpe  at  bandę, 
I  see  my  life  albO, 
I  see  where  sbe  doth  stande 
That  is  my  dc^adly  fo. 

I  see  bow  she  doth  see. 
And  yet  sbe  wyli  be  blinde, 
I  see  in  helping  me, 
Sbe  sekea  and  wyli  not  finde. 

I  se  how  she  doth  wry, 
When  I  begin  to  monę, 
I  see  when  1  come  nye, 
How  faine  she  would  be  gone. 

I  see,  what  wyli  ye  morę  ? 
Sbe  wyli  me  gladly  kyll; 
And  you  shall  see  therfore 
That  sbe  sball  have  ber  wyli. 

I  cannot  liue  with  stones, 
It  is  to  bard  a  food,  , 

1  will  be  dead  at  ones 
To  do  my  lady  good. 


THE  PICTURE  OF  A  LOUER. 

BsHOŁD  my  picture  here  wel  portniyed  for  the 

nones,  [very  bones. 

With  bart  consumed  and  felling  flesb,  behold  the 
Whoiie  cruel  chauuce  alas,  and  desteny  is  such, 
Onely  because  I  put  my  trust  in  some  folke  all 

to  much. 
For  sińce  the  time  that  I  did  enter  into  this  pine, 
I  neuer  saw  the  rising  sunne  but  with  my  weping 

eyen; 
Nor  yet  I  neuer  heard  so  swete  a  vołce  or  sound. 
But  that  to  me  it  did  encrease  the  dolour  of  my 

wounde. 
Nor  in  so  soft  a  bedde,  alas  I  neuer  lay. 
But  that  it  semed  bard  to  mc  or  euer  it  was  day. 
Yet  in  this  body  bare,  that  nought  but  life  re* 

taines,  [yet  still  remaines, 

The  strengtb  whereof  dene  past  away,  the  care 
Like  as  the  cole  in  flame  doth  spend  it  self  you 

se,  [sumed  be. 

To  vaine  and  wretched  cinder  dust  till  it  eon- 
So  dotb    this  bope  of  minę  enforce  my  fenipnt 

sute,  [eate  the  fnite; 

To  make  me  for  to  gapę  in  vayne,  wbilst  otber 
And  shall  do  tyli  tbat  death  doth  geue  me  such  a 

grace,  [caae. 

To  rid  this  sely  wofull  sprite  out  of  this  doulfuU 
And  tben  would  God  were  writ  in  stoue  or  els  in 

leade,  [dead. 

This  epitaph  vpon  my  graue,  to  shew  why  I  am 
Here  lyeth  the  louer  lo,  who  for  the  loue  he  aught, 
Aliue  vnto  his  ladie  derę,  his  death  thereby  be 

caught. 
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And  in  a  shield  of  Umdce,  lo  here  his  armes  ap- 

pc«"»  [all  with  teares. 

With  weping  eyes  as  yoa  may  aee,  wdl  poudred 
Lo  hei-e  you  may  beholde,  aloft  vpoii  his  brest 
A  womans  hand  straining  tbe  hart  of  him  that 

loued  ber  best. 
Whercfore  all  you  that  sae  this  corps,  for  loue 

that  starues, 
ExaiDp1e  make  vDto  yoa  all,  that  thankledselouers 

tarues. 


OF  THE  DEATH  OF  PHILLIPS. 

Bewaiłe  with  me  all  ye  that  haue  prufest 
Of  musłcke  tharte,  by  touch  of  oonle  or  wiudc ; 
Lay  downe  your  lates  and  let  yoar  gitteroes  rest, 
Phillips  is  dead,  whose  like  you  cannot  finde, 
Of  musicke  much  excediiig  all  the  rest; 
Muses,  theifore  of  force  now  must  you  trrest 
Your  pleasant  notes  into  anotber  sounde : 
The  string  is  broke,  the  lute  is  dispossest, 
The  hand  is  colde,  the  body  in  the  groonde, 
The  lowring  lute  lamenteth  now  thei-fore, 
Phillips  ber  frend,  that  can  ber  toucbe  no  morę. 


THAT  AL  THINGS  SOM  TIMR  FINDE 
EASE  OF  THEIR  PAISE,  SAUE  ONLY 
THE  LOUER, 

I  8EE  there  is  no  tort 
Of  tbinges  that  liue  in  griefe^ 
Wbich  at  sometiroe  may  not  resort 
Wheras  they  haue  reliefe. 

The  striken  derę  by  kynde 
Of  deatb  that  standes  in  awe. 
For  his  recure  an  hei1>e  can  flnde, 
Tbe  arrow  to  withdraw. 

Tbe  chased  derę  batb  soile, 
To  coole  him  in  bis  beate; 
Tbe  asse  after  bis  wery  toile;, 
lu  stable  is  vp  set. 

The  eony  batb  its  caue> 
Tbe  little  bini  his  nest, 
From  beate  and  colde  tbemselues  to  saue, 
At  all  times  as  they  list. 

Tb«  owle  with  feWe  aight, 
Łyes  lurking  in  tbe  leaoes, 
The  sparrow  in  tbe  frosty  night 
May  sbroude  ber  tn  tbe  eaues. 

But  wo  to  me»  alas, 
In  sunne  uor  yet  in  ahade, 
I  caDJiot  find  a.  resting  place, 
My  burden  to  uniade. 

Bul  day  by  day  still  beares 
The  burden  on  my  backe, 
With  weping  eyen  and  watry  teares 
To  holde  my  hope  abacke, 

AU  things  I  se  have  place 
Wherein  they  bow  or  bende, 
Saue  this,  atas,  my  wofiil  case, 
Wbich  no  wbere  findeth  ende. 


THA8SAULT  OF  CUPWE  UPON  THE 
FORTWHERE  THE  LOUERS  HART  UY 
WOUNDED,  AND  HOW  HE  WAS  TAKEK, 

When  Cupide  scaled  first  the  fort 
Wheriu  my  hart  lay  wounded  sore, 
The  batry  was  of  such  a  sort 
That  1  must  yelde  or  die  therfore. 

There  saw  I  loue  upon  the  wali, 
How  be  his  banner  did  display: 
Aiarme,  aiarme,  he  gan  to  cali, 
And  bade  bis  souldiours  kepe  any. 

Tbe  armes  the  wbich  that  Cupide  bsR, 
Werę  pearced  haites  with  teares  bespreo^ 
In  siluer  and  sable  to  declare 
The  stecUast  loue  he  aiwayes  ment 

There  might  you  se  bis  band  all  drest, 
In  colours,  like  to  wbite  and  blacke: 
With  powder  and  with  pelletes  prest, 
To  bring  the  fort  to  spoyle  and  sacke. 

Good  Will  themaisleroftheshot, 
Stode  in  the  rampire  braue  aud  proud^ 
For  spenoe  of  pouder  he  spared  oot, 
Assaulty  assault,  to  crye  aloude. 

There  might  you  heare  the  cannODS  rore^ 
Eche  pece  discbarged  a  louers  loke, 
Wbich  had  tbe  power  to  reut,  aod  tore 
In  any  place  wheras  they  toke. 

And  euen  with  the  trampetts  sowne, 
The  scali og  ladders  were  vp  set, 
AnH  Beauty  wałked  rp  and  downe, 
With  bow  in  band  and  arrowes  wbet. 

Then  firet  Desyre  b^an  to  scaie 
And  shrowded  him  vnder  bis  targe, 
As  one  the  wortbiest  of  them  all, 
And  apteat  for  to  geue  the  charge. 

Then  pushed  souldiers  with  their  pikes, 
And  bolbarders  with  bandy  strokes, 
Tbe  hargabushe  in  flesbe  it  lightes, 
And  duns  tbe  ayre  with  misty  smokes» 

And  as  it  is  souldiers  vse, 
When  shot  and  powder  gins  to  waot, 
I  hanged  up  my  flag  of  truce. 
And  pleaded  for  my  liues  graunt 

When  Pansy  thus  had  niade  berbreeh^ 
Afid  Beauty  enrtred  wtCh  her  band, 
With  bag  and  baggage  sely  wretcfa, 
1  yekied  mto  Beauties  band. 

Then  Beauty  bad  to  blowe  retrete. 
And  euery  souldier  to  retire, 
And  Mcn:y  wylld  with  spede  to  set 
Me  captiue  bound  as  prisoner. 

Madame  (quod  I,)  skh  that  this  day 
Hatb  senied  you  at  all  assayes, 
I  yeld  to  you  wttbout  delay, 
Here  of  the  fortresse  all  the  kayes. 

And  sith  that  I  haue  ben  tbe  marker 
At  wbom  you  shot  at  with  your  cye, 
Nedes  must  you  with  your  bandy  wbAą 
Or  ialue  my  tore,  or  let  me  dye. 


THE  LOUER  ACCUS1N6  HIS  LOUE  FOR  HER  YNFAITHFULNESSE.  4ld 


rHE  AOED  LOUER  RENOUNCETH  WUE 

[The  grmTe-digger^s  song  in  Hamlet,  A.  5.  is 
taken  from  three  stanzas  of  tbe  following  poem, 
though  BOOM:  w  bat  altered  aad  disgat^ied,  pro- 
bably  as  tbe  saiAe  were  corropted  by  tbe  ballad- 
singen  of  Sbakspeare*8  time.  The  original  i 9 
preserred  among  Surrey'8  Poema,  1539,  and  is 
mttributed  to  lord  Vaux,  by  Geo.  Gaseotgne, 
who  teHs  uSy  it  *<  wtfg  tboaght  by  some  to  be 
madę  upoo  bis  deatb-bed:"  a  popular  error 
which  be  laughed  at.  (See  his  Epist.  to  Yong 
Gent.  preAx^  to  his  Posies  1575.  4to.)  Lord 
Vaux  was  rerilarkable  for  his  skill  tn  drawtng 
feigned  mannerS|  &c.  for  so  I  understand  an 
ancient  writer.  ^  The  lord  Vaax  his  cooi- 
mendation  łyeth  chiefly  in  tbe  fbcilitie  of  his 
meetre,  and  tbe  aptnesse  of  his  descriptions 
such  aii  be  taketb  opon  bim  to  make,  namely 
in  sundry  of  bis  Songs,  wberein  be  showeth  the 
connterfait  action  rery  lively  and  pleasantly." 
Arte  of  Eng.  Poesie,  1589.  p.  51.  See  also  Tol. 
i.  p.  45.— PsRcy.] 

I  Ł(^HB  tbat  T  did  love, 
In  yootb  tbat  I  thought  swete: 

As  tyme  requires  for  my  beboVe, 
Me  tbiakes  they  are  not  metę. 

My  histes  tbey  do  me  lemre. 

My  fancies  aU  be  fled. 
And  tract  of  time  begios  to  weaye 

Gray  hearet  upon  my  bed. 

For  age  witb  stealing  steps, 

Hatb  clawed  me  with  bis  crowch» 

And  lusty  life  away  she  leapes, 
As  tbere  bad  ben  nonę  such. 

My  muse  doth  not  delight 

Me  as  she  did  before, 
My  band  and  pen  are  not  in  pligbt, 

As  tbey  bate  ben  of  yore. 

For  reason  me  denyes, 

Tbis  youthly  ydle  rime 
And  day  by  day  to  me  she  cryes, 

Leave  oflf  these  toyes  in  tymie. 

The  wrinkles  in  my  brow, 

Tbe  ftirrowes  in  my  fbce 
Sar,  Kmptng  age  will  lodge  bim  now, 

Wbere  youth  mast  geve  bim  place. 

Tbe  harbinger  of  death. 

To  me  I  see  btm  ride, 
Tbe  cough,  the  colde,  tbe  gasping  breatb, 

Doth  bid  me  to  provyde 

A  pikeax  and  a  spade, 

Afid  eke  a  ahrowding  sbete» 
A  boa*8e  of  <tey  for  te  be  asadB, 

For  such  a  goesi  mart  mele. 

Me  thibkes  I  beare  tbe  ciarkę, 
Tbat  knowles  tbe  carefull  kaell, 

And  bids  me  leav«  my  woftil  warke^ 
£re  natuK  me  compelł. 

My  kepers  kait  tbe  koot. 

Tbat  youth  did  laagb  to  skoma, 
Qi  me  tbat  cftaae  sbal  be  fbrg«t» 

As  I  bad  iMt  bMA  bonę. 


Tbus  must  I  yootb  geve  op, 
Whose  badge  I  loog  did  weare. 

To  them  I  yield  the  wanton  cup 
Tbat  better  may  it  bears. 

Lo  berę  the  bar-hed  skuli. 
By  wbose  balde  signe  I  knovv', 

That  stouping  age  away  shall  puli, 
Wbich  youthftil  yeres  did  sow. 

For  beauty  with  ber  band, 

These  croked  cares  hatb  wrought, 
And  sbipped  me  into  tbe  lande, 

From  whence  I  first  was  brougbt. 

And  ye  tbat  byde  behinde, 
Have  ye  nooe  other  trust: 

As  ye  of  clay  wer  cast  by  kind6f 
Śo  shall  ye  wast  to  dust. 


OF  THE  LADY  WEIOWORTirs  DEATB. 

To  liue  to  dye,  and  dye  to  liue  againe, 
Witb  good  renowne  of  famę  well  led  before, 
Herę  lyetb  she  that  leamed  bad  the  lorę ; 
Whom  if  the  parfect  yertues  wolden  daine. 
To  be  set  fortb  witb  foyle  of  worldly  grace, 
Was  noble  borne,  and  maicbt  in  noble  race. 
Lord  Wentwortbes  wife,  nor  ivanted  to  attaine 
In  natures  giftes,  ber  praise  among  tbe  rest: 
But  tbat  tbat  gaue  ber  praise  aboue  the  best. 
Not  fome,  ber  wedlockes  chastnes  durst  distain 
Wherin  Witb  cbiM,  deliuering  of  ber  wombe 
Thuntimely  birth   bath  brougbt   them   both 

tonibe; 
So  left  she  life  bj  deatb  to  line  againe. 
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THE  LOUER  ACCUSING  fffS  LOUE  FOR 
HER  VNFA1THFULNESSE  PURPOSETH 
TO  LłUE  TN  UBERTIE. 

Tub  smoky  sighes,  tbe  bitter  teares, 

Tbat  I  in  vaiue  baue  wasted, 

The  broken  slepes,  the  wo  and  feares, 

That  long  in  me  baue  lasted; 

Tbe  loue  and  ał  I  owe  to  tbee, 

Herę  I  renownce,  and  make  me  Aree. 

Which  fredome  I  bav«  by  thy  gaik. 
And  not  by  my  deseruiag, 
Since  so  ▼ooonstantly  tbos  wilt 
Not  loue,  but  still  be  sweniiag. 
To  leaue  me  of,  wktek  was  thyne  owne, 
Witbout  cause  why,  as  shal  be  knowne. 

The  fruites  were  faiie»  the  whick  did  grow 
Within  tby  garden  planted, 
The  leaues  were  grene  of  euery  bough. 
And  moysture  nothrng  wanted; 
Yet  or  the  blosoms  gan  to  fali, 
Tbe  eaterpillar  wasted  aH. 

Tby  body  was  the  gardian  place. 
And  sugred  wordea  ii  bearetb; 
The  bloesomes  att  tby  faith  it  was, 
Which  %$  tbe  canker  weieth, 
The  caterpiller  is  the  saoM^ 
Tbat  batb  womie  th«e  and  loel  tby  aame. 
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I  mean*the  loucr  loued  now 
By  thy  pretenced  folye, 
Which  will  proue  like,  tboa  shalŁ  fiod  how, 
U  oto  a  trre  of  holly, 
That  barku  and  bery  bears  alwaies, 
The  one,  birdes  fedes,  the  other  slayes. 

And  fig'  t  wel  mightest  thoa  haue  thy  wish^ 
Of  thy  loue  new  acquainted, 
Fur  thou  art  like  vnto  the  dish, 
That  AJrianus  painted, 
Whtrin  were  grapes  portraid  so  fayre, 
That  fowles  fur  foode  did  there  repaire. 

But  I  am  like  the  beaten  fowle, 
That  from  tbe  net  escaped, 
And  thou  art  like  the  rauening  owle, 
That  al  the  night  hath  waked, 
For  nonę  intent  but  to  betray 
The  sleping  foule  before  the  day. 

Tbas  hath  thy  loue  been  vnto  me, 
Al  pleaBant  and  comuiodious, 
A»  wras  the  fire  ma  de  on  the  sea 
By  Naulus  hatc  so  odious, 
Therwith  to  train  the  Grekish  host 
Froin  Troyes  return,  where  they  were  lost. 


/■     =^ — 

THE  LOUER  FOR  WANT  OF  HIS  DESIRE, 
'  SHEUETH  HJS  DEATH  AT  HAND. 

As  cypres  tree  that  rent  is  by  the  roote, 
As  branche  or  slippe  bctter  from  whence  it  growes, 
As  well  sowen  sede  for  drought  that  catmot  sprout 
As  gaping  ground  that  rainles  cannot  close, 
As  moules  that  want  the  earth  to  do  them  bote, 
As  6she  on  land  to  whom  no  waters  flowe$, 
As  chameleon  that  lackes  the  ayre  so  sote, 
As  flowers  do  iade  when  Phebus  rarest  showes. 

As  salamandra  repulsed  from  the  fire ; 

So  wanting  my  wish  I  die  for  my  desire. 


A    HAPPY  END   EXCEDETH  ALL   PLE- 
SITRES  AND  RICHKS  OF  THE  WORLD. 

The  shining  season  here  to  some, 
The  glory  in  the  worldes  sight, 
Renowmced  famę  thoagh  fortunę  wonne 
Tbe  glittering  golde  the  eyes  delight, 
The  sensual  life  that  semes  so  swete, 
The  heart  with  ioyfuH  dayes  replete, 

The  thing  whereto  ech  wight  is  thral 

The  happy  ende  excedeth  all. 


AGAINST  AN  FNSTEDFAST  WOMAN 

O  TEMEROug  tauiitrene  that  delights  in  toyes, 
Tumbling  cockboat  totring  too  and  fro, 
Jangling  iestres,  depravresse  of  swete  ioyes^ 
Grouud  of  the  grafie  whence  all  my  gricf  doth  grow 
Sullen  serpent,  enuironed  with  despite, 
That  Ul  for  good  at  all  times  doest  re^uite. 


A  PRAISE  OF  PBTRARKE  AND  OF  LAURA 

HIS  LA  DIE. 

O  PetraRkb,  hed  and  prince  of  poets  al, 
Whose  liuely  gift  of  flowiug  eloqueuce 
Wel  may  we  seke,  but  find  not  how  or  whenoe* 
So  rare  a  gift  with  tbee  did  rise  and  fial; 
Peace  to  thy  bones,  and  glory  immortal 
Be  to  thy  name ;  and  to  her  eKcellence, 
Whose  beauty  lighted  io  thy  time  and  sence, 
So  to  be  set  forth  as  nonę  other  shall 
Why  hath  not  our  pens  rimes  so  parflt  wroufcbt  ? 
Se  why  our  time  fuith  briageth  beauty  such? 
To  trye  our  wittes  as  gold  is  by  the  touch, 
If  to  tbe  style  the  matter  aydcŃi  ought ? 
But  there  was  neuer  Laura  morę  then  one. 
And  ber  had  Petrarke  for  bis  paragone. 


THAT  PETRARK  CANNOT  BE  PASSED 
BUT  NOTWITHSTAKDING  THAT,  LAU- 
RA IS  FARRE  SURPASSED. 

With  Petrarke  to  compare  ther  may  do  wight. 
Nor  yet  attain  vnto  so  high  a  stile: 
But  yet,  I  lyot,  fuli  well  where  is  a  file. 
To  fraroe  a  leamed  man  to  praise  arigbt: 
Of  stature  meane,  of  semely  formę  and  sbape, 
Eohe  linę  of  iust  proporcion  to  her  heigłit, 
Her  colour  fresh,  and  mingled  with  such  sleigfat, 
As  though  the  rosę  sat  in  the  Hlies  iap ; 
In  wit  and  tong  to  shew  what  may  be  sed. 
To  euery  dede  she  ioynes  a  parfit  grace; 
If  Laura  liude,  she  woald  her  cleane  deface: 
For  I  dare  say,  and  lay  my  life  to  wed, 
That  Momus  could  not,  if  he  downe  discended, 
Once  iustly  say,  Lo !  this  may  be  amended. 


AGAINST  A  CRUELL  WOMAN. 

Crubł  vnkinde,  whom  mercy  cannot  moue, 
Herbóur    of  vnbappe   where  rigours  ragę  doth 

raigne, 
Ground  of  any  grief  where  pitie  cannot  proue: 
Trikle  to  trust,  of  all  rutruth  the  traioe, 
Thou  rigorous  rocke  that  tnith  cannot  remoue; 
Daungerotts  delph,  depe  dungeon  of  disdatne, 
Sacke  of  self-will,  the  chest  of  craft  and  cbange, 
What  causeth  thee  thus  causelesse  for  to  change? 

Ab  \   pitieles  plaint  whom  plaint  cannot  pro- 
uoke. 
Den  of  disceit,  that  right  doth  still  refuse; 
Causeles  unkinde,  that  cariest  vnder  cloke 
Cruelty  and  crait,  me  onely  to  abuse : 
StatelyandstobbernewithstandiDg  Cupides  stroke, 
Thou  manieilouB  masę  that  makest  men  to  mnse; 
Swoi  len  by  self-will,  moststony  stifieand  strange, 
What  causeth  thee  thus  causelesse  for  to  cbange? 

Slipper  and  socret  where  suretie  cannot  sow; 
Net  of  neweltie,  neest  of  newfanglenesae. 
Spring  of  al  spitp,  from  whence  whole  flnddes  doe 
Thou  caue  and  cage  of  care  and  craflinesse,  [flow, 
Wauering  willow  that  euery  blast  doth  Uow, 
Grafie  without  groth  and  cause  of  carefulnesse; 
Heape  of  mishap  of  all  my  greif  the  grannge, 
What  causeth  th^e  thus  causelesse  for  to  changt? 


THE  LADIE  FORSAKEN  OF  HER  LOUER. 


415 


Hast  thou  fbrgoŁ  that  1  was  Łhyne  infeft 
By  force  of  loae,  hadst  thou  no  hart  at  all? 
Sawest  thou  not  other  for  thy  loue  were  Icfl? 
Knowest  thou ,  unkinde,  that  nothing  mought  befall 
From  out  of  my  hart  that  coulii  haue  thee  bereft  ? 
Wbat  meenest  thou  then,  at  ryot  thus  to  rangę; 
Aod  leauest  thine  owne  that  neuer  tbought  to 
cbange  ? 


THE  LOUER  SHEWETH  WHAT  HE 
WOULDE  HAUE,  IF  IT  WERE 
GRAUNTED  HIM  TO  HAUE  WHAT  HE 
WOULD  WISHE. 

If  it  were  so  that  God  would  graunt  me  my  re- 
que8ty  [liked  best; 

And  that  I  might  of  eanhiy  thinges  haue  that  I 
I  would  DOt  wish  to  clime  to  princely  hye  estate, 
Whicb  slipper  is  and  slide«  so  oft,  and  hath  so 
fickle  fate :  [hand, 

Nor  yęt  to  conquer  realmes  with  cruel  sworde  in 
And  so  to  shed  the  giltless  blood  of  sucb  as  would 

withstand : 
Nor  would  I  not  desire  in  worldly  rule  to  raigne» 
Whose  frute  is  al  rnąuietnesscy  and  breaking  of 

the  braine. 
Nor  ricbesse  in  excesse  of  vertue  so  abhorde, 
I  would  DOt  craue  which  bredeth  care,  and  causeth 

all  discorde.  [folde. 

But  my  reąuest  should  be  morę  worth  a  thousand 
That  I  might  haue  aud  her  enioy  that  hath  my 

heart  in  holde.  [ever, 

Oh  God,  what  lusty  life  should  we  liue  then  for 
Iq  pleasant  ioy,  and  perfect  blisse,  to  length  our 

liues  together.  [ly  loue, 

With  wordes  of  frendly  chere,  and  lokes  of  liue^ 
To  utter  all  our  hote  desyres,  which  neuer  shoukl 

remaue.  [the  ground, 

But  grosse  and  gredy  wittes,  which  grope  but  on 
To  gatber  muck  of  worldly  goodes  which  oft  do 

them  confound, 
Cannot  attąine  to  knowe  the  misteries  deuine, 
Of  parfit  loue  whereto  hye  wittes  of  knowledge  do 

encline. 
A  oigard  of  his  golde  such  ioy  cail  neuer  haue, 
Which  gettes  with  toyle  and  kepes  with  care  and 

IB  his  moneys  slaue, 
As  they  enioy  alwaies,  that  tast  loue  in  his  kinde, 
For  they  do  holde  continually  a  beauen  in  their 

miode,  [an  ease. 

No  worldly  goodes  could  bring  my  heart  so  great 
As  for  to  finde  or  do   the  thiug  that  might  my 

lady  please.  [joy. 

For  by  her  onely  loue  my  hart  should  haue  all 
And  with  the  same  put  care  away,  and  all  that 

could  annoy.  [sadde 

As  if  that  any  thing  should  chance  tę  make  me 
The  touching  of  her  corall  iippes  would  straight 

waies  make  me  gladde: 
And  wben  that  in  my  hart  1  fele  that  did  me  greue, 
Which  one  imbracing  of  her  armes  she  might  me 

»one  releue. 
And  as  the  angels  al,  which  sit  in  heauen  hie, 
With  presence  and  the  sight  of  God,  haue  their 

felicitie,  [bllsse, 

So  likewise  1  on  earth,  should  haue  all  carthly 
With  presence  of  that  paragon,  my  god  in  earth 

that  is. 


THE  LADIE  FORSAKEN  OF  HER  LOUER 
PRAIETH  HJS  RETURNE,  OR  TUK 
END  OF  HER  QWN  UFE. 

To  loue,  alas,  w  ho  would  not  feare, 

That  seeth  my  woful  state. 

For  be  to  whom  my  heart  I  beare, 

Dotb  me  extremely  hate : 

And  why  therfore  1  cannot  tell, 

He  will  no  lenger  with  me  dwell. 

Did  you  not  sue  and  long  me  serue, 
Ere  1  you  graunted  grace  ? 
And  will  you  thus  now  from  me  svarue> 
That  neuer  did  trespa<;e? 
Alas,  porę  woman !  then  f^asl 
A  wery  life  here  must  I  passe: 

And  shall  my  laith  haue  such  refuse 
Indede  and  shall  it  so? 
Is  there  no  chojrse  for  me  to  chuse 
But  must  I  leue  you  so? 
Alas,  porę  woman!  then  alas! 
A  wery  life  hence  must  I  passe. 

And  is  there  now  no  remedy 
But  that  you  will  forget  ber? 
There  was  a  time  when  that  perdy 
You  woułd  haue  heard  her  better: 
But  now  that  time  is  gone  and  past. 
And  all  your  loue  is  bnt  a  blast. 

And  can  you  thos  breake  your  behest 
Indede  and  can  you  so? 
Did  you  not  sweare  you  loued  me  best. 
And  can  you  now  say  no? 
Remember  me  porę  wigbt  in  palne. 
And  for  my  sake  tume  ónce  againe. 

Alas,  poore  Dido,  now  1  fele 
Thy  present  paiufull  state, 
When  faise  Eneas  did  him  stele 
From  thee  at  Carthage  gate: 
And  left  thee  sleping  in  thy  bed, 
Regarding  not  what  he  had  sed. 

Was  neuer  woman  thus  betraied. 
Nor  man  so  false  forsworne: 
His  faith  and  troth  so  strongly  tied, 
Yntruth  hath  al  to  torne. 
And  I  haue  leaue  for  my  good  will. 
To  waile  and  wepe  alone  my  fill« 

But  sińce  it  will  not  better  be 
My  teares  shall  neuer  blin. 
To  moyst  the  eaith  in  such  degree, 
.  That  1  may  d równe  therein, 
That  by  my  death  al  men  may  say, 
Lo!  women  are  as  true  as  they. 

By  me  al  women  may  beware, 
That  se  my  wofull  smart: 
To  seke  true  loue  let  them  not  spare, 
Before  they  set  their  hart, 
Or  els  they  may  beconie  as  I, 
Which  for  my  trnth  am  like  to  dye. 
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POEMS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AUCTORS. 


TH£  LOUER  YELDEN INTO  BJS  LADIES 
HANDES,  PRAIETH  MERCY. 

In  fredome  was  my  fantasie, 
Abhomng  bondage  of  the  mtnde, 
But  now  I  yelde  my  libertie, 
And  willingly  my  selfe  I  binde 
Truely  to  serue  with  al  my  bart, 
Wbiłeś  lyfe  doth  last  not  to  reuert. 

Her  beutie  bounde  me  first  of  all, 
Aod  forst  my  will  for  to  consent; 
Atid  I  agree  to  be  ber  thrall. 
For  as  she  list  I  am  content: 
My  will  is  bers  in  that  1  oiay, 
And  wbere  sbe  biddes  I  will  obay. 

It  lyetb  in  ber  my  woe  or  welth> 
Sbe  may  do  that  sbe  liketb  best; 
If  that  she  list  1  bane  my  helth, 
If  sbe  list  not,  in  wo  I  rest: 
Sins  1  am  &st  witbin  ber  bandcs 
My  woe  and  welŁb  lye  in  ber  bandes. 

Sbe  can  no  lesse  Łhen  pitie  me 
Sitb  that  my  faitb  to  ber  is  knowne: 
It  were  to  mach  exŁremitie 
With  crueltie  to  iise  ber  owne: 
Alas,  a  sinfbl  enterprise 
To  slay  that  yekles  at  ber  deuise. 

But  I  tbynke  not  ber  hart  so  hard, 
Nor  that  she  hatb  such  cruel  lust: 
I  doubt  nothing  of  ber  reward 
For  my  de^ert,  but  well  I  trust 
As  she  bath  beauty  to  allure 
€k>  bath  she  a  hart  that  will  recure. 


THE  NATURĘ  WHICH  WORKETH  ALL 
THINGES  FOR  OUR  BEROPE,  HATH 
MADĘ  WOMEN  ALSO  FOR  OUR  COM- 
FORT  AND  DEUGHT, 

Am 0N6  damę  natures  workes  such  perfite  law  is 

wrought,  [as  thcy  ought; 

That  thinges  be  mlde  by  course  of  kind  in  order 
And  serueth  in  their  state,  in  such  i  ust  frame  and 

sort,  ,   [thereof  report. 

That  slender  wits  may  iudge  the  same,  and  make 
Behold  what  secret  force  the  wynde  doth  easily 

show,  [bellowes  blowe, 

Which  guides  the  sfaippes  amid  the  seas,  tf  be  his 
The  waters  wasen  wilde  wbere  blustering  blastes 

do  rise,  [that  deuise : 

Yet  seldome  do  they  pasw  their  boundes^  for  naturę 
The  fire  which  boilea  the  leade,  and  tryeth  out 

the  gold,  [force  Tnfolde, 

Hatb  in  bis  power  both  bełpe  aod  hurt,  if  be  his 
The  frost  which  kils  the  fruite,   doth  knit  the 

brused  bones. 
And  is  medictn  of  kinde,  prepared  for  the  nones. 
'  The  earth  in  wbose  entraiis  the  foode  of  man 

doth  liue,  [doth  ske  giue? 

At  euery  springe  and  fali  of  leafe,  what  pleasure 
The  ayre  which  life  desires,  and  is  to  helth  so 

swete,  [fortes  euery  sprete. 

Of  naturę  yeldes  such  liuely  smellea,  that  com- 
The  sunne  through    natures    might,  doth  draw 

away  the  dew,         [princely  fiice  to  shew. 
And  spredes  the  flowers  wbere  he  is  wont,  his 


The  moone,  which  may  be  cald  the  lanteme  of 

the  night,  [ber  llght, 

Is  halfe  a  guide  to  traueling  men,  sucb  vertae  bath 
The  starresnot  rertuelesse  are  beauty  to  the  eyes 
A  ledes  man  to  the  mariner,  a  signe  of  calmed 

skyes. 
The  flowers  and  fruitfol  trees,  to  man  do  tribate 

pay,  [they  fade  awayr 

And  when  they  bave  their  duety  done,  by  coorse 
Ech  beast,  both  ^be  and  fowłe,  doth  ofier  life 

and  all  [at  his  cali. 

To  nourish  man  and  do  him  ease,  yea  seroe  him 
The  serpents  yenomous   wbose  ngiy  shapes  we 

faate,  [in  their  state, 

Are  soneraigne  salues  for  sondry  sores,  and  needJfuł 
Sitb  naturę   shewes  ber  power,  in    eche  tbing 

thus  at  laiige,  [natures  cbaigel 

Why  sboulde  not  man  submit  himselfe  to  be  in 
Wbo  thinkes  to  flee  ber  force,  at  lengtb  becomes 

ber  tbrall ;  [gouems  alL 

The  wisest  cannot  slippe  ber  snare,  for  naturę 
Lo,  nature  gane  ts  shape,  lo,  naturę  fedes  oar 

liues,  [ber  force  that  striues. 

Then  they  are  worse  then  mad,  I  think,  against 
Though  some  do  Tse  to  say,  which  can  do  nought 

but  faine,  [to  paine, 

Women  wer  madę  for  tbis  entent,  to  put  V8  men 
Yet   surę  I    think  they  are  a  pleasure  to  tbe 

minde,  [assinde, 

A  joy  which  man  can  neuer  want,  as  natoie  hatk 


WHEN  ADUERSITIE  IS  ONCE  FALLEK 
IT  IS  TO  LATE  TO  BEWARE. 

To  my  misbap,  alas>  I  finde 

That  happy  bap  is  dangerous 

And  fortunę  worketb  but  ber  kinde. 

To  make  the  ioyful  dolorus; 

But  all  to  late  it  comee  to  minde^ 

To  waile  the  want  that  ipakes  me  bit  ode. 

Amid  my  myrth  and  pleasantnesse, 
Such  chaunce  is  chaunced  sodaiiily, 
That  in  despaire  without  redresse 
I  find  my  cheifest  remedy ; 
No  new  kinde  of  Tnhappinesse, 
Should  thus  hare  left  me  comfortlease. 

Wbo  woułd  haue  thougbt  that  my  reąnest 
Should  bring  me  furth  such  bitter  frute  ? 
But  now  is  hapt  that  I  feai^  least. 
And  al  thys  barme  comes  by  my  sute. 
For  when  I  thougbt  me  bappiest 
Euen  then  hapt  all  my  chief  Ynrest. 

In  better  case  was  neuer  nonę. 
And  yet  vnwares  thus  am  I  trapt. 
My  chief  desire  doth  cause  me  mooe. 
And  to  my  barme  my  weith  is  hapt: 
There  is  no  man  but  I  alene, 
That  bath  such  canse  to  sigh  and  monę. 

Thus  am  I  taaght  for  to  beware. 
And  trust  no  more  such  plea^ant  cfaance; 
My  happy  bap  bred  me  thys  care. 
And  brought  my  mirth  to  great  maschance} 
There  is  no  man  whom  help  wił  sparey 
But  when  she  list  his  welth  is  bare. 


ÓF  THE  TOKEN  WHICH  HIS  LOUE  SEKT  HIM. 
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fiP  A  LOUER  TH  AT  MADĘ  HIS  ONLY 

GOD  OF  HIS  LOUE. 
Ałł  yoa  that  freoclsbip  do  professe^ 
And  ojf  a  frend  present  the  place» 
Qeue  eare  to  me  that  did  possesse, 
As  ftendly  frates  as  ye  imbrace: 
Aod  to  dflciare  tfie  circumstauce, 
There  were  theoneloes  that  did  adoance. 
To  teacH  me  tnily  how  to  take, 
A  faithful  frende  for  vertues  sake. 

But  I  as  one  of  little  skill 
To  koow  what  good  might  grow  therby, 
Unto  my  welth  I  had  no  wyli. 
Nor  to  my  nede  I  had  nooe  eye: 
But  as  tbe  cbylde  doth  leame  to  go,    • 
So  I  in  time  did  Jeanie  to  knowe, 
Of  all  good  frutes  the  world  brought  fortb, 
A  ftithful  frend  is  tbing  most  worth. 

Tben  with  all  care  I  sought  to  fiode 
One  worthy  to  receiae  such  trust. 
One  onaly  that  was  riche  in  minde 
One  secret,  sober/wise  and  iust,  • 
Whom  riches  could  not  raise  at  atl, 
Nor  pottertie  procure  to  fali : 
And  to  be  short  io  few  wordes  plaine^ 
One  such  a  frend  I  did  attaine. 

And  wfaen  I  did  ei\joy  this  welth, 
Whó  liuedy  lord,  in  sucb  a  case  ? 
For  to  my  frendes  is  was  great  beltfa, 
And  to  my  foes  a  fowle  dcrtbce, 
And  to  my  selfe  a  thing  so  riche, 
As  seke  the  worlde  and  finde  nonę  snchj 
Thus  by  this  frend  I  set  such  storę, 
As  by  my  selfe  I  set  no  morę. 

This  frende  so  much  was  my  deligbt, 
When  care  had  clene  orecome  my  hart. 
One  thought  of  ber  rid  care  as  quite, 
As  neuer  x;are  had  causde  my  smart« 
Thus  ioyed  I  in  my  frend  so  derę, 
Was  neuer  frende  sat  man  so  nerę : 
J  carde  for  her  so  much  alone, 
That  other  6od  I  carde  for  nonę. 

But  as  it  doth  to  them  befall, 
That  to  themselues  respect  haue  nonę ; 
So  my  swete  gralfe  js  growen  to  gali ; 
Where  I  sowed  mirth  I  reaped  monę: 
This  ydoU  tbat  X  bonorde  so, 
Is  now  transformed  to  my  fo; 
That  me  most  pleased,  me  most  paines 
And  in  dispaire  my  heart  remaines. 

And  for  iust  scourge  of  suche  desart, 
Thre  plages  I  may  my  selfe  assure, 
First  of  my  frende  to  lose  my  par^ 
And  nest  my  life  may  not  endure^ 
And  last  of  all  the  morę  to  blame. 
My  soule  shall  sufTcr  for  the  same: 
Wberfore  ye  frendes  I  warne  you  all. 
Bit  last  for  feare  of  such  a  fali. 


/»-^ 


VPON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  ANTONY 

DENNY. 

Dbath  and  the  king',  did  as  it  were  contend, 
Whłch  of  them  two  bare  Denny  greatest  loue; 
The  king  to  shew  his  loue  gan  frirre  extende, 
Did  him  aduance  his  betters  fturre  aboae;^ 


'  £dwArd  VŁ    C 


▼OŁ,u» 


Nerę  place,  much  welth,  great  honor  eke  him 

gaue, 
To  make  it  known  what  powre  gret  princes  haue. 

But  when  deatb  came  witti  his  triumphant  gift, 
From  worldly  carke  he  qiut  his  weried  ghost, 
Free  firom  the  curps,  and  straight  to  heauen  it  lift 
Now  deme  that  can,  who  did  for  Denny  most, 
The  kinge  gaue  welth  but  fading  and  rnsure, 
Deatb  brought  him  blisse  that  euer  shall  endare. 


/ 


A  COMPARISON  OF  THE  L0UER8 
PAINES. 

Lykb  as  the  brake  within  the  riders  bandę, 
Doth  straiue  the  horse,  nye  woode  with  grief  of 

paine, 
Not  Tsed  before  to  come  in  such  a  bandy 
Striueth  for  griefe,  although  God  wot  in  yain, ' 
To  be  as  erst  be  was  at  iibertie, 
But  force  of  furce  doth  straine  tbe  contrarie. 

Euen  so  sińce  band  doth  cause  my  dcadły  grief« 
That  madę  me  so  my  wofull  chaunce  lament, 
Like  tbing  hath  brought  me  into  paine  and  mis- 
Saue  wiUingly  to  it  I  did  assent  [chiefe 

To  bind  tbe  tbing  in  fredome  whicb  was  fre, 
That  now  fuli  sore,  alas,  repenteth  me. 


OF  A  ROSEMARY  BRANCHŻ  8ENT. 

Such  grene  to  me  as  you  haue  sent, 
Such  grene  to  you  I  send  againej 
A  iłowi ng  bart  tbat  will  not  feint. 
For  drede  of  hope  or  losse  of  gaine: 
I  stedfast  thought  all  wholy  bent, 
So  tbat  he  may  your  grace  obtaine, 
As  you  by  proofe  haue  alwayes  sene. 
To  liue  your  owne  and  alwayes  grene. 


'  TO  HIS  LOUE,  OF  HIS  CONSTANT 

HEART. 

As  I  haue  bene,  so  will  I  euer  be 
Unio  my  deatb,  and  lenger  if  I  migbt: 
Haue  1  of  loue  the  frendly  loking  eyef 
Haue  I  of  fortunę  fimour  or  despyte? 
I  am  of  rock  by  profe  as  you  may  see 
Not  madę  of  waxe,  nor  of  no  mettal  figbt: 
As  jee&  to  dye,  by  cbange  as  to  deceaue, 
Or  breake  the  promise  madę,  and  so  I  leaue. 


OF  THE  TOKEN  WHICH  HIS  LOUE  SENT 

HIM. 

The  golden  apple  tbat  the  Tro3ran  boy 
Gaue  to  Yenus  tbe  fayrest  of  the  thre, 
Whicb  was  the  cause  of  all  the  wrack  of  Troy, 
Was  not  receiued  with  a  greater  ioy, 
Tben  was  the  same  (my  loue)  thou  sentto  me: 
It  bealed  my  sore,  it  madę  my  sorows  free, 
It  gaue  me  hope,  it  banisht  minę  annoy: 
Thy  happy  band  fuli  oft  of  me  was  blist, 
Tbat  can  geus  such  a  salue  when  that  tbon  list* 
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MANHÓDE  AUAILETH  NOT  WITHOUT 
GOOD  FORTUNE. 

Thb  cowerd  oft/wbom  deinty  Tiandes  fed, 
That  hotiUd  mucbe  his  ladies  eareff  to  please, 
By  help  of  thein  whom  Tnder  him  he  1*^, 
Ifath  leapt  thc  pa. me  that  yaliance  cold  not  seize. 
The  uuex.pertthat  sbores  uuknowen  neresoaght, 
"Whom  Neptune  yet  apaled  not  with  feare, 
In  wanderiijg  shippe  on  trustlei  seas  hath  Jtottght, 
The  skill  to  ftle  that  time  to  long  doth  leare. 
The  sporting  knight  that  «korneth  Cupides  kinde, 
With  fained  chere  the  pained  cause  to  brede, 
In  ganie  unhides  thc  leden  sparkes  of  minde. 
And  gaines  the  gole,  where  giowing  flames  should 
spede. 
Thus  I  se  proofe  thc  troiiŁh  and  manlie  hart 
]&lay  not  auayle,  if  fortunę  chaanoe  to  start. 


POEMS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AUCTORS. 


THAT  CONSTANCY  OP  AL  VERTUES  IS 
MOST  frORTHY, 

Though  in  the  waxe  a  perfect  picture  madę, 

Doth  bhew  a^  faire  as  in  the  marble  stonej 

Yet  do  we  sec  it  is  estemed  of  nonę, 

Because  that  fire  or  foree  the  formę  doth  fade, 

Whereas  t'ie  marble  holden  is  fuli  derę, 

Since  that  endures  the  datę  of  lenger  dayes: 

Of  diamondes  it  is  the  greatest  praise, 

So  lonsi;  to  last  and  always  one  tappere. 

Then  if  we  do  esteme  that  thing  for  best 

Which  in  perfection  lengest  time  do  last, 

And  tbat  most  vaine  tbat  tumes  with  euery  blast, 

What  iewel  then  with  tong  can  be  expre8t 

Like  to  that  bert  where  love  hath  framde  such 
feath, 

That  caooot  fade  but  by  the  force  of  deatb. 


THE  FNCERTAYNE  STATE  OFA  LOUER. 

LiKB  as  the  ragę  of  raine 
Filles  riuers  with  excesse, 
And  as  t^e  drought  againe, 
Doth  draw  them  lesse  and  lessci 
So  I  both  fali  and  clime, 
With  no  and  yea  sometimc, 

As  they  swell  hyc  and  hie, 
So  doth  eocrease  my  state;  , 

As  they  fot)  drye  and  drye, 
80  doth  my  weUh  abate. 
As  yea  is  mixt  wHh  no, 
So  mirth  is  mixt  with  wo. 

As  nothing  can  endure, 
That  liues  and  lackcs  reliefe; 
So  nothing  can  stande  surę, 
Where  change  doth  raigne  as  chiefe. 
W-herfore  J  m\łst  intende 
To  bowe  when  others  bende« 

And  when  they  laugh  to  smile. 
And  when  they  wepe  to  waile. 
And  when  they  crafl,  begile. 
And  when  they  fight,  assaile, 
And  thinke  there  is  no  change 
Can  make  then  seme  to  strange. 


Oh,  most  mhappy  slaue! 
What  man  mayleade  this  coorse? 
To  lacke  hewould  foynest  haue, 
Or  elt  to  do  much  worse. 
These  be  rewards  for  such, 
As  lloe  and  loue  to  much. 


TffE  LOUER  IN  LIBERTY  SMILETH  AT 
THEM  IN  THRALDOME,  THAT  SfOME- 
TIME  SCOHNED  HIS  BONDAGE. 

At  libertie  I  sit  and  see 
Them  that  hane  earst  laught  me  to  acomey 
Whipt  m'\%\\  the  whip  that  scourged  me. 
And  now  they  baone  that  they  weie  borne. 

I  see  them  sit  fuli  sobrelye 
And  think  their  eamest  lokes  to  hides 
Now  in  themselues  they  cannot  spyea 
Tbat  they  or  this  in  me  haue  spide. 

I  see  them  sitting  al  alone, 
Marking  the  steppes,  ech  worde  and  loke. 
And  now  they  trcade  where  I  haue  gone 
The  painfol  pathe  that  I  forsoke. 

Now  1  see  well,  1  saw  no  whit 
When  they  saw  well  that  naw  are  błiode; 
But  happy  hap  hath  madę  me  quit. 
And  iust  iudg^ent  hath  them  asinde. 

I  see  them  wander  al  alone. 
And  treade  fuli  fost  in  dredfoll  dout^ 
The  selfe  same  path  that  I  haue  gono: 
Blessed  be  hap  tbat  bmugbt  me  oaL 

• 

At  libertie  all  this  I  see, 
And  say  no  word  but  earst  among, 
Smiling  at  them  that  laught  at  me, 
Lo  such  is  hap,  markę  well  my  song. 


A  COMPARISON  OF  HIS  LOUE  WITH  TBE 
PAITHFUL  AND  PAINFUL  LOUIS  OP 
TR0YLU8  TO  CRESIDE. 

I  RBDE  how  Troylus  serued  in  Troy 
A  lady  long  and  many  a  day, 
And  how  be  bodę  so  great  anoy. 
For  ber  as  all  the  stories  say, 
That  halfe  the  paine  had  neuer  man, 
Which  had  this  wofoU  Trojan  than. 

Hi8'youth,  his  sport,  his  pleasant  cherCp 
His  courtly  state  and  company, 
In  him  so  straugely  altred  were, 
With  such  a  face  of  coutrary, 
That  euery  ioy  became  a  wo, 
This  poyson  new  had  tumde  him  so. 

And  what  men  thonght  might  most  him 
And  most  that  for  his  comfoit  stode, 
The  same  did  most  his  mind  displease 
And  set  him  most  in  furious  modę. 
For  all  his  pleasure  euer  lay. 
To  thinke  on  ber  t^at  was  away. 

His  chamber  was  his  commoa  walkc^ 
Wherein  he  kept  him  secretly, 
He  madę  his  bed  the  place  of  talke. 
To  heare  his  great  eatremityi 
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In  nothing  ek  bad  he  delight. 
But  «aeo  to  be  a  martir  ńght. 

And  noir  to  cali  ber  by  ber  name. 
And  straigbt  tberwitb  to  sigh  and  tbrobbe: 
And  when  his  fansies  might  not  frame, 
Tben  into  teares  and  bo  to  tobbe; 
Ali  in  extreme8;  and  tbus  be  lyes, 
M akmg  two  fountaines  of  bis  eyes, 

As  agnes  harc  sbarpe  sbiftes  of  fits 
Of  colde  and  beat  suecesBtuely ; 
fio  bad  bis  bead  like  ebange  of  wits. 
His  paoieooe  wrongbt  so  diaersly: 
Now  up,  now  down,  now  berę,  now  tbere, 
like  one  tbat  was  be  wist  not  wbere. 

And  tbus  tbougb  be  were  Pryams  sonne» 
And  comen  of  tbe  kings  bye  bloode, 
This  care  be  bad  ere  be  ber  wonne, 
Till  sbe  tbat  was  bis  maistiesse  good. 
And  lotbe  to  se  ber  seruant  so, 
Became  pbysicion  to  bis  wo. 

And  toke  bim  to  ber  handes  and  grace, 
And  said  sbe  would  ber  mi  ode  apply. 
To  belpe  bim  in  bis  wofuU  case, 
IF  sbe  migbt  be  bis  remedy ; 
And  tbns  tbey^  say,  to  ease  bis  smarty 
Sbe  madę  bimowner  of  ber  hart. 

And  trutb  it  is  (except  they  lye) 
Trom  tbat  day  fortb  ber  study  went 
To  sbew  to  loue  bim  faitbiuUy, 
And  bis  whole  mynde  fuU  to  content: 
80  bappy  a  man  at  last  was  be. 
And  eke  so  wortby  a  woman  sbe. 

Lo,  lady,  tbąn  iudge  you  by  tbis, 
Minę  ease,  and  bow  my  case  doth  fal] j 
For  surę  betwene  my  life  and  his, 
No  difference  tbere  is  at  all: 
His  care  was  great,  so  was  bis  paine,     . 
And  minę  is  not  tbe  lest  of  twaine. 

For  what  be  felt  in  seraice  true. 
For  ber  wbome  tbat  be  loned  so, 
Tbe  same  I  fele  as  large  for  you. 
To  wbom  1  doe  my  sernice  owe; 
Ther  was  tbat  time  in  bim  no  paine. 
But  tbe  now  same  in  me  doth  raigne. 

Whicb  if  you  can  compare  and  waigb. 
And  bow  I  stand  in  euery  plight, 
Tben  tbis  lor  you  I  dare  well  say, 
Yoor  beart  most  nedes  remorce  of  rigbt. 
To  graunt  me  grace  and  so  to  do, 
As  Creside  tben  did  Troylus  to. 

For  weU  I  wot  you  are  as  good. 
And  euen  as  fiure  as  ćuer  was  sbe, 
And  comen  of  as  wortbej  blood. 
And  baue  in  you  as  large  pitie. 
To  tender  me  your  owne  true  man, 
As  sbe  did  bim  ber  seruant  than. 

Wbich  gift  I  pray  Ood,  for  my  sake. 
Fali  sooe  and  sbortly  you  me  sendy 
80  sball  yon  make  my  sorowes  dake, 
So  sball  yott  bring  my  wo  to  ende 
And  set  me  in  as  happy  oase 
Al  TroyhM  witk  hit  lady 


TO  LEADE  A  VIRTUOVS  AND  HONEST 

LYFE^. 

Fłbb  froni  tbe  prease  and  dwell  with  sothfast" 

ness, 
Suffise  to  thee  tby  good  tbougb  it  be  smali; 
For  hordę  bath  bate,  and  dymidg  ticklenes, 
Praise  hath  enuy,  and  weall  is  blinde  in  all: 
Fauonr  no  morę  then  thee  behoue  sball. 
Redę  well  thy  self,  tbat  others  well  canst  redę. 
And  troath  sball  thee  deliaer,  it  is  no  drede. 

Paine  thee  not  echę  croked  to  redresse, 
In  hope  of  ber  that  tumeth  as  a  bali; 
Great  rest  standeth  in  litle  businesse, 
Bewarć  also  to  spurne  against  a  nalL 
Strive  not  as  doth  a  crock  against  a  wali, 
Deme  first  thy  selfe,  tbat  demest  others  dede; 
And  trutb  sball  thee  deliuer,  it  is  no  drede» 

Tbat  thee  is  sent  reodnO'  in  buromnesse, 
Tbe  wrestling  of  tbis  world  asketh  a  fial; 
Herę  is  no  bome,  berę  isbut  wildernease, 
Fortb  pilgrime,  fortb,  beast  out  of  tby  stalK 
Looke  Tp  on  bye,  geve  thanks  to  God  of  all, 
Weane  well  thy  lust^  and  bonest  life  aye  leade* 
So  trouth  sball  thee  deliuer,  it  is  no  dreade. 


THE  }VOXTNVEJ>  LOUER  DBTEBMINETR 
TO  MAKE  SUTE  TO  HIS  LADY  FOR 
HIS  RECURE. 

S1N8  Mars  first  moued  warre,  or  stirred  men  to 

strife,  [scape  with  lyfe: 

Was.neuer  sene  so  feaice  a  fight,  I  scaree  could 
Resist  so  long  I  did,  till  death  approach'd  so  nye. 
To  saue  my  self  1  thought  it  best  witb  spede  away 

to  flye. 
In  danger  still  I  fled,  by  flight  I  thought  to  'scape 
Prom  my  deare  foe ;  it  yayled  not;  alas  it  was  to 

late. 
For  Yenus  from  ber  campe  brougbt  Cupide  with 

his  bronde      ^  [thee  in  every  Ipnde 

Wbo  sayd,  now  yielde,  or  els  desyre  shall  chase 

Yet  would  I  not  streight  ydde,  *till  fonsy  fierce- 

ly  stroke,  [me  witb  this  yoke. 

Wbo  from  my  will  did  cut  tbe  raines  and  charged 
Tben  all  tbe  dayes  and  nightes  minę  eare  migbt 

berę  tbe  sound  [it  self  so  bound. 

What  carefuH  sighs  my  bart  wolde  steale,  to  feele 
For  tbougb  within  my  brest,  tby  care  I  worke  (be 

sayd)  [eye  displas^e? 

Wby  for  good  will  didst  thon  bebdde  ber  persing 
Alas!  tbe  fisb  is  caught  thiough  baite  tbat  bidet 

tbe  booke,  *  [ber  looke. 

£oen  so  ber  eye  me  trained  bath,  and  tangled  with 
But,  or  tbat  it  be  long,  iny  bart  thou  shałt  be 

fayne  [when  I  complain : 

To  stay  my  life,  pray  ber  fortb  throw  sweet  lokes 
When  that  sbe  sball  deny  to  do  me  that  good 

turne,  [body  bomd, 

Then  sball  sbe  see  to  asbes-gray  by  fiames  my 
Desert  of  bleune  to  ber,  no  wight  may  yet  impute. 
For  foar  of  nay  I  nieuer  soogbt  tbe  way  to  frama 

my  sute. 
Yet  bap  tbat  what  bap  shall,  delay  I  may  to  long; 
Assay  I  shall,  for  I  beare  say,  tbe  stil  man  OSt 

bath  wrong. 
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POEMS  OF  YNCERTAINE  AUCTORS. 


THE  LOUER  SHEfFING  OF  THE  CONTI- 
NUAL  PAINES  THAT  ABIDE  WITHIN 
HIS  BHEST,  DETERMINETH  TO  DYE 
BECAUSE  HE  CANNOT  HAUE  RE- 
DRESSE. 

Th«  doleful  beli  tbat  still  doth  riog 
Tbe  woftill  kncll  of  all  my  ioyea, 
The  wretched  bart  doth  perce  and  wringe 
And  filles  niyne  eare  with  deadly  noyeg. 

Tbe  boDgry  viper  in  my  brest 
Tbat  011  my  bart  dotb  lye  and  gnaw, 
Dotb  daily  brede  me  new  vnrest, 
And  deper  sigbes  dotb  cause  me  draw. 

And  tbougb  1  force  both  hande  and  eye 
On  pleasant  matter  to  attend. 
My  sorowes  to  deceiue  tbcrby. 
And  wretcbed  life,  for  to  amend ; 

Yet  goeth  the  mili  witbin  my  bart, 
Wbich  grindeth  nougbt  but  paine  and  wo^ 
And  turneth  all  my  ioy  to  smart, 
Tbe  eail  come  it  yeldeth  so. 

Tbougb  Venus  smile  with  yelding  eycs. 
And  swete  mu>lke  doth  play  and  sing, 
Yet  dotb  my  spretes  feele  nonę  of  theee, 
Tbe  clacke  dotb  at  minę  eare  fo  ring. 

As  smallest  sparks  uncared  for. 
To  greatest  flamcs  do  sonest  grow ; 
Euen  80  did  this  minę  inward  sore^ 
Begin  in  gamę,  and  end  in  woe. 

And  nowby  v8e  so  swift  it  goeth, 
Tbat  nothing  can  minę  eares  so  fili; 
But  tbat  the  clacke  it  ouergoetb. 
And  plucketh  me  backe  iiito  tbe  mili. 

But  sińce  tbe  mili  will  nedea  about, 
Tbe  pinne  wbereon  the  wbeele  doth  go 
1  will  assay  to  Ktrike  it  out. 
And  so  tbe  mili  to  ouertbrow. 


•     THE  POWER  OF  LOVE  OUER  GODS 
THEMSELUES, 

For  loue  Apollo  (bys  godhed  set  aside) 
Was  seruant  to  the  king  of  Thessaly, 
Whose  danghter  was  so  pleasaut  in  bis  eye, 
Tbat  both  his  harp  and  sawtrey  be  deBde, 
And  bagpipe,  solące  of  the  nirall  bride, 
Did  puffe  and  blow,  and  on  the  boltes  bye 
His  cattell  kept  with  tbat  rude  melody. 
And  oft  eke  him,  tbat  doth  the  heauens  gide, 
Hath  louc  transformed  to  shapes  for  hitu  to  base: 
Transmuted  thus,  sometime  a  swan  is  be, 
Leda  to  coy;  and  efi  Europę  to  please. 
A  roilde  wbite  buli,  unwrinckled  firont  and  fiioe 
Suffreth  ber  play  till  on  biii  back  lepes  shej 
Wiiom  in  great  eare  be  ferieth  tbrougb  tbe  seas. 


THE  PROMISE  OF  A  COySTANT  LOUER, 

As  lawrell  leaues  tbat  cease  not  to  be  grene 
From  parching    sunne,    nor    yet  from    winters 

threte; 
As  bardened  oke  tbat  feareth  no  swerde  so  kene; 
As  flint  for  toole  in  twaine  tbat  will  not  freate : 


As  fast  as  rocke,  or  piller  suerly  set  i 

So  iast  am  I  to  yoo,  and  ay  haue  bene, 

Assoredly  wbome  1  cannot  forget ; 

For  joy,  for  payne,  for  torment  nor  for  tene; 

For  loste,  for  gaine,  for  frowning,  nor  for  thret; 
But  euer  one,  yea  both  in  calme,  and  blast, 
Your  faithfoU  Irende,  and  will  be  to  my  iasU 


AGAINST  HIM  THAT  HAD  SLAUNDERED 
A  GENTLEWOMAN  WITH  HIMSELFE. 

Famb  may  be,  and  by  the  powers  aboue, 

Neuer  haue  be  good  spede  or  łuck  in  loue 

Tbat  so  can  lie,  or  »pot  tbe  worthy  fome 

Of  ber,  from  whom  thou  R.  art  to  blame. 

For  cbast  Dianę  tbat  hunted  still  tbe  chace. 

And  all  ber  maids  tbat  sue  ber  in  tbe  race, 

With  iair  bowes  bent,  and  arrowes  by  their  side, 

Can  say  that  thou  in  this  hast  falsly  Udc: 

For  neuer  hong  tbe  bow  vpon  the  wali 

Of  Dianes  tempie,  no  nor  neuer  sball, 

Qf  broken  chaste  the  sacred  vow  to  spot 

Of  her  whom  thou  dost  charge  so  large  I  wot. 

But  if  ought  be  wherof  her  blame  may  rise, 

It  is  in  that  she  did  not  well  aduise 

To  markę  tbee  rigbt,  as  now  she  doth  tbee  know 

False  of  thy  dede,  false  of  tby  talke  also ; 

Lurker  of  kind,  like  serpent  layd  to  bite, 

As  poyson  bid  vnder  tbe  suger  wbite. 

W  bat  danger  such?  so  was  the  house  defilde 

Of  Collatine;  so  was  the  wife  beguiled. 

So  smarted  she,  and  by  a  trayterous  force; 

Tbe  Cartage  quene,  so  she  fordid  her  corse. 

So  strangled  was  tbe  Rbodopeian  mayde. 

Fye  traytour  fye,  to  tby  sbame  be  it  saide  : 

Thoudounghil  crow,  that  crockest  agaiosttbe  rauip 

Home  to  tby  hole,  brag  not  with  Phebe  again^ 

Carrion  for  tbee,  and  lotbsome  be  thy  voyce, 

Thy  song  is  fowle,  I  weary  of  thy  no\'se: 

Thy  blacke  fetbers,  whiab  are  tby  wearing  wede 

Wet  them  with  teares  and  sorow  for  thy  dede: 

And  in  dark  caues,  where  irkesome  wormes  do 

crepe, 
Lurke  thou  all  day,  and  flye  when  thou  sbooldst 

ślepe. 
And  neuer  light  where  lining  tbiug  hath  life. 
But  eat  and  driok,  where  stincbe  and  filtb  is  rife. 
For  she  tbat  is  a  fowl  of  fethers  bright, 
Adfflit  she  toke  some  pleasure  in  thy  sight, 
As  foule  of  State  some  times  delight  to  take 
Foule  of  mean  sort,  their  flight  with  them  to  make. 
For  play  of  wing,  or  solące  of  their  kinde 
But  not  in  sort  as  thou  dost  break  thy  minde; 
Not  for  to  treade  with  such  foule  fowle  as  thou. 
No,  no,  1  swear,  and  dare  it  here  avow, 
Tbou  neuer  setst  thy  foot  within  her  nest: 
Boast  not  so  broade  theu  to  thine  owo  vnreat; 
But  blusbe  for  sbame,  for  in  thy  &ce  it  standes. 
And  thou  caust  not  unspot  it  with  thy  handes : 
For  all  tbe  heauens  against  tbee  recoide  bearp. 
And  all  in  eartb  against  tbee  eke  will  sweare. 
Tbat  tbou  in  this  art  euen  nonę  uther  man 
But  as  the  judges  werc  tu  Susan  than; 
Forgers  of  that  wherto  their  lust  them  prickt 
Basbe,  blaser  then,  the  truth  hath  thee  conuicti 
And  she  a  woman  of  her  worthy  &me 
ynspotted  stands,  and  tbou  hast  canght  the  sbame: 
And  there  I  pray  to  God  thafc  it  may  rest| 
False  as  thou  art,  as  folie  as  is  the  besC 
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^That  80  csDst  wTong  the  noble  kinde  of  man, 
In  whom  all  troutli  firet  flourishM  aod  began. 
And  80  faath  stand,  till  now  Łhy  wretcbed  part 
Hath  spotted  us ;  of  wbose  kinde  one  tboa  art, 
^That  all  the  sbame  tbat  enec  róse  or  may 
Of  shameful  dede,  on  tbee  may  light  I  «ay. 
And  on  tby  kinde,  and  this  I  wisb  tbee  rather 
*rfaat  ali  tby  seede  may  like  be  to  their  iatber : 
Vntrae  as  tbou,  and  foi^gers  aa  tbou  art, 
So  as  al  we  be  blameless  of  tby  part. 
And  uf  thy  dede.   And  tbu&  1  do  tbee  leaue 
fitill  to  be  false,  and  falseiy  to  deceaue. 


A  PRAISE  OP  MISTRB8  It. 

I  HBARD  wben  hme  wHh  thundriog  voice  did  sum- 

mon  to  appere  [placed  berę. 

The  chief  of  nature's  chiidien,  all  tbat  kind  batb 
To  v«w  what  brute  by  virtue  got  their  llues  could 
justly  craue;  [worthy  were  to  haue: 

And  bad'tbcm  shew  what  praise  by  truth  tbey 
lVberwith  I  saw  how  Yenos  came  andput  ber  aelf 

in  ploce,  [plead  their  case: 

And  gaue  ber  ladles  leaue  at  large  to  stand  and 
Ech  one  wsis  called  by  name  arów,  in  that  as- 

semblie  tbere,  [or  other  where  : 

That  henee  are  gone  or  here  remaines,  in  court 
A  solemn  silenoe  was  proclairnd,  the  jadges  sat 

and  berd '  [who  sbould  be  preferd : 

What  truth  could  tell,  or  craft  coold  lain,  and 
Tben  beauty  stept  before  the  barre,  wbose  brest  and 

neck  was  bare,  [gold  sbe  ware. 

With  heare  trust  up,  and  on  her  head  a  caul  of 
Thus  Cupids  thrallcs  began  to  flock,  wbose  houn- 

gry  cyes  did  say,  [were  tbat  day. 

That  sbe  had  stained  all  tbe  dames  that  present 
Forere  she  spake/witbwbispering  words,the  prease 

was  ftld  througbout,  [a  sbout. 

And  fency  forced  common  Toice,  thereat  to  giue 
Which  cried  to  famę,  take  fortb  thy  trump,  a.i  d 

Bound  her  praise  on  bye 
Tbat  glads  tbe  hart  of  euery  wight,  tbat  ber  be- 

boldes  with  eye. 
What  stirre  and  rule  (quod  order  tban)  do  thes€ 

rude  people  make }  [yertues  sake. 

We  bold  her  best  that  shall  desenie  a  praise  for 
Thłs  sentence    was  no  soner   said,  but 'beauty 

tberewith  blusht  [thing  was  husht. 

The  noise  did  cease,  tbe  hal  was  still  and  euery 
Then  fineness  tbought  by  training  talk  to  win  tbat 

beauty  lost,  [for  no  costj 

And  whet  her  tongue  with  Soły  words,  and  spared 
Yet  wantonesse  could  not  abide,  but  brake  her 

tale  in  hast,  [nedes  be  hiest  piast. 

And  penish    pride  (br  pecocks    plumes    would 
And  tberwithall  came  curiousnesse  and  carped 

out  of  frame,  [bebeld  tbe  same. 

The  audieoce  laught  to  hear  the  stńfe,  as  tbey 
Yet  reason  sonę  apesde  tbe  bnite,  her  reverence 

madę  and  doon,  [tale  begoon. 

She  pnrcbased  fenour  for  to  speak,  and  thus  her 
Sina  bounty  shall  tbe  garlond  wear,  and  crouned 

be  by  famę,  [same. 

O  happy  iodges  cali  for  her,  for  sbe  deserues  the 
Wber  temperance  gouems  beauties  flowers,  and 

glory  is  not  sougbt. 
And  sbam&ced  mekenesie  mastreth  pride,  and 

▼ertue  dwels  ia  thoughtt 


Bid  her  come  fortb,  and  shew  her  foce,  or  els  as« 

sent  eche  one»  [marble  stone 

That  true  report  shall  graue  ber  name  in  gold  or 
For  all  tbe  world  to  read  at  will  what  worthines 

doth  rest,  [here  possest* 

In  perfect  pure  Ynspotted  iife,  wbich  she  hath 
Tben  Skil  rosę  rp  and  sought  tbe  prease,  to  find 

if  that  he  might,  [praise  of  right: 

A  person  of  soch  honest  name,  that  men  sbould 
This  one  1  saw  fuli  sadly  sit,  and  sbrink  ber  self 

a  side,  [grace  did  bidę. 

Whoae  sober  lokes  did  shew  what  gifts  her  wifely 
Lo  here  (quoth  Skill,  good  people  all)  is  Lucrece 

left  aliue,  [praise  did  strine. 

And  she  shall  most  accepted  be,  that  least  for 
No  longer  Famę  could  bold  ber  peace,  but  blew  a 

bUste  so  bighe,  [through  the  skie; 

That  madę  an  eccho  in  tbe  ayre,  and  sowning 
Thy  voice  was  loud,  and  thus  it  said,  come  R. 

with  happy  dayes,  [tbee  with  praise. 

Thy  honest  Iife  hath  won  tbee  fome,  and  crowned 
And  wben  1  heard  my  maistres  name,  I  tbrust 

amids  the  throng,        [might  prosper  long. 
And  clapt  my  hands  and  wisht  of  God,  tbat  she 


OP  ONE  VNJUSTLY  DEPAMED. 

I  NB  can  cl^^se  in  sbort  and  cunning  ver8e 
Thy  worthy  praise  of  bountie  by  desart, 
The  hatefnll  spite  and  sciaundcr  to  reherse 
Of  them  that  see,  but  know  not  what  tbou  art. 
For  kinde  by  craft  hath  wrought  tbee  so  to  eye, 
Tbat  no  wight  may  thy  wit  and  virtue  spye; 
But  be  haue  other  fele  than  outward  sight; 
Tbe  lacke  wberof  doth  bate  and  spigte  to  trye: 
Thus  kinde  by  craft  is  let  of  vertues  llgbt. 
Sbe  how  the  outward  shew  the  wittes  may  duli 
Not  of  tbe  wise,  but  as  the  most  intend, 
Minerua  yet  might  neuer  perce  their  scuU, 
That  Circes  cup  and  Cupides  brand  hath  blend, 
Wbose  fond  affects  now  stirred  haue  the  brain; 
So  doth  tby  bap  thy  hue  with  colour  staine, 
Beauty  thy  foe  thy  shape  doubleth  thy  sore 
To  by  de  tby  wit,  and  shew  tby  vertue  rain; 
Feli  were  thy  fate,  if  wisdome  were  not  morę. 
I  mean  by  tbee  euen  G  by  name, 
Whom  stormy  wyndes  of  enuy  and  disdatne 
Do  tosse  with  boistrous  blastes  of  wicked  fome  ;• 
Where  stedfostnesse  as  chiefe  in  tbee  doth  raigne. 
Pacience  thy  setled  mind  doth  guide  and  stere; 
Silenoe  and  'sbame  with  many  resteth  there. 
Tyli  tyme  tby  mother,  list  them  fortb  to  call» 
Happy  is  be  that  may  enioy  them  all. 


OF  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  LATE  COUNT- 
ESSE  OF  PEMBROKE. 

YsT  once  againe,  my  Mose,  I  pardon  pray, 

Thlne  interoiitted  song  if  I  repeate, 
Not  in  such  wise,  as  wben  loue  was  my  pay; 

My  ioly  wo,  with  ioyfulł  verse  to  treate. 
But  now  (unthank  to  our  desert  be  geren, 

Which  merit  not  a  heauens  gift  to  kepe) 
Tbou  must  with  me  bewaile  that  fate  hath  rereOi 

Fron)  earth  a  iewel  laide  \n  earth  to  slep«. 


4n 

A  jewtl,  yea  a  gemmę  of  womanbed, 

Whoee  perfect  yertues  linked  ai  in  chaine, 
8k>  did  adorne  that  hiimble  wiuely  bed. 

Ab  18  not  rife  to  findc  tbe  Hke  againe. 
For  wit  aad  learning  framed  to  obejr^ 

Her  husbaodes  ^yll  that  wylled  ber  to  osey 
Tbe  loae  be  bare  ber  cbieOy  aa  a  stay 

Forall  ber  firenda  that  would  ber  fiirtberance 
cbiue. 
Wel  said  therfore  a  heauens  gift  sbe  was 

Because  tbe  best  aie  soneit  bence  bereft; 
And  thougb  beraelfe  to  beauen  benoe  did  passe 

Her  spoile  toeartb  firom  whence  ii  came  sbe  left; 
And  to  vs  teares  ber  absence  to  lament. 

And  eke  bis  cbaunce.  that  was  ber  make  by  law; 
Wbose  łoss  to  lose  so  great  an  ornament, 

Łet  tbem  esteme^  whicb  tnie  loues  knot  can 
draw. 


POEMS  OF  YNCERTAINE  AUCTOES. 


THATECHE  TfflNG  IS  HURT  OF  IT 

SELFE. 

•Wht  fearest  tboo  tbe  ontwaid  fo, 

Wben  tbou  tby  seHe  thy  harm  doat  fede, 
Of  grief  or  hurt,  of  paine  or  wo ; 

\7itbin  ecbe  thing  is  sowen  tbe  sede. 
So  fine  was  neaer  yet  tbe  dotb. 

No  smith  so  bani  his  yron  did  beate« 
But  tbone  consumed  was  with  moth, 

Thother  with  canker  all  to  freate. 
The  knotty  oke  and  waynscot  old, 

Within,  dotb  eate  the  selly-worme, 
Euen  so  a  minde  in  enuy  rold 

Alwayes  within  it  selfe  doth  burne. 
Thos  euery  thing  that  naturę  wrought, 

Within  it  selfe  bis  hurt  doth  beare, 
No  outward  barme  neile  to  be  sought, 

Where  enemies  be  within  so  near. 


OF  THE  CHOISE  OF  A  WIFE. 

The  flickering  &me  that  flieth  from  eare  to  eare. 
And  aye  ber  strengtb  increasetb  with  ber  flighty 
Geves  first  the  cause  wby  men  to  beare  delight 
Of  those  whom  sbe  doth  notę  for  beautie  bright; 
And  with  this  fiime  that  fleeth  on  so  fast, 
Fansy  dotb  hye,  wben  reason  makes  no  baat. 
And  yet  not  so  coutent  thćy  wisbe  to  see 
And  tbereby  koow  if  famę  haue  said  aright. 
Morę  trusting  to  the  trial  of  their  eye, 
•Then  to  the  brute  that  goes  of  aoy  wigbt ; 
Wise  in  that  point  that  lightly  will  uot  leue 
Ynwise  to  seke  that  may  them  after  greue. 
Wbo  kooweth  not,  how  sight  may  lone  allure 
And  kindle  in  the  bart  a  hot  desire? 
Tbe  eye  to  worke  that  famę  could  not  procnre, 
Of  greater  caose  tbere  cometh  hotter  fire. 
For  ere  be  wete  liimselfe  be  feleth  warme 
The  famę  and  eye  the  causers  of  bis.  barme. 
Let  feme  not  make  ber  knowen  whom  I  sball  know. 
Nor  yet  minę  eye  therin  to  be  my  gyde, 
Snffiseth  me  that  Tertue  in  ber  grow; 
Wbose  simple  life  her  fethers  walls  do  hide. 
Content  with  this  I  leaue  the  resl  to  go 
And  in  such  choise  sball*  stand  my  wealth  and  wo. 


DESCRIPTION  0FANVNG0DLYWORLDŁ 

Who  lones  to  lirę  in  peace  and  nMoketli  cnery 

change  [rigbt  wondrous  starmage^ 

Sball  bear  sucfa  newes  irom  tune  to  time,  wb  aeme 
Such  fimud  in  freodly  lokes,  snob  firendahip  all 

for  gaine;  [men  retaia, 

Such  cloked  wratb  in  bateful  hartes,  whicfa  worldly 
Such  fiiyned  flattering  iaitłi,  amoogs  both  hicb  aad 

iow;  [onerthrow, 

Soch  great  deceit,  such  subtil  wita,  tbe  poore  to 
Such  spite  in  sugred  tonges,  soch  malice  fuli  of 

pride,  [not  goe  ui 

Such  open  wrong,  such  great  Tntruth,  whicb 
Such  restless  sote  for  rowms,  wbich  bringeth 

to  care,  [not  bewaie. 

Such  sliding  down  Arom  slippery  seata,  yet  can  we 
Such  barking  at  tbe  good*  such  bdstring  of  the  ilŁ 
Such  threatning  of  tbe  wratb  of  God,  aach  tioc 

embraced  stiU^ 
Such  strining  for  the  best,  such  dyming  to  eataCc^ 
Such  great  dissembling  eueiy  where,  soch  loue  aB 

mixt  with  bate, 
Such  traiues  to  trap  the  inst,  sacb  proUiog  fiauits  to 

pikę,  [heaid  the  like? 

Such  cruel  words  for  speaking  trootb,  whoeoer 
Such  strife  for  stirring  strawes,  such  diaoorfi  daylf 

wTought,  [madę  of  nought. 

Soch  forged  talcs  dul  wita  to  blind^  such  mattecs 
Soch  trifles  toki  for  troutb,  such  crediting  of  lyes, 
Such  silence  kept  wben  fools  do  speak,  snch  langli- 

ingat  the  wise: 
Such  pleuty  madę  so  scaroe,  such  cryeng  for  rr- 

dresse,  [darea  not  ezprease, 

Such  feared  signes  of  our  deeay,  wfaich  Umg 
Such  changea  lightly  markt,  such  troublea  skill 

apperes,  [tbonsand  yeres. 

Whicb  nerer  were  before  tbia  time,  no  not  tbn 
Soch  bribing  for  tbe  purse,  wbich  euer  gapea  for 

morę,  [mock  io  storę, 

Such  Itording  yp  of  worldly  wdth,  fuch  kepiag 
Such  folly  founde  in  age,  such  will  in  tender  youth, 
Such  sundry  sortes  amoog  great  clerkes,  and  few 

that  speake  the  truth, 
Such  folshed   ynder    craft,  and  such 

wayes. 
Was  neuer  seen  within  mens  harts,  as  is  foond 
The  cause  and  gronnd  of  this,  is  oor  vttquiet 

minde,  [we  must  leue  bebind. 

Whicb  tbinkes  to  take  those  goodes  away,  whicb 
Wby  do  men  seke  to  get  wbich  they  cannot  po^ 

sess?  [all  for  wretcbednose? 

Or  breke  their  slepes  with  careful  tboughts,  sad 
Thougb  one  amonges  a  akore,  bath  weltb  aad 

ease  a  wbile,  [nsany  a  mil^: 

A  thousand  want  wbich  toikth  sore,  and  traoaile 
And  some  altbou^b  they  ślepe,  yet  wealth  islles 

in  their  lap;  [tune  ge^ea  the  hap; 

Tbus  some  be  riohe  and  some  be  poore,  as  for- 
Wberfore  I  bolde  him  wise,  whicb  tbinkes  bioisclf 

atease,  [to  plcase. 

And  is  content  in  simple  state,  both  God  aiŃl  insn 
For  those  that  liue  like  gods,  and  bonoured  are  to 

day, 
Within  short  time  their  glory  foUs,  as  flowers  do 

fode  away. 
Uncerteine  is  their  Hues,  on  whom  tbia  worid  wyli 

frowne, 
For  thougb  tbey  sit  abone  the  stairesy  a  fCoim 

may  strike  them  down. 


[now  a  dayes. 


DESCWPTION  AND  PRAISE  OF  HIS  LOUE. 
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tn  weith  who'fearef  no  fiill,  may  slide  from  joy  ful 

flone;   >  [as  the  moon. 

iCiiere  is  no  thing  so  surę  oo  earth,  but  cbansreth 
"What  pleasure  hath  tbe  ńch,  or  aase  morę  tban 

the  poore?  [tbe  morę, 

Aithougb  be  haue  a-pltttnat  honse,  his  troable  is 
T*bey  bowę  and  speake  bim  fair,  wbich  seek  to  snck 

bis  btoody  [his  good; 

And  some  do  wish  his  son!  in  heli,  and  alł  to  baue 
The  coueting  of  the  goodes,  doth  nougbt  but  duli 

the  sprite.  [eth  for  the  sweet 

And  some  men  chance  to  tast  tbe  sower,  tbat  grop- 
The  ricb  is  still  enoied  by  tbose  wbich  eat  bis 

bread»  [are  daily  (ed; 

Witb  fowaiug  specbe  and  ilattriog  taJes,  bis  ears 
In  fine  I  see  and  proue  the  ricb  ba^e  many  foes^ 
He  slepeth  besl  and  eareth  least  tbat  littie  batb 

to  losew 
As  time  reqaireth  uow,  wbo  would  auoide  much 

strife,  [prince'8  life; 

"Werę  better  linę  in  -  poore  estate,  than   lead  a 
To  passe  tbose  troublesome  times  I  see  but  littie 

cboise*  [when  thcy  rejoice. 

Bothdpe  to  waile  w!ththo#etbat  wepe,  and  langh 
For  as  we  se  to  day  our  brother  bronght  in  care, 
Ta  mOTTOw  may  we  baue  sudi  cbaunce,  to  lali 

witb  bim  in  snare. 
Of  tbis  we  may  be  surę,  who  tbiitks  to  sit  most  fast, 
Shall  sonest  ibil  like  witbered  leaues,  that  cannot 

bidę  a  blast; 
Thongh  tbat  tbe  flood  be  great,  the  ebbe  as  Iow 

dotb  monę ;  [sbal  be  done. 

When  euery  man  hath  played  his  part,onr  pagent 
Wbo  trusts  this  wretched  world,  I  hotd  bim  worse 

tben  madde,  [to  bad. 

Kere  is  not  one  that  fearetb  God,  the  best  is  all 
For  tbose  tbat  seme  as  saints,  are  deTilles  in  their 

dedes,  [it  beareth  many  wedcs. 

Thongb  that  the  earth  bringes  fortb  some  Bowera 
I  see  no  present  belpe  from  mischiefe  to  prenail, 
But  flee  tbe  scas  of  worldly  care  or  beare  a  quiet 

sayle: 
IfOr  who  that  medletb  iea«t,  sball  saoe  bimself 

from  smart:  [foolish  part. 

Wbo  siirres  an  oar  in  eoery  boate  shall  piay  a 


TH£  DISPJIRING  LOUER  LAMBNTETH. 

Wai.king  tbe  path  of  pensiue  tbought 
I  aakt  my  beart  how  came  tbis  wo, 
Tbine  eye  (qood  be)  this  care  me  brotight, 
Tby  mind,  tby  witte,tby  will  also, 
Enfórcetb  me  to  loue  ber  euer, 
This  is  the  cause  ioy  sball  I  neucr. 

And  as  I  walkt  as  one  dismaide, 
Tb  inki  ng  tbat  wrong  this  wo  me  lent, 
Ri^t  sent  me  word  by  wratb,  wbich  said, 
Tbis  iust  iudgment  to  tbee  is  sent, 
Nener  to  die  but  dying  ener; 
Till  breath  tbee  faił,  ioy  sbalt  thou  neuer. 

Sitb  Right  dotb  iudge  tbis  wo  tendure 
Of  heahb,  of  wealtb,  of  remedy, 
As  I  haoe  done,  so  be  she  surę 
Of  ftutb  and  tnith  mtil  t  dye, 
Aad  aa  this  paine  cloke  sball  I  euer, 
fio  iswardly  ioy  shall  I  neiier. 


Oriping  of  gripes  grene  not  so  sore. 
Nor  serpentes  sting  causeth  such  smart, 
Nbtbrng  on  earth  may  pain  me  morę, 
Tben  sight  that  perst  my  wofall  hart; 
Drowned  witb  cares  still  to  perseuer, 
Come  death  betimes,  ioy  shatl  I  neuer* 

O  libertie !  wby  dost  thou  swerue 
And  steal  away  thus  all  at  ones  ? 
And  I  in  prison  like  to  stenie,  - 
For  lack  of  food  do  gnaw  on  bones. 
My  hope  and  trust  in  tbee  was  euer, 
Now  thou  art  gone,  ioy  shall  I  neuen 

But  styli  as  one  all  desperate. 
To  leade  my  life  iu  misei-y, 
Sith  feare  from  hope  hath  lockt  the  gate 
Where  pity  should  graunt  remedy; 
Dispaire  this  lot  assigns  me  euer 
To  liue  in  paine,  ioy  shall  I  neuer* 


TBE  LOUER  PRAJETH  HIS  SERUICE  TO 
BE  ACCEPTED^  ANJ>  HIS  DEFAVLTES 
PARDONED. 

Procrin ,  that  sometime  serued  Cepbalus, 

Witb  bart  as  true  as  any  louer  might; 

Yet  ber  betid  in  looing  this  ▼nrigbt; 

Tbat  as  in  hart  witb  loue  surprlsed  thus, 

She  on  a  day  to  see  this  Cepbalus, 

Where  be  was  wont  to  shrowde  bim  in  tbe  staadc 

Wben.of  bis  hunting  he  an  epde  bad  madę, 

Włthin  tbe  woodes  with  dredful  fote  fortb  sUlketh» 

So  busily  loue  in  ber  hed  it  walketh, 

That  she  to  see  bim,  may  ber  not  restraine. 

This  Cepbahis  that  beard  one  shake  the  leaues, 

ITprist  all  egre,  thrusting  after  pray, 

Witb  dart  inhand  bim  Ust  to  further  daine 

To  see  his  loue,  but  siew  her  in  the  greaues, 

That  ment  to  bim  but  perfect  loue  alway. 

So  curious  bene  alas  tbe  rites  all 
Of  mighty  loue,  that  Tnnethes  may  I  tbinke, 
In  bis  high  sernice  bow  to  loke  or  winkę; 
Thus  I  complaine  that  wretchedst  am  of  all 
To  yott  my  lóue  and  soueraign  lady  derę, 
Tbat  may  my  bart  witb  death  or  life  stere, 
As  ye  best  list,  tbat  ye  Toucbsafe  in  all 
Minę  humble  sernice:  And  if  me  misfkll 
By  negligence,  or  els  for  lacke  of  wit, 
Tbat  rf  your  mercy  you  do  pardon  it; 
And  tbinke  tbat  loue  madę  Procrin  shake  tbe 

leues, 
When  witb  vnrigbt  sbe  slaine  was  in  tbe  greues. 


VESCRŹPTION  AND  PRAISE  OF  HIS 

LOUE 

Li  KB  the  phsnix,  a  bird  most  rare  in  sight, 
That  naturę  hath  witb  gold  and  purple  drest; 
Such  sbe  me  semes  in  whom  I  most  delight* 
If  I  might  speak  for  enuy  at  the  least, 
Naturę  I  thinke  first  wrought  ber  in  dcspite, 
Of  rosę  and  lilly  that  somaier  bringeth  first, 
In  beauty  surę  eicceding  all  the  rest. 
Uuder  the  bent  of  ber  brows  iustly  pight, 
Al  diamondes  or  saphirei  at  the  least, 
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Her  glifftrin;  lightB  the  darknett  of  the  night. 
Whose  ]ittJe  mouth  and  chin  like  all  the  rest; 
Her  ruddy  lippes  exGede  the  coral  quite; 
Her  yuery  teeth  wbere  nonę  excede«  the  rest, 
Fautlesse  sbe  i  8  from  foot  iiito  the  wast; 
'  Ker  body  smali,  and  straight  as  mast  vprigfat, 
Her  armes  loDg  in  iust  proporcion  cast, 
Her  haads  dejiaint  with  yeines  all  blew  and  white: 
What  shatl  1  Say  for  that  is  not  in  sight? 
The  hiddeo  parts  I  iudge  them  by  the  rest, 
And  if  1  were  the  foreman  of  the  ąuest, 
To  give  a  verdict  of  her  beautie  brigbt, 
Forgeve  me  Phoebos  thou  sboldst  be  dtspossest; 
Which  doŁh  vsurp  my  iadies  place  uf  right, 
Uere  wyli  I  cease  least  enny  cause  despite. 
But  naturę  when  sbe  wronght  so  faire  a  wight, 
In  this  ber  worke  she  surely  did  entend 
To  firame  a  thing  that  6od  could  not  amend^ 


THE  LOUER  DECLARETff  HIS  PAINES 
TO  EXCEDE  FARRE  THE  PAINES  OF 
HELU 

Thb  sonles  that  lacked  grace 
Which  lye  id  bitter  paine^ 
Are  not  in  suche  a  płace, 
As  ibolishe  folke  do  faine; 

Tormented  all  with  fyre. 
And  boyle  in  leade  againe, 
With  serpents  fuli  of  yre 
Stong  oft  with  deadly  paine  f 

Then  cast  in  frosen  pites, 
To  freze  there  certein  howres,. 
And  for  their  painful  fittes 
Appointed  tormeiitours. 

No,  nof  it  is  not  so, 
Their  sorow  is  not  suctt; 
And  yet  they  haue  of  wo, 
I  dare  say  twise  as  much* 

Which  comes  because  they  lacke 
The  sight  of  the  Oodhed, 
And  be  from  that  kept  backe 
Wherwith  are  angels  ied. 

This  thing  know  I  by  loue, 
Through  absence  cru^ltie, 
Which  roakes  me  for  to  proue 
Heli  paine  before  I  die. 

There  is  no  Łong  can  teir 
My  thousand  part  of  care  ^ 
There  may  no  fire  in  heli 
With  my  desire  compare^ 

No  boi  ling  leade  can  pas 
My  scalding  sighes  in  hete^ 
No  snake  that  euer  was, 
With  stlnging  can  so  frete. 

A  tnie  and  tender  hart,  ' 
As  my  thoufrhces  dayly  doe, 
So  that  I  know  but  smart, 
And  that  which  longes  therto. 

O  Cupid,  Yenns  sonne, 
As  thou  hast  shewedthy  might. 
And  hast  this  conquest  wooOy 
Now  end  Vb»  same  arigbt: 


And  as  I  am  thy  slaue^ 
Contented  with  al  this, 
So  hetp  me  soone  to  baue 
My  perfect  earthly  bliss. 


OF  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  THOMAS  WYAT 

THE  ELDER. 

Lo,  dead !  be  liues,  that  whilome  liued  berę 
Among  the  dead  that  quick  go  on  the  groand. 
Though  be  be  dead«  yet  doth  he  quick  apere; 
By  lively  name,  that  death  cannot  confound: 
His  Irfe  foray  of  lamę  tbe  trump  sball  sound; 
Though  he  be  dead,  yet  liues  he  here  aliue, 
Tbus  can  no  death  from  Wyat  life  deprioe* 


THE  LENOTH  OF  TIME  CONSUMBTB 
ALL  THINGES. 

What  harder  is  then  stone,   what  morę  thaa 

water  soft  ? 
Yet  with  soft  water  drope  hard  stones  be  peneA 
oft. 

What  genes  so  strong  impnlse 
That  stone  ne  may  withstand? 
What  genes  morę  weke  repulse 
Than  water  prest  witk  band? 

Yet  weke  though  water  be, 
It  holowith  bardest  flinta 
By  proofe  whereof  we  see, 
Time  geves  the  greatest  dint. 


i! 


THE  BEGINNING  OP  THE  EPISTLB  OF 
PENELOPE  TO  UUSSE8,  MADĘ  INTO 
FERSE. 

O  UN6RIHO  make,  Ulysses  dme^thy  wife  lo  sendet 

to  thee,  [seif  to  me. 

Her  driry  plaint:  write  not  againe,  but  come  thy 
Our  bateful  scouiige,  that  woman*s  fbe,pioud  Troy 

is  now  fordonf  [kingdome  won. 

We  buy  it  derę,  though  Priam  slaine,  and  ał  hit 
O  that  the  raging  suii^  great  that  lecberi  bane 

had  wrought  [demon  sonight 

When  first  with  ship  he  Ibrowed  seas,  and  Łaoe* 
In  desert  bed  my  shinering  coarse  thói  shold  not 

haue  sought  rest,  [to  west. 

Nor  take  in  grief  the  cherefhl  sunne  so  slowly  iall 
And  ^hiles  I  cast  long  mnning  nights,  how  best  I 

might  begile,  -  .  [madę  the  while: 

No  distaf  should  my  widowish  hand  hane  weary 
When  dread  I  not  morę  dauugers  great  then  aie 

befall  in  dede? 
Loue  is  a  careful  thing  (god  wot)  and  passing  fal 

of  drede. 


THE  LOUER  ASKETff  PARDON  OF  HIS 
PASSED  FOLUE  IN  UOUE, 

YotJ  that  in  play  penise  my  plaint,  and  read  in 

rime  the  smart,  [boiired  m  my  bart 

Which  in  my  youth  with  sigbM  foJI  cold,  I  baf- 


THE  LOUER  DESCRIfiETH  HIS  WHOŁE  STATE  UNTO  HIS  LOUE.  42§ 


R.OOW  ye  that  Ipye  in  that  fhul  age  draae  me  to 

tbat  distresee, 
When  I  was  half  another  man,  then  I  am  now  to 

gesse. 
Then  for  this  work  of  wauering  words,  where  I 

now  ragę  now  rew; 
Tost  in  the  toys  of  troublous  loae  as  care  or  com- 

fort  gpew, 
I  trust  witb  yoa,  that  loues  afiairs  by  proofe  faaue 

put  in  ure, 
>7ot  oniy  pardon  in  my  plaint,  but  pity  to  procure  i 
For  now  1  wot  tłiat  in  the  world  a  wonder  baue  I 

be, 
And  where  to  long  loue  madę  me  blind,  to  late 

shame  makes  me  se : 
Tbns  of  my  fault  shame  is  the  fruite,  and  for  my 

youth  thus  past, . 
Bepentance  is  my  recompence,  and  thus  I  leame 

at  last. 
Łooke  what  the  world  hath  most  in  price,  as  surę 

it  is  to  kepe, 
As  is  the  dream  which  lancy  driues,  whiles  sense 

and  reason  ślepe. 


r 


THIS,  LOJmn  SBEWETH  THAT  TłE  WAS 
STRIKEN  BY  LOUE  ON  GOOD-FRI- 
BAY, 

It  was  the  day  on  which  the  sunne  depriued  pf 

hys  lighty    .  [unto  the  night. 

To  rew  Chrisfs  death  amids  course  t(ave  place 
When  I  amid  minę  ease  did  fali  to  such  distem* 

prerate  fits,  [bereft  my  u'its. 

That  for   the  face  that  hath  my  hart,  I   was 
I  had  the  bait,  the  hooke  aud  all,  and  wist  not 

loues  pretence;  £no  defence. 

Bot  farde  as  one,  that  feard  do  ill,  nor  forst  for 
Thns  dwelling  iu  most  quiet  state,  I  fell  into  tbis 

pUghty  [wept  in  sight 

And  that  day  'gan  my  secret  sighs,  when  all  folke 
For  love  that  Tewed  me  void  of  care,  approcht 

to  take  his  pray,  [lay  the  way. 

And  stept  by  stelth  from  eye  to  hart,  so  open 
And  strait  at  eyes  brake  out  in  tears,  so  salt  that 

did  declare  [of  care. 

By  token  of  their  hitter  taste  that  they  were  forgde 
Now  Taunt  thee,  loue,  which  fleest  a  maid  defenst 

with  Tirtues  rare. 
And  wounded  hast  a  wight  unwlse,  unweaponed 

aud  unware. 


THE  LOUER  DESCRIBETH  HIS  WHOLE 
STATE  UNTO  HIS  LOUE,  AND  PRO- 
MISING  HER  HIS  FAITHFUL  GOOD 
WILL,  ASSURETH  HIMSELF  OF  HER 
AGAINE, 

The  sunne  when  he  hath  spread  his  raiesy 
And  shewde  his  face  ten  thousand  waies ; 
Ten  thousand  thinges  do  then  begin 
To  sbew  tbe  life  that  they  are  io. 
The  heaven  sbews  lirely  art  and  hue, 
Of  snndiy  shapes  and  coUours  nne. 
And  laughet  upon  the  earth  anone. 
The  eaith  as  cold  as  any  stone; 


Wet  in  the  teares  of  ber  own  kinde, 

'Gins  tben  to  take  a  joyfui  minde: 

For  we II  she  feeles  that  out  and  out^ 

The  sunne  dotb  warme  ber  ronnde  about} 

And  dries  ber  children  tenderly,  . 

And  9bewes  tbem  forth  foU  orderły. 

The  mountaioes  hye  and  how  they  stand, 

The  yalleies  and  the  gieat  maine  land; 

The  trees,  tlie  herbs,  the  towers  strong, 

The  castles  and  the  riuers  long: 

And  euen  for  juy  thus  of  this  beate 

i>he  sheweth  fiirth  ber  pleasures  great; 

And  slepes  no  morę  but  sendeth  forth» 

Her  clergions  ber  own  derę  worth. 

To  mount  and  fly  up  to  thfc  ayrcy 

Where  then  they  sing  in  ordre  faire; 

And  tell  in  song  fuU  mernły, 

How  they  haue  slept  fuli  quietly, 

That  night  about  tbeir  motber  sides. 

And  when  they  haue  song  morę  besides, 

Then  fali  they  to  their  mothers  brestes, 

Where  els  they  fede  or  take  their  restes. 

The  hunter  then  soundea  out  his  borne. 

And  rangeth  straite  through  wood  and  corne. 

On  hilles  then  sbew  the  ewe  and  lambe. 

And  every  youg  one  with  his  dambe; 

Then  louers  walk  and  tell  their  tale, 

Botb  of  tbeir  blisse  and  of  their  bale; 

And  how  they  serve  and  how  they  doe. 

And  how  tbeir  ladie  loues  them  to. 

Then  tune  the  birdes  their  armonie, 

Then  fiock  the  foule  in  companie; 

Then  eyery  thing  dotb  pleasure  fiiide 

In  that  tbat  ooniforts  all  tbeir  kfnde. 

No  dreames  do  drench  tbem  of  tbe  ni^t, 

Of  foes  that  would  them  slea  or  bite. 

As  houndes  to  huut  them  at  tbe  taile, 

Or  men  force  them  through  bill  and  dale; 

The  shepe  tben  dreams  not  of  the  woulf ; 

The  shipman  forces  not  the  goulf : 

The  lambe  thiiikes  nof  the  butcbers  koilb 

Sbould  then  bereuehim  of  his  life; 

For  when  the  sunne  doth  once  runne  in^ 

Then  all  their  gladnes  doth  begin; 

And  then  their  skjps,  and  then  their  play, 

So  falls  their  sadnes  then  away: 

Aod  thus  all  thinges  have  comforting, 

In  that  that  doth  them  comfort  bring; 

Save  I,  alas!  whom  neither  sunne 

Nor  ought  tbat  God  hath  wronght  and  doo 

May  comfort  ought,  as  though  I  were 

A  thing  not  madę  for  comfort  here. 

For  being  absent  from  your  sight, 

Which  are  my  joy  and  whole  delight, 

My  comfort  and  my  pleasure  to, 

How  can  1  joy  ?  how  sbould  I  do? 

May  sick  men  laugb  that  rore  for  pain? 

Joy  they  in  song  that  that  do  complain? 

Are  martyrs  in  their  tomients  glad? 

Doe  pleasure  please  tbem  tbat  are  mad  } 

Then  how  may  I  in  comfort  be, 

That  lack  the  thing  sbould  comfort  me  ? 

The  blind  man  oft  that  lackes  his  sight, 

Complains  not  most  the  lack  of  1ight| 

But  tbose  that  knew  their  perfectnes. 

And  then  do  nisse  tbeir  blissfiilnes; 

In  martirs  tunes  they  sing  and  waile 

The  want  of  that  which  doth  them  (kile;. 

And  herof  comeft  that  in  my  hraines, 

So  many  fiinsief  work  my  painta^ 
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fitti  he  on  hye  that  secretly  beholdes 
The  State  of  things,  and  tinies  hath  in  bis  band, 
And  pluckes  in  plagjes,  and  them  again  unfoldes, 
And  hath  apointed  retilmes  to  fali  and  stand; 
He  in  the  midst  of  all  this  stuire  and  rout, 
Gan  bend  his  browes,  and  moue  himsełf  ałx>at. 

As  who  sbocdd  say,  and  are  ye  minded  so? 
And  thus  to  tbose,  and  whom  you  koow  I  loue  ? 
Am  1  !nich  one,  as  nonę  of  you  do  know? 
Or  know  you  not  that  I  sit  here  aboue. 
And  my  bandes  doe  hołd  your  welth  and  wo^ 
To  raise  you  now,  and  now  to  ouer  throw, 

Then  thinke  that  I,  as  I  haue  set  you  all 
In  plaoes  wbere  your  honoura  lay,  and  famę; 
So  now  my  selfe  shali  geue  you  ecbe  your  fali 
W  here  eche  of  you  shall  have  your  worthy  shame; 
And  in  their  handes  I  wyli  your  fali  shall  be, 
Wbose  fali  in  yours  you  sought  so  sore  to  see, 

Whose  wisdome  hye  as  he  tbe  same  fore  saw, 
So  it  is  wrougbt,  sucb  lo !  his  tostice  is, 
He  is  the  Lord  of  man,  and  of  his  law, 
Praise  therfore  npw  bis  mighty  name  in  this; 
And  make  accompt  tbat  this  our  case  doth  stande; 
As  Israell  free  from  wicked  Pbaraos  band. 


THE  LOUER  TO  HIS  LOUE  HAUING  FOR- 
SAKEN  ni3f,  AND  BETAKEN  HER 
SELFE  TO  AN  OTHER. 

ThB  birde  that  somtime  built  witbin  my  brest 
And  there  as  then  chiefe  snccour  did  receiue; 
Hath  now  elswhei^e  buill  ber  another  nest, 
And  of  the-old  hath  taken  quite  ber  leaue. 
To  you  minę  oste  that  harbour  minę  old  gtiest, 
Of  sucb  a  one,  as  I  can  now  conceiue. 

Sitb  that  in  change  ber  choise  doth  chief  consist, 
Thehauke  may  check^thatnowcomes  faire  tofist. 


THE  LOUER  DI9CEIUED  BY  HIS  LótfŹ 
REPENTETH  HIM  OF  THE  TRUE  LOUB 
HE  BARĘ  HER. 

I  THAT  Uiysses  yeres  hane  spent 

To  finde  Penelope, 

Finde  well  that  folly  I  haue  ment 

To  seke  that  was  not  so, 

Since  Troylna  case  hath  caused  me 

From  Cressed  for  to  go. 

And  to  bewaile  UlyaKs  tnitii, 
In  seas  and  stormy  skies, 
Of  wanton  will  and  raging  yonth, 
Which  me  haue  tossed  sore, 
From  Scylla  to  Charibdis  cliues, 
Upon  the  drowning  sbore. 

Whcre  I  sought  hauen,  there  foand  I  hai*, 
From  danger  unto  death; 
Much  like  the  mouse  that  treades  Che  trap 
In  hope  to  finde  ber  foode. 
And  bites  the  bread  that  stops  her  breatb» 
So  iu  like  case  I  stoode. 

Till  now  repentance  hasteth  him. 
To  further  me  so  fint, 
Tbat  wbere  I  sanke  there  now  I  swim. 
And  have  both  streame  and  windę. 
And  lucke  as  good,  if  it  may  last, 
As  any  man  may  finde. 

That  wbere  I  peńshed,  safe  I  passe. 
And  finde  no  perill  there. 
But  stedy  stone,  no  grounde  of  glasse, 
Now  am  I  surę  to  saue, 
And  not  to  flete  from  feare  to  fSeare, 
Sucb  anker  holde  1  haue. 


THE  LOUER  SHEWETH  THAT  IN  DIS 
SEMBUNG    HIS    LOUE    OPENLY    HE 
KEPETH  SECRET  HIS  8ECRET  GOOD 
WILL. 

Not  like  a  God  came  Jupiter  to  woo, 
When  be  tbe  faire  Europa  sought  unto : 
Anotber  formę  his  godly  wisdome  toke, 
Such  in  effect,  as  writeth  Ouides  boke; 
As  on  the  eartb  no  liuing  wigHt  can  tell, 
That  mighty  Jove  did  loue  the  quene  so  well. 
For  had  he  come  in  golden  garmentes  bright, 
Or  so  as  men  mongbt  haue  stared  on  the  sigbt; 
Spred  had  it  bene,  both  througb  eartb  and  aire, 
That  Joue  had  loued  the  łady  Europa  foir. 
And  then  had  some  bene  angry  at  the  hart. 
And  some  againe  as  ielous  for  their  part. 
Both  which  to  stop,  this  gentle  god  toke  mind, 
To  shape  himselfe  into  a  brutish  kind; 
To  sucb  a  kinde  as  bid  what  state  he  was. 
And  yet  did  briug  him,  what  he  sought  to  passe. 
To  both  their  loyes,  to  both  their  comfort  sonę, 
Thougb  knowen  to  nonę,  till  all  the  thing  was  done; 
In  which  attempt,  if  I  the  like  assay. 
To  you,  to  whom,  I  do  my  selfe  bewray: 
Let  it  suffice  tbat  I  do  seke  to  be. 
Not  counted  yours,  aud  yet/or  to  be  he. 


THE  LOUER  HAUING  ENIOYEB  BIS 
LOUE  HUMBLY  THANKETH  THE  GOD 
OF  LOUE,  AND  AVOmNG  HIS  HART 
ONELY  TO  HER  FAITHFULLY  PRO- 
MISETH  PTTERLY  TO  FORSAKE  ALL 
OTHER. 

Thou  Cupid  god  of  lone,  whom  Venoa  tfaralles  do 

serue  [w^  desenie; 

I  yelde  thee  thankes  upon  my  knees,  as  thou  do* 
By  the  my  wisbed  ioyes  haue  shaken  off  dispaiie. 
And  all  my  storming  dayes  be  past,  and  wether 

waxeth  faire  ^ 
By  tbe  I  haue  received  a  thousand  times  moie  icy 
Then  euer  Paris  did  possesse,  when  Helen  was  in 

Troy. 
By  the  haue  I  that  hope,  for  which  1  longde  so  sore. 
And  when  I  thinke^  vpon  tbe  same,  my  hart  doth 

leape  therforet 
By  the  my  heauy  douts  and  trcmbliug  fesunef  are 

fled ,  [thoug  hts  are  fed : 

And  now  my  wits  tbat  troubled  wer,  with  plesant 
For  dread  isbanisht  clene,  wherein  1  stood  foD  oft. 
And  doubt  to  8peak,th*t  lay  fuli  Iow,  is  lifted  now 

aluft, 
With  armes  bespred  abrode,  with  opende  handes 

aod  bart,  [my  smart* 

I  ha?e  enjoyed  the  firutę  of  hope,  reward  of  all 
The  seale  and  signe  of  loue,  the  key  of  trouth  aod 

trust,  [the  loueia  last. 

The  pledge  of  pwre  good  will  haae  I,  whicb  ^tkes 
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6ućh  gnce  sins  I  baue  ftmnde,  to  one  I  me  be- 

take, 
Tbe  rest  of  Venas  derłinges  all,  I  ntterly  forsake; 
And  to  peribrme  this  yoW)  I  bid  my  eyes  beware, 
That  they  no  itraungert  do  salute,  nor  on  tbeir 

beaaties  stare. 
My  wita,  I  wanie  ye  all,  from  this  time  forth  take 

bede,  [fede. 

That  ye  no  wanton  toyes  de^ise^my  fansies  new  to 
My  eares  be  ye  sbut  up,  and  heare  no  woman*8 

voicey  [hart  rejoice. 

That  may  procure  me  once  to  smile,  or  make  my 
My  feete  fnlł  slow  be  ye,  and  lamę  when  ye  ihould 

moue. 
To  briny  my  body  any  where,  to  seke  another  loue : 
Łet  all  the  gods  above,  and  wicked  sprites  bełow. 
And  erery  wight  in  earth  accusoi  and  curse  me 

where  I  go ; 
l£  I  do  fUse  my  faith,  in  any  point  or  case, 
A  sodetn  Yengeance  ML  on  me,  I  aske  no  better 

grace; 
Away  then  siły  ryme,  present  minę  earnest  faith, 
Unto  my  lady  where  she  is,  and  mark  thou  what 

she  saith; 
And  if  she  welcome  thee,  and  lay  thee  in  her  łap, 
Spring  thou  for  joy,  tby  maister  bath  his  most 

deaired  hap. 


TOTX/S  MtJNDUS  IN  MAUGNO  POSITUS, 

CoMPŁAlNE  we  may,  much  is  amisse, 
Hope  is  nie  gone  to  have  redresse, 
These  daies  ben  Ul,  nothing  surę  is, 
Blinde  bart  is  wrapt  in  beavines8e* 

The  sterne  is  broke,  the  saile  is  rent, 
The  ship  is  geyen  to  wiude  and  waue, 
All  helpe  is  gone,  tbe  rocke  present, 
That  wiU  be  lost,  what  man  can  saue? 

Tbinges  hard,  therfore,  are  now  refusedi 
I^bonr  in  yonth  is  thought  but  Taine: 
Duty  by  wilUnot  is  eircu8ed» 
Benioue  tbe  stop,  the  way  is  plaine. 

Leamiog  is  lewd,  and  held  a  foole; 
Wisdome  is  shent,  counted  to  raile, 
Keason  is  banisht  out  of  scbole, 
The  blinde  is  bold,  and  wordes  prevaile. 

Power  withoat  care  slepeth  at  ease. 
Will  withont  law,  runneth  where  he  list^ 
Might  Włthout  mercy  oanoot  please, 
A  wise  man  saith  not,  had  1  wist. 

When  power  lackes  care  and  forcelh  not, 
When  care  is  feble  and  may  not, 
When  might  is  slothftil  and  nrill  not, 
Weedes  may  grow  where  good  herbs  cannot. 

Take  wrong  away,  law  nedeth  not. 
For  law  to  wrong  is  bridle  and  paine j 
Take  feare  away,  law  bootetb  not, 
To  8tńve  against  streame,  it  is  but  vaine. 

Wyły  is  witty,  brainsick  is  wise, 
Trouth  is  folly,  and  might' is  right, 
Wordes  are  reason,  and  reason  is  lieSf 
The  bad  is  good,  darknesse^is  ligbt. 


Wrong  to  redresse  wisdome  dare  not9 
Hardy  is  happy,  and  roleth  most, 
Wilfuli  is  witlesse,  and  careth  not 
Which  end  go  flrst,  tilt  al  be  lost. 

Few  right  do  loue,  and  wrong  reCiise, 
Pleasore  is  sought  in  every  state, 
Liking  is  lust,  tbere  is  no  cbuse, 
The  Iow  geve  to  the  hye  checke  matę. 

Order  is  broke  in  thioges  of  weight, 
Measure  and  mean  who  doth  not  flee? 
Two  thinges  preuaile,  money  and  sleight. 
To  seme  is  better  tban  to  be. 

The  bowle  is  roand,  and  doth  downe  slide^ 
Eche  one  thrusteth,  nonę  doth  uphold, 
A  fali  foiles  not,  where  blinde  is  guide, 
The  stay  is  gone,  who  can  him  hołd? 

Folly  and  falshod  prateth  apace, 
Trouth  under  bushel  is  £iine  to  crepe, 
Flattery  is  treble,  pride  sings  the  tńise, 
Tbe  meane  the  best  part,  scant  doth  pepe. 

This  flery  plagę  the  world  infectes, 
To  Tertue  and  trouth  it  geves  no  rest. 
Mens  harts  are  burnde  with  sundry  sectes. 
And  to  eche  man,  his  way  is  best. 

With  flodes  and  stormęs  thns  be  we  tost, 
Awake,  good  Lord,  to  thee  we  crye, 
Our  ship  is  almost  sonk  and  lost, 
Tby  mercy  help  our  misery. 

Mans  strength  is  weake ;  raans  wit  is  duli, 
Mans  reason  iś  blinde,  these  thinges  t*amend, 
Thy  hand  (O  Lord)  of  might  is  fuU, 
Awake  betyme,  and  helpe  us  send. 

In  thee  we  trust,  and  in  no  wight, 
Save  us;  as  chickens  under  tbe  hen ; 
Our  crokedness  tliou  canst  make  right, 
Glory  to  thee  for  aye.    Amen. 


THE  WISE  TRADE  OF  LYPE. 

Do  all  your  dcdes  by  good  adyise, 

Cast  in  your  minde  alwaies  the  enid ; 

Wit  bought  is  of  to  derę  a  price, 

The  tryed  trust,  and  take  as  frend. 

Por  frendes  1  fiod  there  be  but  two, 

Of  countenance,  and  of  eficct: 

Of  thune  sort  there  are  inowe, 

But  few  been  of  thother  sect. 

Beware  also  the  renym  swete, 

Of  crafty  wurdes  and  flatteiy; 

For  to  deceiue  they  be  most  mete^ 

That  best  can  play  hypocrisy. 

Let  wisdome  rule  your  dede  and  thought, 
So  sball  your  workes  be  wisely  wrought 


TBAT  FEW  WORDES  SHEW  WISDOME, 
AND  WORK  MUCH  StUJET. 

Who  list  to  leade  a  quiet  life, 
Who  list  to  ride  him  self  from  stryfe, 
Gire  eare  to  me,  markę  what  1  say, 
Remember  well)  beare  it  away. 
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Holde  backe  thy  tong  at  meate  and  meale, 
Speak  but  few  wordes,  bestow  them  weU; 
By  wordes  tbe  wise  tbou  sbalt  espye, 
By  wordet  a  foole  sonę  shatt  tbou  trye, 
A  wise  man  can  his  tongue  make  oease, 
A  foole  can  nerer  holde  hh  peace. 
Who  loTeth  rest,  ef  trordes  beware, 
Wbo  loveth  wordes,  is  surę  of  care : 
For  wordes  oft  maoy  haye  been  shenty 
For  sitence  kept,  noae  hath  repent 
Two  eares,  oue  tong,  oaely  tbou  hast, 
Mo  tbinges  to  heare  theu  wordes  to  wait 
A  foole  in  wise  cań  forbeare, 
He  hath  two  tonges,  aud  but  ooe  eare. 
Be  surę  tbou  kepe  a  stedfast  brayne, 
l^st  that  thy  wordes  pat  tbee  to  payne; 
Wordes  wisely  set  are  worth  much  goId« 
The  price  of  raabnesa  is  sonę  lold. 
If  time  require  wordes  to  be  bad. 
To  hołd  thy  peace  I  count  tbee  mad. 
Talke  only  of  nedeiiil  Terities, 
Striue  not  fortrifling  iantasies; 
With  sobemesse  the  tmth  btoult  out^ 
Affirme  uo  tbiog,  wherio  is  doute. 
Who  to  thii  lorę  wiH  take  good  bede. 
And  spend  no  mo  wordes*  tban  be  nede, 
Tbough  he  be  a  foole^  and  have  no  braioe, 
Yet  shall  he  a  name  of  wisdom  gaine. 
Speake  wbile  time  is^  or  bold  tbee  still, 
Wordes  out  of  tioMt  do  oft  tbings  spili; 
Say  well,  and  do  well,  are  tbings  twaioe, 
Twice  blest  is  be  in  wbome  botb  raigne. 


THB  COMPLAIST  OF  A  HOT  WOER  DE- 
LAYED  WITH  DOUBTFULL  COLD 
ANSfV£R& 

A  KIND  of  ooal  is  as  roen  say^ 
Which  hare  assaied  the  same  ? 
That  in  the  Are,  will  wast  aiK'ay, 
And  outward  cast  no  ilame. 

Uuto  my  self  may  1  compare 
These  coales,  that  so  consume, 
Where  nougbt  is  sene,  thougb  men  do  stare, 
Instede  of  Bame  but  fbme. 

They  say  also,  to  make  them  buroe, 
Cold  water  mnst  be  cast, 
Orels  to  asbes  they  will  turne. 
And  half  to  sinder  waste, 

As  tbis  is  wohder  for  to  se, 
Cold  water  warm  the  fire, 
So  bath  your  coidnesse  caused  me 
To  bume  in  my  desire. 

And  as  this  water,  cold  of  kinde, 
Can  cause  botb  beat  and  cold; 
Aud  can  these  coales  botb  break  and  binde. 
To  bume,  as  I  bave  told ; 

So  can  your  tong  of  frozeo  yse, 
Flrom  whence  cold  answers  come, 
Botb  coole  tbe  fire,  and  fire  entice, 
To  buru  me  all  and  some; 

Łyke  to  the  come  that  itandi  on  sUcke, 
Which  mowen  in  winter  sunne. 
Fuli  layre  withoat,  witbin  is  blaek« 
Such  heate  tbeiii)  dolh  nmne ; 


By  force  of  fire  tbis  water  oold 
Hath  bred  to  bume  within ; 
Eyen  so  am  I  that  heaie  dotb  bold, 
Which  cold  did  first  begin. 

Which  beat  is  stint,  when  1  do  striee^ 
To  bave  some  ease  sometime; 
But  Ilame  a  fresbe  I  do  rsuiue, 
Wherby  1  cause  to  clyme 

Instede  of  smoke  a  sighing  breatb, 
With  sparks  of  spriukled  teares, 
That  I  should  liye  tbis  liviDg  deatb, 
Which.  wastes  and  neyer  weares. 


THE  AWSWBRE. 

Your  borrowed  meane  to  moue  your  monę,  of 

fume  withouten  flame, 
Being  fet  from  smithy  smoaking  coale,  ye  aeemt 

BO  by  tbe  same 
To  shew  is  what  such  coals  use,  tanght  by  snck 

as  have  aasayde, 
As  I,  that  most  do  wiah  you  well,  and  so  fi^ 

well  appayd, 
,  That  you  haye  such  a  lesson  leande,  how  eitfaer 

to  maiutaine,  [io  yaine; 

Your  fredome  of  uokindled  coale,  upbeaped  aH 
Or  how  most  frutfuUy  to  frame,  with    wofthy 

workmans  art,  [of  beated  hart; 

That  cunning  piece  may  pass  therefro,  by  belp 
Out  of  the  foKge,  wherin  tbe  fume    of  sifi^ 

doth  mount  aloft,  [mettal  soft. 

That  argues  present  force  of  fire,  to  .make  the 
To  yield  unto  tbe  hammer  bed,  as  best  tbe  woik- 

man  likes,  ^[temper  strikes; 

That  the  3rron  glowing  afler  blast  in  time  aod 
Wherin  the  use  of  water  is,  as  you  do  seme  to  say. 
To  quench  no  flame,  ne  hinder  beat,  ne  yet  to 

wast  away;' 
But  that  which  better  is  for  yoa,  and  morę  d^ 

litetbme,  [liketobe; 

To  saue  you  from  the  sodeyne  wast,  yain  einder* 
Whicfa  lasting  better  likes  in  love,  as  you  yoor 

semble  ply,  [teth  by  and  bf : 

Then  dotb  tbe  bayen  blase,  that  flames  and  llet- 
Sith  then  you  know  each  use,  wherein  your  oole 

may  be  Applide,  [bide^ 

EithA*  to  lye  and  last  on  boorde,  in  open  ayre  to 
Withouten  use  to   gather  fat  by  laUing  of  tfas 

raiaes,  [in  bis  ydnes, 

That  makes  tbe  pitchy  juyce  to  grow,  by  soking 
Or  lye  on  foraace  in  tbe  forge,  as  is  hb  use  of 

right,  [y^de  ber  migfat; 

Wherein  the  water  trough  may  serue^  and  ento' 
By  work  of  smitbs  botb  baod  and  bed,  a  cun- 
ning key  to  make,  [undertake; 
Or  otber  pece  as  cause  shall  craue,  and  bid  him 
Do  as  you  deme  most  fit  to  do,  and  irtieranpoa 

may  grow  [know. 

Such  joy  to  you,  as  I  may  joy  your  jojrful  casę  to 


AN  EPITAPH  MADĘ  BY  W.  G.  LYING  ON 
HIS  DEATH  BED,  TO  BE  SET  UFOM 
HYS  OWNE  TOMBE. 

Lo  berę  lyeUi  G.  nnder  the  groande^ 
Among  tbe  gredy  wonnej 
Which  in  his  Ule  tpaR  never  fomid 
But  ftrife  and  ttnrdy  ftonnes. 


AGAINST  WOMEN  ETFHER  GOOD  OR  BAD. 
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Adć  naihely  throogh  a  wicked  wife. 
Ab  to  the  worłde  apperet, 
Sbe  WM  the  sbortnyng  of  his  life. 
By  many  dayes  and  yeres; 

He  migbt  hare  liUed  long,  god  irot^ 
His  yeres  they  were  but  yong, 
Of  wicked  wiiies,  tbis  is  the  lot 
To  kiil  with  spiteftill  to^g. 

Wbose  memory  sball  still  remajme 
In  wńting  berę  with  me* 
Tbat  menmay  koow,  whom  sbe  bath  stayne. 
And  lay  tbis  same  is  sbe. 


AM  AMSWEBS. 

Ip  that  thy  wicked  wife  had  spon  the  thread. 
And  were  the  weaaer  of  tby  wo, 
Thou  art  then  double  happy  to  be  dead^ 
As  bappely  dispatched  se; 

If  ragę  dyd  caussesse  cause  thee  to  complayne^ 
And  mad  moode,  mooer  of  tby  mooe, 
If  frensy  forced  on  thy  testy  brayne, 
Tben  blest  is  sbe  to  liue  alone. 

So  wbether  were  tbe  grouod  of  others  grefis, 
Bocause  so  doubtful  was  tbe  dome, 
Now  death  bath  brougbt  your  payne  a  right  r^ 
And  blessed  be  ye  both  become:  [lefej 

Sbe  tbat  sbe  liues  no  longer  bound  to  beare 
Tbe  nile  of  such  a  froward  bed, 
Thou,  that  tboi)  Uuest  no  longer  fayne  to  feare 
The  restless  ramp,  tbat  thou  badst  wed  ) 

Be  thou  as  glad  therfore  that  thou  art  gone^ 
As  sbe  is  glad  sbe  doth  abide. 
For  so  ye  be  a  sonder,  all  is  one, 
A  badder  match  canhot  betide. 


EN  epitjśph  of  majster  senmy 

WILUAMS, 

FftOM  worldly  wo,  the  ende  of  misbeliefe, 
From  cause  of  care  that  leadeth  to  lamen^ 
Prom  vayne  delight  the  ground  of  greater  grefe, 
Trom  fear  for  freodes,  from  matter  to  repent : 
From  i»ainfull  pangs;  Isst  sorrow  tbat  is  sent, 
From  drede  of  death,  sith  death  doth  set  us  free, 
With  it  tbe  better  pleased  sboukl  we  be. 

Tbis  lotbsome  life,  where  lyking  we  do  fińde 
Thencreaser  of  our  crimes  doth  us  bereue» 
Oiir  bliss  that  alway  ougbt  to  be  in  miode* 
Tbis  wiły  world,  whiles  here  we  breath  aliue. 
And  flesh  onr  fyned  fo,  do  stifly  striue. 
To  flatter  us,  assuring  bcre  the  joy, 
Where  we  alas,  do  find  but  great  annoy. 

Untold   heapes  though  we  bane  of   woridly 
weallłi, 
Though  we  possess  the  sea  and  frutfbl  ground 
Strength,  beauty,  kaowledge,  and  unharmed  bealŁh, 
Thongb  at  a  wish»  all  pleasure  do  abound, 
Itwere  but  YOine,  no  frendship  can  be  founde, 
When  death  assaulteth  with  his  dredfol  darte. 
No  raunsome  cnn  stay  the  home  basting  harte. 


And  sith  thon  cut  the  liaes-line  In  twaine, 
Of  Henry^  sonne  to  sir  John  Williams  kuigbt, 
Whose  maoly  hart  and  prowes  nonę  could  staine, 
Whose  godly  lyfe  to  vertue,  was  our  ligbt, 
Whose  worthy  famę  sball  flourish  Toog  by  right, 
Thou  in  this  lyfe  so  cruel  mightest  thou  be. 
His  sprite  m  beaven  sball  triumph  over  thee. 


ANOTBER  OF  TRB  8A1U.  . 

Stay  gentle  frend  that  passest  by. 
And  leame  the  lorę  that  leadeth  all, 
From  whence  we  come  with  hast  to  bye. 
To  lyue  to  dye,  and  stand  to  fali: 

And  leame  that  strength  and  lusty  ag?, 
That  wealtb,  and  want  of  woridly  woe 
Cannot  with  stand  the  might]^  raga 
Of  death,  ourbest  unwelcome  foe. 

For  bopefull  yodtb  had  hight  me  healtb. 
My  lust  to  last  till  time  to  dye. 
And  fortunę  found  my  rirtue  wealtb, 
But  yet,  for  all  tbat,  here  1  lye. 

Leame  aiso  tbis,  to  ease  thy  mynde 
When  death  on  -corps  bath  wrought  his  spight, 
A  time  of  triumph  shalt  thou  finde 
With  me  to  scome  bim  in  delight. 

For  one  day  sball  we  metę  again* 
Mauger  deathes  dart,  in  life  to  dwell; 
Then  will  I  tbank  thee  for  thy  paine, 
Now  markę  my  wordes  and  farę  thou  weil. 


AGAINST  WOMEN  EITHER  GOOD  OR 

BAD. 

A  xAir  may  live  tbrise  NestoK's  life, 
Thrise  wander  out  Ulysses  net, 
Yet  never  finde  Ulysses  wife, 
Such  change  bath  chanced  in'tbis  case, 

Lesse  age  will  serre  tben  Paris  had. 
Smali  pein  (if  nonę  be  smali  inough) 
To  fiude  good  storę  of  Helenes  trade, 
Such  sap  tbe  root  doth  ydde  the  bougb| 

For  one  good  wife  Ulysses  siew 
A  worthy  knot  of  gentle  blood; 
For  one  yll  wilie  Greece  overthrew 
The  town  of  Troy.    Sith  had  and  good; 

Briug  nuschief.  Lord  let  be  thy  will 

To  keep  me  free  from  either  iU* 


AM  ANIWER. 


Tjf  K  Yertue  of  Ulysses  wifo, 
Doth  liue,  though  sbe  bath  cnast  hcr  race. 
And  lar  surmounts  old  Nestor's  life; 
But  now  in  moe  than  then  it  wa^, 
Such  change  is  chanced  in  this  case. 

Ladies  now  Iiue  in  otber  tradę, 
Farre  otber  Helenes  now  we  see, 
Then  sbe  whom  Trojan  Paris  had. 
As  vertue  fedes  the  roote,  so  be  .    ' 
The  sap  and  roote  of  bongh  and  tre. 
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Ulysses  nfe,  not  his  good  wife, 
Spilt  gentle  blood.    Not  Heknes  face. 
But  ParU  eyc,  did  raiss  tbe  gtrife, 
Thatdid  the  Trojan  biiylding  race; 
Tbus  sith  ne  good,  ne  bad  do  yll : 
Tbem  all,  O  Lord  maintaine  my  will. 
To  senie  witb  all  my  force,  aod  tkilU 


AGAINST  A  GENTIL  WOMAN  BY  WHOM 
HE  WAS  REFUSED. 

To  false  report  and  flyin;  fimie» 
Whilest  my  minde  gaue  credit  light, 
Beleuing  that  her  bolstred  name 
Had  stufie  to  shew  that  prąise  did  higbt. 
1  find  -well  now  1  did  mistake, 
Upon  report  my  grouiid  to  make. 

I  heard  it  said,  tnch  one  was  8he> 
As  rare  to  finde  as  paragon, 
Of^lowly  chere,  of  hart  so  free, 
As  ber  for  bonntie  could  passe  Done. 
Such  one  were  faire,  tbough  form  and  lace 
Werę  mcane  to  passe  in  second  place. 

I  sought  it  neare  tbinking  to  finde 
Report  and  dede  both  to  agree, 
But  ohaunge  had  tried  her  sotUe  minde^ 
Of  force  I  was  enforced  to  see, 
That  sbe  tndede  was  notbing  so: 
Wbich  madę  my  will  my  hart  forego: 

For  sbe  is  such,  as  geaśon  nonę, 
And  what  sbe  most  may  boast  to  be; 
I  find  ber  matches  morę  tben  one, 
What  nede  sbe  so,  to  deale  with  me? 
Ha  fleńng  &ce,  witb  scomful  bart, 
So  iU  reward  for  good  desert? 

I  will  repent  tbat  I  bane  done, 
'  To  ende  so  weH  tbe  losse  is  smali; 
I  lost  ber  loue,  that  lesse  batb  won. 
To  Taunt  sbe  bad  me  as  ber  thrall; 
What  tbough  a  gillot  sent  that  notę. 
By  cocke  and  pye,  I  meant  it  not. 


THE  ANSWERB. 

Whom  iansy  forsed  first  to  toye, 

Kow  frensy  forceth  for  to  bate, 

Whose  minde  ent  madness  *gan  to  monę, 

Inconstance  causeth  to  abate. 

No  minde  of  meane,  but  beat  of  braine. 

Bied  bate  loue  like  beate  bate  agayne; 

What  burdle  your  bart  in  so  greate  beat  ? 
Fansy  foroed  by  fained  famę, 
Belike  tbat  sbe  was  light  to  get. 
For  if  tbat  vertue,.  and  good  name> 
Moued  your  minde,  wby  changed  yonr  will, 
8itb  rertue  tbe  cause  abideth  still? 

Sucb  fiune  reported  ber  to  be, 
As  rare  it  were  to  find  ber  peere 
For  Tertue  or  for  bonestie, 
For  her  free  bart,  and  lowly  cheere; 
This  laud  bad  lyed,  if  you  bad  spęd, 
Aad  fiunę  beiie  foliCj  tluti  h»tb  been  sprcd. 


Sith  sbe  bath  so  kept  her  good  mmty 
Such  praise  of  life  and  giftes  of  grace, 
As  Bnite  selfe  bloshetb  for  to  blame, 
Sucb  iame  as  fome  fears  to  defiure, 
You  slander  not;  but  make  it  plain, 
Tbat  you  blame  Brnie,  of  bmtisb  train, 

If  you  ha?e  found  it,  loking  nerę. 
Not  as  you  toke  the  bmte  to  be, 
Belyke  you  ment  by  lowly  chere, 
Bountie  and  hart,  ^t  you  cali  free: 
But  leud  lightnesse  easy  to  frame. 
To  winne  your  will  against  ber  name. 

Nay  sbe  may  deme  your  deming  so, 
A  mark  of  madnesse  in  bis  kinde, 
Sucb  causeth  not,  good  name  to  go, 
As  your  fond  folly  sought  to  finde: 
For  brute  of  kinde  bent  ill  to  blase, 
Alway  saitb  ill,  but  foroed  by  cause. 

The  mo  there  be  sucb  as  is  sbe. 
Morę  sbould  be  Gods  thanke  for  his  grace, 
The  morę  is  her  ioy  it  to  see; 
Good  sbould  by  geason  earne  no  place. 
Nor  nomber  make  nougbt,  that  is  good, 
Your  strange  lusting  hed  wants  a  bood. 

Her  dealing  greretb  you  (say  ye) 
Besides  your  labour  lost  in  Taine, 
Her  dealing  was  not  as  we  see ; 
Sclaunder  tbe  end  of  your  great  paine: 
Ha  lewd  lying  lips,  and  batefol  hart, 
What  canst  tbou  desire  in  sucb  desait? 

Ye  wyli  repent,  and  right,  for  done 
Ye  baue  a  dede  deseruing  shame, 
From  reasons  race  for  bave  ye  ronne, 
Hołd  your  railing,  kepe  your  tong  tamę; 
Her  looe !  ye  lye,  ye  lost  it  not, 
Ye  nener  lost  tbat  ye  neuer  4^t. 

Sbe  reft  ye  not  your  libertie 
Sbe  rauntetb  not  sbe  had  3rou  tbrall, 
-  If  oft  ba^e  done  it,  let  it  lye 
On  ragę,  tbat  reft  you  wit  and  all, 
What  thougb  a  variets  tale  you  tell. 
By  cocke  sod  pye,  you  do  it  well. 


THE  LOUER  DREDDING  TO  MOVE  BB 
SUTE  FOR  DOUT  OF  DENIALL,  AC, 
CUSETH  ALL  WOMEN  OF  DISDAINE 
AND  FICKLENESSE. 

To  walk  on  doatfol  ground  where  danger  is  ob- 

sene, 
Dotb  double  men  that  carelesse  be  in  depe  despsir 

1  wenę; 
For  tfft  the  blinde  dotb  foar,  what  footing  be  sbsU 

finde, 
So  dotb  tbe  wise,  before  be  speake,  mistnist  the 

strangers  minde; 
For  he  tbat  blontly  runs,  may  ligbt  amoog  tbs 

breers, 
And  so  be  put  unto  his  plunge,  where  danger  kist 

apperes. 
Tbe  bird,  that  seUy  foole^  dotb  warne  os  to  barani, 
Who  lighteth  not  on  erery  bnshei  be  di«adetb  •• 

tbesnars. 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  HIS  FAULTE. 
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Tlie  mouse  tbat  sbons  the  tnp,  doth  shew  what 

barm  dotb  lye; 
Witbin  Łbe  swete  betraying  bait  tbat  eft*  deceiues 

the  cyc. 
Tbe  flsb  auoids  the  book,  tbougfa  bunger  bids  bim 

•bite,  [delitc. 

Aod  bouereth  still  about  the  irorme,  wheron  is  bis 
If  birdeaand  beastescan  see,  wheiB  their  undoinglies, 
How  sbould  a  miscbief  scape  our  heads  tbat  haue 

both  wit  asd  eyes? 
Wbat  madnesae  may  be  morę,  tban  plow  the  bar- 

ren  fielde?  [unweilde? 

Or  any  frtttfull  wordes  to  sow,  to  eares  tbat  are 
Tbey  hcare,  and  tben  mislike,  they  lyke,  and  tben 

tbey  lothe; 
Tbey  bate,  tbey  loue,  tbey  sconit  tbey  praise,  yea 

surę  tbey  can  do  b<itb. 
We  see  wbat  falles  tbey  haue  tbat  clioie  on  trees 

unknowne ;  [ouerthrowne; 

As  tbey  thai  tnist  to  rotten  Itowes,  must  nedes  be 
A  smart  tn  silence  kept,  doth  ense  the  hart  much 

morę,  [the  sore. 

Then  for  to  płatne  where  is  no  salue,  for  to  recure 
Wberfore  my  griefe  I  hide  within  a  hollow  hart, 
Untłl  the  fsmoke  thercof  be  spred,  by  flaming  of 

the  smart 


Aw  auswbrb. 

To  trasŁ  the  fayned  face,  to  me  on  fbrced  tearsy 
To  credit  finely  forged  tales,  wberein  there  oft 

appeares,  [nmart, 

Aod  breathes  as  from  the  bre^  a  smoke  of  kyndled 
Where  only  iurkes  a  depe  deceit,  within  the  hollow 

bart;  [minde 

Betrayea  the  simple  sonie,  whom  plaiiie  deceitlesse 
Taogfat  not  to  fiesire  tbat  in  itselfe  itselfe  did  ueuer 

fiode. 
Notevery  trickling  teare  doth  argue  inwarde  painc. 
Not  eueiy  sigh  doth  sorely  shew  the  sigher  not  to 

fiiine; 
Mor  euery  smoke  doth  prone  a  presence  of  the  fire; 
Not  eneiy  glistring  geues  the  gold  tbat  gredy  folk 

desire; 
Not  euery  wailing  word  is  drawen  out  of  the  depe; 
Not  griefe,  for  want  of  gpnted  grace,  enforeeth 

alltowepe:  * 

Oft  malice  makes  the  roinde  to  shed  the  boyled 

brine,  [eyen : 

And  enoious  bumour  oft  uniades  by  conduites  of  the 
Oft  crafi  can  .cause  the  man,  to  make  a  seming 

shew 
Of  bart  wltb  dolour  all  distreind,  where  griefe 

did  neuer  grow. 
As  cnrsed  crocodile  most  craelly  can  tole 
With  trntblesse  teares  unto  bis  death  the  silly 

pitieng  soule. 
Blame  neuer  those  therfore,  tbat  wisely  can beware 
The  guilefull  man,   tbat  sutly  saitb  bimself  to 

dread  the  snare:  [song: 

Blme  not  the  stopped  eares,  against  the  syrens 
Blamc  not  the  mind  not  moued  with  monę  of  ftils- 

beda  flowing  tong. 
If  guile  do  guide  your  wit,  by  silence  so  to  speak. 
By  craft  to  craue  and  faine  by  fraude  the  cause 

tbat  yoo  wold  break.  [same, 

Great  barme  your  suttłe  soule  shall  suffer  for  the 
And  mighty  luue  wili  wreke  the  wrong  so  doked 

with  his  name; 
▼OŁIŁ 


But  we,  whom  you  have  warnde,  this  lesson  leame 

by  you,  [rotten  bow  ; 

To  know  the  tree  before  we  clime;   to  trust  no 
To  Ttew  the  limed  bushe,  to  look  afore  we  ligbt; 
To  shunne  the  periious  baited  hooke,  and  use  a 

further  sight, 
As  do  the  mouse,  the  bird»  the  fish,  by  sample  fitly 

shew,  [simpleswo. 

The  wiły  wits  and  ginnes  of  men  do  worke  the 
So  simple  sith  we  are,  and  you  so  suttle  be, 
God  help  the  mouse,  the  birde,  the  fisb,  and  ut 

your  sleightes  to  ^ee« 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  HIS  FAULTE, 
TH  AT  WITH  UNGENTLE  WRITJNG  HAD 
DISPLEASED  HIS  LADY. 

Ah!  loue,  bow  waiward  is  his  wit?  wbat  jpanges 

do  perce  his  breast  [bis  rest, 

Whom  thou  to  wait  upon  thy  will  hast  reoed  of 
The  light,  the  darke,  the  sumie,  the  monę,  the  day 

and  ekethenigbt: 
His  daily  dyeng  life,  bimselfs,  be  bateth  in  de- 

spight.  [in  thraH, 

Sith  first  be  light  to  loke  on  ber  that  hoideth  bim 
His  mouing  eyen,  bis  moued  wit,  he  cursetb,  hart 

and  all. 
From  hungry  hope  to  pining  fear,  each  hap  dotb 

burle  bis  bart;  [into  onart. 

From  panges  of  plaint,  to  fits  of  fume,  from  aking 
Eche  moment  so  doth  change  bis  chere,  not  with 

recourse  of  case, 
But  with  sere  sortes  of  sorowes  still  be  worketb 

as  the  seass  [ruly  wise, 

That  tuming  windes,  not  calme  retnmde  role  in  un- 
As  if  their  bolds  of  hills  upburlde,  they  brasten 

out  to  rise; 
And  pufle  away  the  power  tbat  is  unto  their  king 

assignde, 
To  pay  tliat,  sith  theyr  prisonment,  they  deme  to 

be  behinde. 
So  dotb  the  passions  long  represt  witbin  the  wofull 

wight, 
Breake  down  the  bankes  of  all  his  wittes,  and  out 

they  gnshen  quite  [rule,  and  stay, 

To  reare  uprores ;  now  they  be  fince  from  reasons 
And  hfedlong  hales  the  unruly  race  his  ąuiet  quite 

away.  E™?** 

No  measure  hatb  he  of  bis  mth;  no  reason  in  his 
No  bottom  ground  where  stayes  his  griefe,  thus 

wears  away  his  age. 
In  wishing  wants,  in  wailing  woes.   Death  doth  he 

dayly  cali  [at  all. 

To  bring  rełease,  wben  of  reliefe  he  seetb  no  hope 
Thence  comes  that  oft  in  depe  despeire  to  rise  to 

better  stote,  [0^ •"  >>"  ^a^' 

Od  beauen  and  beaueniy  lampes  he  layeth  the  faut 
On  Cod  and  Gods  decreed  dome  crieth  out  with 

cursing  breath, 
Eche  thing  that    gaue  and   saues  bim  lyfc  he 

damneth  of  his  death. 
The  wombe  bim  bare,  the  brestes  he  suckt,  each  star 

that  with  their  might 
Their  secret  succour  brougbt  to  bring  the  wretch 

to  worldly  light. 
Ye  tbat  to  his  soules  pcrile  is  most  haynous  barme 

ofall, 
And  craues  the  cruellest  revenge  that  may  to  man 

be&U; 

FF 
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Her  he  bUsphemes,  in  whom  it  lieth  in  present  ai 

sbe  please,  [heauens  ease. 

To  dampne  him  down  to  depth  of  heli,  or  plaot  i  o 
Such  ragę  constrainde  my  strayned  hart  to  goyde 

thunhappy  hand 
That  sent  uofiting  blots  to  her  on  whom  my  lyfe 

doth  stand. 
Bat  grauDt,  O  God,  that  he  for  them  may  beare  the 

worthy  blame»  [the  same: 

Whom  I  doe  in  my  depe  distresse  6nde  guilty  of 
£veD  that  blind  boy  tbat  biindiy  guides  the  ńaU 

lesse  to  their  fali; 
That  laughes  when  they  lament,  tbat  he  hath 

,     throwen  into  thrall. 
Or  Lord,  saue  louring  lokes  of  her;  what  penance 

els  thou  please,  [ease. 

Soher  contented  wili  be  wonne,  I  count  it  all  mine 
And  thou,  on  whom  doth  hang  my  will,  with  hart, 

with  soul,  and  care, 
With  lyfey  and  all  that  lyfe  may  have,  of  well  or 

evyll  iare,  [of  saltish  brine, 

Graunt  grace  to  him  that  grates  tberefore,  with  sea 
By  extreme  beat  of  boiling  brest,  distUled  througfa 

biseyen; 
And  with  thy  fknsy  render  thou  my  selfe  to  me 

againe,  .  [paine. 

That  daily  then  we  duły  may  employ  a  painlesse 
To  yelde  and  take  the  joyful  frute  that  harty  loue 

doth  lend  [b>ippy  ^^' 

To  them  that  meane  by  honest  meaoes  to  come  to 


THE  LOUER  WOTTSDED  OF  CUPIDE, 
WJSHED  HE  HAD  RATHER  BEN 
STRICKEN  BY  DEATH. 

The  blinded  boy,  that  bendes  the  bow 
To  make>  with  dynt  of  double  wounde 
The  stoutest  state  to  stoupe»  and  kooiir 
The  cruel  crafi  that  I  bave  founde; 

With  death  I  would  haod  chopt  a  change, 
To  borów,  as  by  bargaine  madę, 
Bebe  otbers  shaft;  when  he  did  rangę 
With  restlesse  rouiog  to  invade 

Thunthralled  myiides  of  simple  wightes : 
Whose  cilUes  ghostes  deserued  not 
To  iele  such  fali  of  their  delightes; 
*    Such  pangs,  as  I  hare  past,  Ood  wot. 

Then  both  in  new  nnwonted  wise, 
Should  death  desenie  a  better  name, 
Not  (as  tofore  hath  ben  his  guise) 
Of  cruekie  to  bear  the  blame. 

'   But  contrary  be  counted  kinde, 
In  lending  life  and  spańog  space, 
For  sicke  to  rysę,  and  seke  to  finde, 
Away  to  wish  their  wery  race 

To  drawe  to  some  desired  end ; 
Their  long  and  lothed  life  to  ryd, 
And  so  to  Me  how  like  a  frend, 
Before  the  bargain  madę  he  did. 

And  lone  should  eyther  bring  againe. 
To  wounded  wightes  theyr  owne  desire; 
A  weloome  end  of  pining  paine. 
Ab  dotii  their  cauae  of  nith  require : 


Or  when  be  meanes  the  quiet  man 
A  hanne,  to  hasten  him  to  grefe : 
A  better  dede  be  should  do  them, 
With  borrowd  dart  to  geoe  reliefe. 

Tbat  both  the  sicke  xrtU  demene  may, 
He  brought  me  rightiy  my  requestf 
And  eke  the  other  sort  may  saye, 
He  wrought  me  truely  for  the  best. 

So  had  not  fsnsve  forced  me 

_  • 

To  bear  a  bnint  of  greater  wo 
Then  leauing  suche  a  life  may  be; 
The  grounde  where  only  griefes  do  grow. 

Uniucky  liking  linkt  my  hart 
In  forged  hope  and  forced  feare, 
Tbat  oft  I  wisht  the  other  dart 
Had  rather  perced  me  as  neare. 

A  fained  trust,  constrained  care. 
Most  loth  to  lack^,  most  bard  to  finde; 
In  sunder  so  my  judgment  tarę, 
Tbat  qnite  was  quiet  out  of  minde. 

Absent  in  absence  of  mine  ease, 
Present  in  presence  of  my  paine, 
The  woes  of  want  did  much  displease 
The  sighe;^  1  sought  did  greue  againe. 

Oft  grief  that  boyled  in  my  bresi* 
Hath  fraught  my  face  with  saltish  tearei^ 
Pronouncing  proues  of  mine  unrest, 
Whereby  my  passed  paine  appeares* 

My  sighes  ftill  often  hare  supplied, 
That  fayne  with  wordes  I  would  have  smid; 
My  Ycice  was  stopt,  my  tong  was  tyed. 
My  wittes  with  wo  wer  OYcr  waid. 

With  trembling  soule  and  humble 
Oft  grated  1  for  grannt  of  grace, 
On  łkope,  that  bountie  might  be  there, 
Where  beautie  had  so  pight  her  place. 

At  length  I  founde  tbat  I  did  feere, 
How  I  had  labourde  all  to  losse; 
My  selfe  had  been  the  carpenter; 
That  framed  me  the  cruell  crosse. 

Of  this  to  come,  if  dout  alotie, 
Tbough  blent  with  trust  orbetter  spede, 
So  oft  hath  moued  my  minde  to  mune, 
So  oft  hath  madę  my  hart  to  blede. 

What  shall  I  say  of  it  indede, 
Kow  hope  is  gone,  mine  old  releife, 
And  I  enforced  all  to  fpde 
Upon  the  fmies  of  bitter  griefe? 


OF  m)MEKS  CHASGEABLE  WYLI. 

I  WOŁD  I  ibond  not,  as  I  fele, 
Such  changing  chere  of  womens  will. 
By  fickłe  flight  of  fortunet  whele. 
By  kinde  or  custom  ncTer  itill. 

So  should  I  finde  no  faolt  to  lay 
On  fołtune  for  their  roouyng  minde; 
So  should  I  kiK)W  no  cause  to  lay 
This  change  to  chaunce  by  course  of  kimie| 
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%o  thoalil  aot  hfoe  19  work  my  wo. 
To  make  death  surgeon  for  my  sore ; 
80  fboald  their  wittes  not  waóder  so  j 
A»  #11011141 1  reeke  the  lesse  therfore. 


mm*t 


TBB  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  THE  L0S8E 
OF  HIS  LADY. 

No  joy  have  I,  bat  liae  in  heauioesse, 
Mydameof  price  bereft  by  fortunes  cruelnesse; 
My  bap  is  tarned  to  ttnbappinesse ; 
Unhappy  I  am,  uniess  I  fiad  relesse. 

My  paitime  past,  my  youthlike  yeres  are  gone; 
My  moathcs   of  mirth,  my  giistring  dayes  of 

gladMmeneisey 
My  timai  of  triumphe  turned  into  mooe, 
Uokappy  I  am  uniesae  I  Ind  reletae. 

My  wonted  windę   to    chanat    my  cberefnl 
chaunce  [lesse; 

DoŁh  sigb,  that  song  enmtimes  the  balade  of  my 
My  sobbes,  my  sore,  and  sorow  to  ad^anoe, 
Unhappy  I  am,  nnlesse  I  fiad  releue. 

I  moarne  my  mirth^  for  griefe  tbat  it  is  gone, 
1  aoarae  my  mirtb,  wberof  my  mnsing  mind- 

lulDessey  , 

U  grwind  of  greater  griefe  that  growes  theron, 
Oohappy  I  am,  uolesse  I  'finde  relesse. 

No  joy  baae  I ;  for  fortunę  frowardly     [nesse^ 
Hath  bent  her  browes,  bath  pat  her  band  to  croel- 
Bath  reft  my  damę,  constrained  me  to  crye; 
Uobappy  I  am,  nnlesse  I  finde  relesse. 


OF  THE  GOLDEN  MEANE. 

TflB  wisest  way,  thy  boate  in  waue  and  wind  to 

guic, 
h  oeitber  still  tbe  trade  of  middle  streame  to  trye, 
Ne  (warely  shnnning  wrecke  by  wether)  aye  to 

nie. 

To  presse  apoo  perilloos  shore. 

Both  clenely  flees  be  filth,  ne  womies  a  wretched 

wight,  [spite, 

h  calłsh  coate ;  and  carefull  court  aye  thrall  to 

^itb  port  of  pronde  estate,  he  leoea,  who  doth 

ddite, 

Of  golden  mcane  to  hołd  tbe  lorę. 

Stormes  riefest  rende  the  sturdy  stoute  pine 
appk  tree, 
Of  lofty  raing  towers  the  falles  the  fetler  be, 
Hoitfersdoth  lightning  light,  where  farthest  wee 
dose 

The  hilles  tbe  ^alley  to  forsake. 

Weil  fnnisht    brest    to  byda    ecbe  chanset 

chai^lDg  cfaere,  [fuli  feare 

h  woe  hath  cherefhli  hope^  in  weale  hath  ware- 

Ooe  aelfe  Jonę  winter  makes  with  luthfull  lokes 

appeare, 

That  can  by  ooorse  the  same  asiake. 

MThat  if  loto  mishap  thy  case  now  caaten  be? 
»  forceth  not  sach  fbrme  of  kicke  to  laat  to  thee; 
^^  shray  bent  is  Pbebus  bowe,  bis  harpe  and  he 
Ceasfc  siluer  loand  sometima  doih  nlte. 


In  hardest  bap  use  hdpe  of  hardy  bopefull  hart, 
Seme  bolde  to  beare  the  front  of  fortunę  oaer- 

thworty 
£ke  wisely  when  forewinde  too  fuU  breatbes  ob 
thy  part, 
Swage  swelling  saile,  and  donbt  dec^es. 


THE  PRAISE  OF  A  TRUE  FELENDE. 

Whoso  that  wisely  wayes  the  profite  and  the  prise 
Of  thinges  wheiein  delight  by  worth  is  wont  to 

rise, 
Sball  find  no  jewel  is  so  rich,  ne  yet  so  nre, 
That  with  the  frendly  hart  in  mlue  may  compare. 

What  otber  welth  to  man  by  fortnoe  may  be&ll ; 
But  fortunes  cbanged  chere  may  reoe  a  man  of 

all? 
A  frend  no  wracke  of  welth,  no  crnel  cause  of  wo 
Caa  force  his  frendly  faith  uafireadly  to  forgoe. 

If  fortunę  frendly  fawne,  and  lend  thee  welthy 

storę, 
Thy  frendes  coąjoyaed  joy  doth  make  thy  joy  tfaa 

morę: 
If  frowardly  she  frown,  and  driae  thee  to  distresse. 
His  ayde  releues  thy  ruthe,  and  makes  thy  sorow 

ksse. 

Thus  fortunes   pleasant  frutes  by  frendes  en* 

creased  bee, 
The  bitter,  sharpe,  and  sowte,  by  frendes  alayde  to 

thee: 
That  when  thou  doest  rejoyce,  then  donbled  is  thy 

joy. 
And  eke  in  cause  of  care,  the  lesse  is  thy  anoy. 

AJoft  if  thou  do  lioe,  as  one  appointed  berę 
A  stately  part  on  stage  of  worldly  state  to  berę, 
Tbyfreiad,asoaly  free  lirom  fraude,wil  thee  aduise, 
To  rest  within  the  rule  of  meane,  as  do  the  wise. 

Hee  seeketh  to  feresee  tbe  peril  of  thy  fidl; 

He  indeth  out  thy  faultes,  and  warnes  thee  t>f 

them  all.  [cMe, 

Thee,  not  thy  lucke,  be  louas,  what  eaer  be  ihy 

Hee  ifl  thy  faithfull  frend^  and  thee  hedoth  embrace. 

If  cburiish  cheare  of  cbance  ha^e  thrown  that 

into  thrall. 
And  tbat  thy  nede  aske  aid  for  to  releae  thy  iall: 
la  him  thon  secret  trust  assured  art  to  faam^ 
And  succour  not  to  seke,  before  that  thou  caa 

craue. 

Thus  is  thy  frend  to  thee,  the  comfbrt  of  thy 
paine, 
The  stayer  of  thy  state,  the  doobler  of  thy  gaina; 
In  welth  and  wo  thy  frend,  an  otber  self  to  thee, 
Such  moD  to  mao  a  god,  the  prorerbsaith  to  bee. 

As  welth  will  bring  thee  frendes  in  lonriag  wo  to 
prome, 
So  wo  shall  ydd  thee  frendes  in  langhmg  welth  to 

loue: 
With  wifledomo  chuse  thy  frend;  wilh  feitiie  him 

'retaine: 
,  Let  yertue  be  the  ^round^  so  ihall  It  Mlte  Taioe. 
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THE    LOUER    LAMEKTETH  OTHER    TO 
HAFE  THE  FRUTES  OF  HIS  SERUICE. 

SoMB  men  would  think  of  right  to  haue. 

For  their  true  meaning,  some  reward; 

But  while  that  I  do  ery  and  craue, 

I  tee  tbat  others  be  preferd. 

I  gapę  for  that  I  am  debard : 

1  farę  as  doth  the  bound  at  hatcfa, 

Tbe  worse  I  spede,  the  lenger  I  watch. 

My  wastefull  wille  is  tried  by  tmst; 
My  fond  fansie  is  minę  abuse ; 
For  tbat  I  wonld  refraine  my  lust^ 
.For  minę  auaile  I  cannotchuse 
A  will,  and  yet  no  power  to  use: 
A  will  no  will,  by  reason  just, 
Sins  my  will  is  at  others  lust. 

They  eate  tbe  bony,  I  hołd  the  hiae; 
I  sow  tbe  sede,  th«>y  repe  the  corne ; 
I  waste,  they  winnej  I  draw,  they  driue; 
Theirs  is  the  thank,  minę  is  the  soome; 
I  seke,  they  spede:  in  wast  my  windę  is  wome; 
I  gapę,  they  get,  and  gredely  1*  snatche, 
Still  worse  I  spede,  the  lenger  I  watche. 

I  fast,  they  fede;  they  drink,  I  tharst; 
They  laugh,  I  waile;  they  joy,  I  mourne; 
They  gaine,  I  lose,  I  bare  tbe  wurst; 
They  u^hole,  I  sicke ;  they  cold;  I  burae; 
They  leape,  I  lye;  they  ślepe,  I  tosse  and  tume; 
I  would,  they  may  ^  1  craue,  they  have  at  will; 
That  helpeth  tbem;  lo  cruelty  doth  me  ki  U. 


OF  THE  SUTTELTIE  OF  CRAFTY  LOUERS, 

SucH  waiward  waies  haye  some  when  folly  stirres 

their  braines. 
To  fain  and  plain  fuU  oft  of  loae,  when  least  they 

fele  his  paines ;  [storę, 

And  for  to  shew  a  grief,  such  craft  have  they  in 
That  they  can  halt,  and  lay  a  salae,  wheras  they 

fole  no  sore: 
As  hound  unto  tbe  foote,  or  dog  unto  the  bow, 
So  ane  they  madę  to  vent  ber  out,  whom  bent  to 

loue  they  know>  [driftes, 

That  if  1  should  describe  one  hundred  of  their 
Two  hundred  wits   besides  minę   own,  I  should 

put  to  their  ahifies :  [derę, 

No  woodman  better  knowes  how  for  to  lodfre  his 
Nor  shipman  on  the  sea  that  morę  bath  kkill  to 

guide  the  stere ; 
Nor  beaten  dogge  to  berd  can  warer  cbose  his  gamę, 
Nor  scholeman  to  his  fansie  can  a  scholłer  better 

frame, 
Tben  one  of  these  which  hare  old  Ouids  are  in  ure, 
Can  seke  the  waies  nnto  their  minde,  a  woman  to 

al^re. 
As  round  about  a  hiue  the  bees  do  swarme  alway, 
So  round  about  tbe  house  they  prese  wherin  they 

seke  their  pray: 
And  whom  they  so  besege,  łt*is  wonderous  thing, 
Wbat  crafty  engins  to>  assault  these  wiły  warriers 

bring:  [fro, 

The  eye  as  scout  and  watch  to  stirre  both  to  and 
Both  serue  to  stale  ber  here  and  there,  where  she 

doth  come  and  goe;  [hart; 

Tbe  tong  doth  pleade  for  right,  as  henuild  of  the 
And  both  the  handes,  as  oratours,  do  sefue  to 

poiDt  tbeir  part: 


So  shewes  the  counteiiance  then  with  tbeie  fomtt 

to  agree,  [swometee: 

As  though  in  witnes  with  tbe  rest  it  would  hen 
But  if  she  then  mistrust,  it  woulde  tume  Uacketo 

white: 
For  that  tbe  woorier  lokes  most  smotby  wben  be 

would  fainest  bite, 
Then  wit,  as  councellor,  a  helpe  for  this  to  finde, 
Straight  makes  the  band,  as  secretair,  forthwith 

to  write  his  minde : 
And  so  tbe  letters  straight  embassadours  are  madę. 
To  treate  in  hastę  for  to  procure  ber  to  a  bettet 

trade; 
Wherin  if  she  do  think  al  this  is  bot  a  shewe, 
Or  but  a  sobŁile  masking  cloke  to  bidę  a  cnity 

shrewe.  [tbe  fieU: 

Tben  come  they  to  the  larme,  then  shewe  they  io 
Then  muster  they  in  colours  strenge,  the  waies 

to  make  her  yield:  [ib: 

Tben  sboote  they  batry  off,then  compaste  they  ber 
At  tilt  and  tumey  oft  they  striue  this  selly  sool  to 

win ;  [forth  their  song, 

Then  sound  they  on  their  lutes,  then  strain  they 
Then  rumbie  they  with  instrumeuts  to  lay  ber 

qułte  along:  •    [and  watch; 

Then  borde  they  ber  withgiftes,  then  do  they  woo 
Then  night  and  day  they  labour  haid  this  simple 

hołd  to  catch, 
As  pathes  within  a  wood,  or  tnmes  within  a  mise, 
So  tben  they  shewe  of  wiłeś  and  craftes  they  can  a 

thousand  waies. 


OF  THE  rANITY  OF  MAKS  UFB. 

YArwE  is  the  (leting  welth 
Wheron  the  world  stayes, 
Sith  stalking  time  by  prioy  steltli 
Encrocheth  on  our  dayes. 

And  elde  which  creepeth  fast. 
To  taint  us  with  lier  wounde. 
Will  tume  eche  blisse  unto  a  blast, 
Whicb  łasteth  but  a  staunde. 

Of  youth  the  lusty  floore, 
Whicb  whiiome  stode  in  price, 
Shall  Tanish  quite  within  an  houre, 
As  fire  consumes  the  ice. 

Where  is  become  that  wight. 
For  whose  sake  Troy  towoe 
Withstode  the  Grekes  till  ten  yeres  fight 
Had  rasde  their  waJls  adowne  ? 

Did  not  the  wormes  consome 
Her  carion  to  tbe  dust  ? 
Did  dreadfull  death  forbea^  his  fume 
For  beauty,  pńdę,  or  lust  ? 


THE  LOUER  NOT  REGARDŹD  IK  EARS- 
EST  SUTE,  BEING  EECOME^WISER,  RE- 
FUSETH  HER  PROFRED  LOUEf 

Do  way  your  physike,  I  faint  no  morę; 
The  salue  yóu  sent,  it  comes  too  late: 
You  wist  welł  al  my  grief  bcfore. 
And  wbat  I  suffred  for  your  sake: 
Hole  is  my  hart,  I  płaine  no  more^ 
A  new  the  cure  did  undertake, 
Wberefore  do  way,  yon  come  too  late. 


THE  TESTAMENT  OF  THE  HAWTHORNE. 
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Por  Whiles  you  knew  I  was  your  owo, 
So  foDg  in  Taine  yuu  madę  me  gapę, 
And  tho*  my  faith  it  were  well  knownCj^ 
Yet  smali  regard  thou  toke  tbereat; 
Bat  ndv  the  blast  is  overblowne, 
Of  vaine  phisicke  a  satue  you  sbape, 
Wberfore  do  way,  you  come  to  late. 

Hoir  long  to  this  ha^e  I  beoe  iiiiiie 
To  gapę  for  mercy  at  your  gate; 
Untłll  the  time  I  spide  it  plaioe^ 
The  pitie  and  you  fell  at  debatę : 
For  my  redresse,  then  was  I  faine 
Your  serrice  cleane  for  to  forsake, 
Wherfore  do  way,  you  come  too  late. 

For  when  I  breot  in  endlesse  fire, 
Wbo  ruled  then  but  cruel  bate? 
So  that  unpetb  1  durst  desire 
One  looke  my  fement  beate  to  tlake: 
Therfbre  another  doth  me  hyre. 
And  all  the  profer  that  you  make, 
Is  madę  in  vaine,  and  comes  to  late. 

For  when  I  asked  lecompence, 
Which  cost  you  nought  to  graunt,  Ood  wat: 
Then  said  disdaine^  too  great  espence 
It  were  for  you  to  graunt  me  that: 
Therfbre  do  way  your  rere  pretence 
That  yen  would  binde  that  erst  you  brake. 
For  lo  your  8»Iue  comes  all  too  late. 


lo  your  sali 


THB  COMPLAINT  OF  A  WOMjśNRAmSH- 
ED,  AND  ALSO  MORTALLY  WOXmj>ED. 

A  csuEŁ  tiger  al  with  teeth  bebled,        \ ';  ^   ' 

A  błoody  tirantes  band  io  eche  degree;  ' 

A  lecher  that  by  wretcbed  lust  was  led, 

(Alas)  deflowred  my  ▼irginitee: 

And  not  contented  with  this  Yillante, 

Nor  with  thoutragious  terrour  of  the  dedej 

With  bloudy  thirst  of  greater  crueltie, 

Fearing  his  heinous  gilt  should  be  bewmied, 

By  crying  death  and  ▼engeance  openly. 

His  Tiolent  hand  fbrthwith,  alas,  he  layd 

Upon  my  guiltles  sely  chikle  and  me : 

Aud  like  the  wretche,  whom  no  horrour  dismayde, 

Drownde  in  the  sinke  of  depe  iniąuitiei 

Misusing  me  the  motber  for  a  time, 

Hsth  slain  ns  both  for  cloaking  of  his  crime. 


TBŁ  LOUER  BEING  MADĘ  TER  ALL  BY 
LOUE,  PECEIUETH  HOW  GREAT  A 
LOSSE  18  UBERTIE. 

Ab  I  libertie!  now  haue  I  leamed  to  know, 
2y  lacking  thee,  what  iewell  I  possest, 
When  I  receiued  first  from  Cupids  bow 
^The  deadly  wound  that  festreth  in  my  brest. 

So  farre  (alas)  forth  strayed  were  minę  eyes, 
^^i  I  ne  might  refraine  tbem  back;  for,  lo, 
^cy  m  a  moment  alt  earthly  thinges  despise, 
Id  heauenly  sight  now  are  they  fixed  so. 

What  then  for  me»  but  stil  with  mazed  sight, 
^  wonder  at  that  exce11ence  draine, 
Where  loue  (my  freedome  hauing  in  despigfat) 
Baih  madę  me  thral,  thioogh  erronr  of  minę  eyen. 


For  other  guardon  hope  I  not  to  haue. 

My  foltring  tong  so  bieisheth  ought  to  crane. 


THE  DJUERSE  AND   CONTRARTE   PAS- 
SIONS  OF  THE  LOUER. 

HoŁDiMO  my  peace,  alas !  how  loud  I  crie, 
Pressed  with  hope  and  dread  euen  both  at  ones, 
Strained  with  death,  and  yet  I  cannot  die: 
Burning  in  flame,  quaking  for  cold  that  grones; 
Unto  my  hope,  withouten  winges  I  flie; 
Pressed  with  despair;  and  breaketh  all  my  bones; 
Waiking  as  if  I  were,  and  yet  am  not: 
Falning  with  mirth,  most  inwardly  with  mones. 

Hard  by' my  help,  unto  my  heith  not  nie, 
Mids  of  the  calme  my  ship  on  rock  it  rones. 
1  serve  unbonod,  fost  fettred  yet  1  lie, 
Instede  of  milke  that  fede  on  marble  stones; 
My  most  wil  is,  that  I  do  espie,    - 
That  workes  my  ioyes  and  sorowes  both  at  oiies: 
In  contraires  standeth  al  my  losse  and  gaine. 
And  lo  the  giltlesse  causeth  al  my  paine. 


THE  TESTAMENT  OF  THE  HAWTHORNE. 

1 8EŁY  baw,  whose  hope  is  past. 
In  feithful,  tniCf  and  fized  minde; 
To  ber  whom  that  I  serued  last, 
Haue  all  my  ioyftdness  resignde; 
Because  I  know  assuredly. 
My  dieng  day  approacheth  ny. 

Dispaired  hart,  the  carefoll  nest 
Of  all  the  sighes  that  kept  in  9tore» 
Conuey  my  carefull  corps  to  rest, 
That  leaues  his  ioy  for  euermore. 
And  when  the  day  of  hope  is  past, 
Geue  up  thy-sprite  and  sigh  thy  last. 

But,  orthat  we  depart  in  twaine, 
Tell  ber  I  loued  with  all  my  might, 
That  though  the  corps  in  cląy  remaine, 
Coosumed  to  ashes,  pale  and  wbite; 
And  though  the  yitall  powres  do  ceasse, 
The  sprete  shall  loue  her  nathelesse. 

And  pray  my  liues,  lady  dere, 
During  this  litle  time  and  spaoe 
That  I  haue  to  abiden  here* 
Not  to  withdraw  her  wonted  grace, 
lo  recompensiog  of  the  paine 
That  I  shal  haue  tg  part  in  twaine« 

'  And  that  at  least  she  will  witsaoe 
To  graunt  my  iust  and  last  request; 
When  that  she  shal  behoid  his  graue, 
That  lyeth  of  life  here  dispossest, 
In  record  that  I  ooce  was  bers. 
To  bathe  the  frosen  stone  with  teareą. 

The  senrice  tree  hcre  do  1  make. 
For  my  executonr  and  my  frende; 
That  liuing  did  not  not  me  forsttke. 
Nor  win  I  trust  ^nto  my  end. 
To  see  my  body  well  ćonveide, 
In  grottod  wheie  that  it  shal  be  laydei 
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ToDibed  Yiidemeth  a  goodiy  oke, 
WlŁh  iuy  grene  tbat  fost  is  bound: 
There  tbis  my  graue  I  haue  bespoke, 
For  there  my  iadies  uame  doth  soood  ^ 
Beset  euen  as  my  testament  tels, 
With  oken  leaues  and  nothiog  els. 

Graaeit  whereon  shal  be  expresty 
**  Herę  lyeth  tbe  body  in  this  place, 
Of  him,  that  liuing  neuer  cest 
To  serue  the  lairest  that  ever  icas: 
The  corps  is  here,  the  hart  be  gaae 
To  her  for  whom  he  lieth  in  graue." 

And  also  set  aboat  my  hersse 
Two  lamps  to  banie,  and  not  to  ąueint, 
Whłch  shal  betoken  and  rehersse, 
That  my  good  will  was  neuer  spent, 
When  that  my  corps  was  layd  alow, 
My  spłrit  did  swear  to  serue  no  mo. 

And  if  you  want  of  ringing  bels, 
When  that  my  corpa  goth  into  graue, 
Bepete  her  name  and  oothing  els. 
To  whom  that  I  was  bonden  słaue: 
When  tbat  my  ftfe  it  shall  unframe. 
My  sprete  shal  ioy  to  heare  ber  name. 

With  dolefull  notę  and  piteous  sound, 
Wherwith  my  hart  did  cleaue  in  twaine; 
With  such  a  song  lay  me  in  ground; 
My  sprete,  let  it  with  her  remaine 
Tbat  had  the  body  to  command, 
Tili  death  therof  did  make  an  eiui. 

And  euen  with  my  last  beąuest, 
When  I  shall  from  this  lifie  depart, 
I  geve  to  her  i  loued  best 
My  iust,  my  tnie,  and  foithftil  liart; 
Signed  with  hand  as  cold  as  stone, 
Of  him  that  liuing  was  her  owne. 

And  if  he  here  might  lioe  agaiae 
As  Phenix  madę  hy  death  anew, 
Of  this  she  may  assure  her  plaine, 
That  he  will  still  be  iust  and  tnie. 
Thus  fareweU  she  on  liue  my  owne. 
And  send  her  ioy  when  I  am  gone. 


THE  LOUER  INDBSPAIRE,  LAMSNTETH 

HIS  CASE. 

Adibu,  desert,  how  art  tboa  spent? 
Ab !  dropping  tears,  how  do  ye  waste? 
Ab !  scsiding  sighes,  how  be  ye  spent. 
To  prickethem  forth  tfaat  will  not  hastę? 
Ah !  pained  hart,  thou  gapst  for  grace, 
Euen  then  where  pitie  bath  no  place. 

As  easy  it  is  the  stony  rocke 
From  place  to  place  for  to  remone, 
As  by  thy  plaint  for  to  prouoke 
A  frosen  hart  from  hate  to  loue; 
What  should  I  say?  Soch  is  thy  lot. 
To  iawne  on  them  that  force  thee  not. 

Thus  mayst  thou  safely  say  and  sweare, 
That  rigour  raigneth  and  ruth  doth  iaiie» 
In  thanklesse  tbougbti  thy  thoughtes  do  meare; 
Thy  trutb,  thy  fitith  may  noiight  availe 


For  thy  good  will,  why  should  tboa  ■» 
Still  gntft,  where  grace  it  wiU  not  gnnr? 

Alas  I  porę  hart,  thus  hast  thou  spent 
Thy  flowring  time,  thy  pleasant  yeres: 
With  sighiog  voice  wepe  and  lament; 
For  of  thy  hope  no  frute  apperes: 
Thy  true  meaning  is  paide  with  scome, 
That  euer  soweth  and  repeth  no  come. 

And  where  thou  sekes  a  ąuiet  port, 
Thou  dost  but  weigfa  against  the  windę; 
For  where  thou  gladdest  woldst  resort, 
There  is  no  place  for  thee  assinde: 
Thy  desteny  hath  set  it  so, 
That  thy  tme  hart  should  cause  thy  wo. 


OF  HIS  MAISTRES8E,  Af.  BAYES. 

In  Bayes  I  boast,  wbose  braunch  I  beare, 
Such  ioy  therin  I  flnde, 
That  to  the  death  I  shall  it  weare. 
To  ease  my  carefnłl  minde. 

In  beat,  in  cold,  both  night  and  day, 
Her  Ycrtue  may  be  sene, 
When  otber  firutes  and  flowers  decay, 
The  Bay  yet  growes  foli  grene; 

Her  beries  fede  the  birdes  fuli  oft; 
Her  leues  swete  water  make, 
Her  bowes  be  set  in  euery  loft 
For  their  swete  saroors  sake: 

The  biids  do  ahmwd  them  from  tbe  oold, 
In  her  we  dai|y  see; 
Aud  men  madę  arbers  as  they  woki, 
Under  the  pleasant  tree. 

It  doth  me  good  when  I  repańre 
There  as  these  Bayes  do  grow, 
Where  oft  I  walke  to  taka  the  alre, 
It  doth  dftlight  me  so. 

But  lo  I  stand,  as  I  were  durne, 

Her  beauty  for  to  blase, 
Wherwith  my  sprites  be  ouercome, 
So  long  thereon  I  gase. 

At  last  I  tume  vnto  my  walk, 
In  passidg  to  and  fro. 
And  to  my  self  I  smile  and  talk. 
And  then  away  I  go. 

Why  smilest  thou?  say  lokers  on» 
What  plearare  hast  thou  foundł 
,  With  that  I  am  as  cold  as  stone. 
And  ready  for  to  swunde. 

Kie,  ^  for  shaoM,  sayth  Fansie  tbaa, 
Pluck  up  thy  fainted  hart. 
And  speak  thou  boldly  like  a  maii 
Shńflk  not  for  Utle  smart> 

Wherat  I  bineh  and  change  my  ćbere 
My  sensea  waxe  so  weake, 
O  Ood,  tkink  I,  what  make  I  here, 
That  ncner  a  woni  may  speake: 

]  dare  nol  sigh,  leet  1  be  heard. 
My  lokes  L  slyly  cast, 
And  still  I  stand,  as  one  wers  scand, 
UotU  my  stonnes  be  pas^ 


AN  OLD  LOUER  TO  A  YONG  GENTLEWOMAN. 
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Then  hapy  bap  doth  me  reuioe, 
The  blood  comes  to  my  face; 
JL  merier  man  \s  not  aiiue, 
TTben  I  am  in  that  case. 

Thus  after  9orow  sake  I  rest; 
lVhen  fled  is  fancies  flt : 
And  thougb  I  be  a  bomely  gest, 
fiefore  the  Bayes  I  sit; 

Where  I  do  watcbe  till  leaties  do  fali : 
Wlien  windę  tbe  tree  doth  shake, 
1*hen,  though  my  branche  be  very  smali, 
My  leafe  away  I  take, 

And  then  I  go  aod  clap  my  handes, 
IMy  hart  doth  leap  for  ioy. 
These  Bayes  do  ease  me  from  my  bandes, 
That  long  did  me  annoy; 

For  when  1  do  bebolde  the  same, 
'Whicb  makes  so  fair  a  show, 
I  finde  therin  my  maistres  name. 
And  se  ber  rertaes  grow. 


THE  LOUER  COMPLATNETH  EIS  HARTY 
LOUE  NOT  RESLUITED. 

When  ?hcebu8  bad  tbe  serpent  slaine, 
He  claymed  Cupids  boe, 
Which  strife  did  turne  him  to  great  paine; 
The  story  well  doth  proue ;  # 

For  Cupide  madę  him  fele  much  woe, 
Id  seking  Daphnes  loue. 

Tbis  Cupide  hath  a  sbafte  of  kiodef 
Which  wounded  many  a  wight; 
Whose  golden  bed  bad  power  to  binde 
Ecbe  hart  ia  Venus  bandes; 
This  arrow  did  on  Phebus  light, 
Which  came  from  Cupides  bandes. 

Another  shaft  was  wronght  in  spightg 
Which  headed  was  with  lead; 
Whose  naturę  qoenched  swete  delight 
That  loners  most  embrace. 
In  Daphnes  brest  this  cruel  bead 
Had  founde  a  dwelling  place. 

Bat  Phebus,  fond  of  his  desire» 
Sougbt  after  Daphnes  so; 
He  burnt  with  heat,  she  felt  no  ftre. 
Fuli  fast  she  fled  him  fro: 
He  gate  but  hate  for  his  good  wyli, 
The  gods  asslgned  so. 

My  case  with  Phebus  may  compare ; 
His  bap  and  miue  are  one: 
I  ery  to  her  that  koowes  no  care, 
Yet  seke  I  to  her  most : 
When  I  approche,  then  is  she  gone: 
Thus  is  my  labour  lost. 

Now  blame  not  me,  but  blame  the  shaft, 
That  hath  tbe  golden  bead; 
And  blame  those  gods  that  with  their  craft, 
Such  arrowes  forge  by  kinde; 
And  blame  tbe  cold  and  beavy  leac^ 
That  doth  my  ladies  minde. 


A  PRAISE  OF  M.  M. 


Iiv  court  as  I  beheld  the  beautie  of  eche  damę, 
Of  right,  me  thought,  from  all  the  resŁ  should  M. 

steale  the  same ; 
But  er  I  ment  to  judge,  I  Yewed  with  such  advise, 
As  retcblesse  dome  should  not  inuade  the  boundes 

ofmydeuise:  [within. 

And  whilcs  I  gased  long,  such  heate  did  brede 
As  Priamus  towne  felt  not  morę  flame,  when  did 

the  bale  begin. 
By  reasons  role,  ne  yet  by  wit  perceiue  I  could, 
Tbąt  M.  face  of  earth  y  founde,  enjoy  such  beautie 

should; 
And  fansie  doubted  that  from  heauen  had  Venu8 

come,  [}'et  doth  blome; 

To  norish  ragę  in  Britaines  bf^rtes,  wbiie  corage 
Her  natiu6  hue  so  stroue  with  colour  of  the  rosę, 
That  Paris  would  haue  Helenę  left,  and  M.  beauty 

chose. 
A  wight  farre  passing  all,  and  is  morę  fair  to  sene, 
Then  lusty  May  the  lodge  of  loue,  that  clotbes  the 

'    earth  in  grene ; 
So  angel  like  she  shines,  she  semeth  no  mortal 

wight,  [seife  to  spight: 

But  one  whom  Naturę  in  her  ^rge,  did  frame  her 
Of  beauty  princesse  chief;  so  makelesse  doth  she 

rest;  [paine  in  breastt 

Whose  eye  would  glad  an  beauy  wight,  and  prison 
I  waice  astónied  to  see  the  feator  of  ber  shape. 
And  wondred  that  a  mortall  hart  such  hcauenly 

beames  couki  scape. 
Her  limmes  so  answering  were  tbe  mould  of  her 

faire  fece :  f  beauties  grace : 

Of  Venu8  stocke  she  semde  to  spring  the  roote  of 
Her  presens  doth  pretend  such  bonour  and  estate^ 
That  simple  men  might  gesse  her  birtb,  if  folly 

bred  debatę: 
Her  lokes  in  bartes  of  flint  would  such  aifects 

impressci  [yeres  increase. 

As  ragę  of  flame,  not  Niłus  stremes,  in  Nestors 
Within  the  sabtile  seat  of  her  bright  eyen  doth 

dwell  [frecdome  sel. 

BlindCupkie  with  the  pricke  of  paine,  tbatprinces 
A  paradice  it  is,  her  beauty  to  behold, 
Where  natures  stuffe  so  fuU  is  founde,  that  ua- 

tures  ware  is  solde. 


AN  OLD  LOUER  TO  A  YONG  GENTLE^ 

WOMAN. 

Yb  are  to  yong  to  bńag  me  in ; 

And  I  too  old  to  gapę  for  flies; 

I  haue  tao  long  a  louer  been : 

If  such  yong  babea  sbould  bleare  minę  eyes; 

But  trill  the  bali  before  my  face, 

I  am  cOBtent  to  make  you  play; 

I  wyli  not  see,  I  hide  my  face. 

And  turne  my  backe  and  runne  away. 

Bot  if  yon  folow  on  so  fast. 
And  crosse  the  wayes  where  I  sbould  go, 
Ve  may  waxe  wtery  at  the  last. 
And  then  at  length  your  selfe  oretbrows 
I  meane  where  you  and  all  your  flocke, 
Bevłse  to  pen  men  in  the  pound: 
1  know  a  key  can  picke  your  locke. 
And  make  you  runne  your  sel&s  ongrwund 
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POEMS  OF  VNC£RTAINE  AUCT0R9. 


Some  birdes  can  eat  tbe  strawie  eonie, 
And  flee  the  limę  that  fowlers  set; 
And  some  are  ferde  of  eaery  thorne, 
And  so  tbereby  they  6cape  the  net: 
But  some  do  light,  and  neuer  loke, 
And  seeth  not  who  doth  stand  in  waite, 
As  fisbe  that  8va1lowe  np  the  hoke, 
And  is  begiled  througU  tbe  baite. 

But  men  can  loke  before  they  leape. 
And  be  at  price  for  euery  ware, 
And  peniworthes  cast  to  bye  good  cheape; 
And  in  ecbe  tbing  have  eye  and  care: 
fiut  he  that  bluntly  runnes  on  hed. 
And  seeth  not  what  the. race  sbal  be» 
Is  h'ke  to  bring  a  foole  to  bed; 
And  thus  ye  get  no  morę  of  me.  • 


TBE  LOUER  FORSAKETH  RIS  VNKim) 

LOUE. 


Faaewelł  tbou  frosen  bart,  and  eares  of  hardned 

stele: 

Tbou  lackest  yeres  to  uoderstand  tbe  griefe  that  I 

did  fele:  [thee, 

Tbe  gods  revenge  my  «nt>ng  with  equal  plagę  on 

What  pleasure  sbal  prick  fbrth  thy  youth  to  Iparn 

what  loue  shal  be: 

Perchance  thou  prouest  nofr  to  scalę  blind  Cupides 

bolde,  [thy  eardes  are  told : 

And  matcbest  where  tbou  maiest  repent  wben  all 

But  blusb  not  thou  therfore,   thy  betters  haue 

done  so, 
Who  thoogbt  they  bad  retaindea  doue,  wben  they 

but  cought  a  crow : 
And  some  do  lenger  time  with  lofty  lokes  wee  see» 
That  lightes  at  length  as  Iow  or  worse  then  doth 
tbe  beteli  bee.  [hie, 

Tet  let  thy  hope  be  good,  such  hap  may  fali  from 
That  thou  maist  be,  if  fortunę  serue,  a  princesśe 

er  thou  die; 
If  chauBce  preferre  the  so,  alas  porę  sely  man, 
Where  sball  X  scape  thy  cruel  handes,  or  seke  for 
succour  than?  [lesse  blood, 

God  sbild  such  greedy  wolues  shonld  lap-ra  gilt- 
And  send  sbort  hornes  to  hurtfuU  heds  that  ragc 

Iłke  lions  wood, 
I  seldome  see  the  day  but  malice  wanteth  might. 
And  hatefbll  hartes  have  neuer  hap  to  wreke  tbeir 

wnth  aright 
Tbe  madman  is  unmete  a  naked  sword  to  gide. 
And  niore  unfit  are  they  to  clime  that  are  ore- 

come  with  pride. 
1  touch  not  tbee  herein,  thou  art  a  fawcon  surę, 
That  can  botb  soer  and  stoup  sometime,  as  men 
cast  up  the  lurc.  Pist; 

The  pecock  bath  no  plaee  in  thee,  wben  tbou  sbalt 
For  some  no  soner  make  a  signe,  bot  tbou  per- 
ceiuest  the  fist:  fgilde; 

They  haue  that  I  do  want,  and  that  bath  thee  be- 
The  lacke  that  thou  dost  see  in  me  doth  make  tbe 

lokaso  wilde: 
My  luring  is  not  good,  it  Itketb  not  thine  eare; 
My  cali  it  is  not  balfe  so  swete,  aa  would  to- God 

it  were. 
Weil  ^anton,  yet  beware  thon  do  no  tiring  take 
,At  euery.  band  that  woulde  tbee  fede,  or  to  thee 
frtndsbip  make. 


Tbis  counceli  take  of  bim  thal  ought  tbee  coce  bś 

love; 
Who  hopes  to  metę  tbee  after  tbis  amoog  the 

saintes  abone.  [pl>ce, 

But  here  within  this  worlde,  if  he  may  slioDne  tbe 
He  rather  asketh  present  death,  tben  to  beboU 

thy  face. 


THE  LOUER  PREFERRETff  H/S  LADY 
ABOUE  ALL  OTHER. 

Resignb,  you  dames,  whom  tikeling  bmte  d^  ' 

ligbt, 
The  golden  praise  tbe  flatteries  tromp  doth  ■oond. 
And  yassels  be  to  ber  that  claims  by  riglit» 
The  tytle  just  that  first  damc  beanty  fomidy 
Whose  dainty  eyes  such  sagred  baites  do  hide» 
As  poyson  barts  where  glims  of  love  do  glldem 

Come  eke,  and  see  how  beant»  and  oatut 
wruught 
Within  ber  foce,  where  framed  is  such  ioy, 
As  Priams  sonne  in  Taine  the  seas  bad  sought, 
If  halfe  such  light  bad  bad  abode  in  Troy  ^ 
For  as  tbe  golden  sonne  doth  darke  ech  atam^ 
So  doth  ber  hue  the  fayrest  dames  as  fam* 

Ech  heauenly  gift,  ech  grace  tbat  Daturę  cooM,. 
By  art  of  witt  my  lady  lo  retaines; 
A  sacred  head  so  hcapt  with  heares  of  gold; 
As  Pbebus  beames  for  beauty  fbrre  it  staioes: 
A  sugred  tong  where  eke  such  swetnesae  anowe^ 
That  well  it  scmes  a  fountain  where  it  flowes. 

T«vo   laughiug   eyes  so  lioked   with  pleasiog 
As  would  entioe  a  tygers  bart  to  serue;       pokcs^ 
The  baite  is  swete,  but  eager  be  the  bookes. 
For  Dyane  sekes  ber  bonów  to  preseme: 
Thus  Arundell  sitstbroned  stiH  with  fiune, 
Whom  enmies  tromp  canaot  attaint  with  shame. 

My  dased  head  so  daunted  is  with  heapes 
Of  gifts  divine  that  harber  in  ber  brest; 
Her  heauenly  shape;  that  lo  my  Yersea  leaps. 
And  touch  but  that  wherin  sha  clowdos  the  rest: 
For  if  I  shonld  ber  graces  all  recite, 
Botb  time  should  want,  and  I  shonld  wendefs  wrile. 

Her  cbere  so  swete,  so  cristal  is  ber  eyes, 
Her  mouth  so  smal,  ber  lips  so  liuely  red, 
Her  band  so  fine,-  ber  wordes  so  swete  and  wise, ' 
Tbat  Pallas  semes  to  soiourae  in  ber  bed: 
Her  yertues  great  ber  form  as  far  excedes, 
As  sunne  the  shade  that  mortaJl  creatures  leades. 

Would  Ood  that  wretched  age  would  spare  to 
Her  iiuely  hew,  tbat  as  her  graces  rare         [rloe 
Be  goddesse  like,  eren  so  her  goddesse  face 
Might  neuer  change,  but  still  contirrae  faire, 
That  eke  in  after  time  ech  wight  may  see 
How  vertue  can  with  beauty  beare  degree. 


THR    LOUER    LAMENTETH    THAT  Ht 
WOULD  FORGEAT  LOUE,  AND  CANKm. 

Ałas  wben  sball  I  ioy } 
When  sball  my  wofull  heart 
Cast  forth  the  folisb  toy 
That  brelieth  all  my  smartł 


MANS  LIFE,  AFTER  POSSIDONIUS  OR  CRATES. 
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A  thoosaifd  timei  aod  mo 
I  bare  attempted  sore 
To  rid  this  restktie  wo, 
Which  raigneth  morę  and  mora. 

Bot  when  remembrance  past 
Hatb  laid  dead  coalg  together, 
Olde  loue  reueweii  bis  blast, 
That  cause  my  ioyes  to  witber: 
Then  sodaiDly  a  spark 
Startes  oot  of  my  desire. 
And  lepes  into  my  bart, 
Setting  the  coals  a  fire. 

Then  reason  runnes  about 
To  seke  forgetful  water 
To  quench  and  cleane  puŁ  out 
The  cause  of  all  this  matter. 
And  taithy  dede  flesh  must  nedet 
Be  cot  out  of  the  core; 
For  ^tten  witherM  wedes 
Can  heale  no  greuous  sore. 

But  then  eaen  sodainly 
Tbe  fenient  beat  dotb  slake^ 
And  cold  then  itraineth  me, 
That  makes  my  bodie  thake : 
^'Alas,  who  can  endure 
To  saflbr  al  this  paine, 
Sins  ber  that  should  me  cnre, 
Mostcmel  death  hath  slaine. 

Welly  well,  I  say  no  morę, 
Let  deaid  care  for  the  dead; 
Yet  wo  is  me  tberfbre, 
I  most  attempt  to  leade 
One  other  kynde  of  life 
Then  hitherto  I  haoe, 
Or  els  this  paine  and  strife, 
Will  bring  me  to  my  grane. 


80NGE8    mUTTEN  BY  N.  G.» 
OF  THE  NINĘ  MUSES. 

IifPt  of  kyng  JoTe,  and  queen  Remembrance  lo 
The  sitters  nine,  tbe  poeta  pleasantferei. 
Caliope  doth  stately  stile  bestow, 
And  wortby  praiset  paintes  of  princely  petcs. 

Clion  in  solem  songes  reneweth  all  day, 
With  preient  yeret  conjoyning  age  bypast,. 
Ddigbtfiil  talke  loues  comical  Thidey, 
In  l^resh  grene  yonth  wfao  dotb  lyke  lawrel  latt. 

With  Toyces  tragicall  soundes  Melpomen 
And  as  with  cheynes  thallured  eare  sbe  byndet. 
Her  stringes  when    Terpsićbr  doth  touch,  enen 

then 
Sha  toucheth  hartes,  and  raigneth  in  mens  myndes: 

Ftne  Erato,  whose  looke  a  liuely  cbere  • 
Presents,  in  dancing  kepes  a  comely  grace. 
With  semely  gesture  doth  Polymnie  stere, 
Wboee  wordes  whole  roates  of .  rankes  do  rnie  in 
place. 

Uranie  ber  globes  to  Tiew  all  bent, 
Tbe  nineCbld  beaaen  obienies  with  fixed  faoe; 
Tbe  Uastes  Euterpe  tunes  of  inttrument,   [cbaae.. 
Wntik  aolace  sweet,  bence  my  beauy  danpes  to 


»  Nic, 


Lord  Pbebus,  in  the  myds,  (wbose  heanenly 
These  ladyed  doth  inspire)  embracetb  all.    [sprite 
The  graces  in  the  rouses  weed,  delite, 
To  l«id  them  forth,  that  men  in  maże  they  faU. 
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'SONIUS  THE  PHILOSOPHERSrSAYJNG* 

Im  working  well,  if  travell  you  sostatne, 

Into  tbe  windę  shall  lightly  passe  tbe  paine; 

But  of  the  dede  tbe  glory  shall  remaine. 

And  cause  your  name  with  wortby  wights  to  raigne* 

In  working  wrong,  if  pleasure  you  attaine, 

Tbe  pieasure  soon  sbal  yade,  and' voide  as  Faine: 

But  of  the  dede  thronghout  the  life  the  shame 

Endures,  defacing  you  with  fowle  defame; 

And  stił  tonnents  the  minde  botb  nigbt  and  day  ^ 

Scaot  length  of  time  tbe  spot  can  wash  away. 

Flee  then  yl-suading  pleasures,  baites  untme. 

And  noble  Tertnes  fiure  reoown  puriue. 


t 


DE8CRIPCI0N  OF  rERTOE. 

What  one  art  thou,  thus  in  tome  weed  yclad? 
Vertuey  in  price  whom  auncient  sag^  haid. 
Wby  porely  rayd  ?  for  fading  goodes  past  care« 
Wby  double  faoed?  I  markę  ech  fortunes  iare. 
This  bridle  what?  Mindes  rages  to  restraine. 
Tooles  wby  beare  you  ?  I  love  to  take  great  pay ne« 
Wby  winges?  I  teach  aboue  the  starres  to  flye. 
Wby  tresd  you  death?  I  onely  cannot  dye. 


PRAISE  OF  MEASURE-KEPINO. 

Tns  auncient  time  commended  not  for  nought 
Tbe  mean:  what  bettertbinge  canthere  be  sougfat? 
In  meane  is  Firtue  placed;  on  either  side, 
Both  right  and  left,  amisse  a  man  shall  slide. 
I  Icar,  with  Sire  badst  thou  the  midway  flown, 
Icarjan  beck  by  name  had  no  man  known. 
If  middle  path  kept  had  proud  Pbaeton 
No  burning  brand  this  eartb  bad  falne  upon: 
Ne  cruei  power,  ne  nonę  too  soft  can  raigne; 
That  kepes  a  meane,  the  same  shall  stil  rematoe, 
Thee  Julie  once  did  too  much  mercy  spiU; 
Thee  Nero  stem,  rigor  eictreme  did  kill. 
How  coulde  August  so  many  yeres  well  passe? 
Norovermeke  nor  overferce  he  was: 
Worehip  not  Joue  with  curious  faiicies  vaio» 
Nor  bim  despise;  hołd  right  atwene  these  twain. 
No  wastfiill  wighty  no  grmly  groou)  is  praizd. 
Stand  largesse  jttst  in  ^all  ballance  paizd. 
So  Catoes  meal  surmountes  Antonius  cbere. 
And  better  famę  his  sober  iare  hatb  berę. 
Too  slender  building  bad,  as  bad  too  grosse; 
One  an  eye  sore,  the  totber  falles  to  losse. 
As  medcines  helpe  in  measure,  so  (God  wot^ 
By  overmuch  the  sicke  their  bane  ha?e  got. 
Unmete  me  Semes  to  utter  tbis  mo  waies; 
Measnre  forbids  unmeasurable  praise. 


MANS  UFE,  AFTER  POSSIDONIUS  OR 

CRATES. 

What  path  list  you  to  tread?  what  trade  will 

you  assay? 
The  courts  of  plea  by  biauks  and  bate  driva  gentla 

peaoe  away. 


ut 


POEMS  OF  YNCERTAINE  AUCTORS. 


In  house,  for  wife  aod  child,  there  is  bat  cark  and 

carcy 
With  trauel  and  with  toyl  ynough  in  fields  we 

use  to&Fe. 
Upon  the  seas  lietb  dread;  the  ńcbe  in  foreign 

land  [sers  pordy  stand. 

]>oo  feare  the  losser  and  there  the  poore  likemy- 
Strife  with  a  wii^;  withont  yonr  thriftfuU  baide  to 

•ee:  [to  be. 

Yong  brats  a  troble,  nonę  at  a\\,  a  mayme  it  semes 
Yonth  fonde,  age  hath  no  hart,  and  pincheth  all 

tonie;  [to  die. 

ChooM  then  the  leefer  of  thete  two,  no  life,  or  soon 


METRODORWS   MINDE  TO  TRE  CON- 

TRABIE. 

What  race  of  tyfe  ronn  yon?   what  trade  will 

youassay?  [^^7* 

In  courtfl  is  glory  got,  and  witt  increased  day  by 
At  borne,  we  take  our  ease,  and  beak  onr  seWes 

in  rest: 
The  fieldes  onr  natare  do  refrcsh  with  pleasures  of 

the  best 
On  seas  is  gain  to  get;  the  straunger  be  shall  be 
Estemed,  baviog  much,  if  not,  nonę  knoweth  his 

lack  but  be. 
A  wife  will  trim  thy  bouse;   no  wyfe  then  art 

thou  free.  [to  thee. 

Brood  is  alouely  thing:  withont,  thy  lyfe  is  loose 
Young  bloodes  be  strong;  olde  syres  in  double 

honour  dwel :  [all  is  well. 

Do  way  the  cboyse,  **  No  lyfe  or  soon  to  dye,»>  for 


OF  FRENDSHIR 


Of  ałl  the  beauenly  gifls  that  mortal  men  com- 

mendy  [afriende? 

What  trusty  treasure  in  the  woild  can  coanteruaile 
Our  heith  is  soon  decayed;  goodes  casnal,  light| 

and  vain ; 
Broke  bave  wee  sene  the  force  of  powre,  and  honour 

sttfTer  stain. 
In  bodies  lust  man  dotb  resemble  but  base  brute, 
Tnie  yertue  gets  and  kepes  a  irende :  good  gujde  of 

our  pursute;  [case: 

Whose  haity  zeale  with   ours   accords  in  euery 
No  termę  or  time,  no  space  of  place,  no  storme 

can  it  defiice. 
When  fickle  fortunę  faites,  this  knot  endureth  still. 
Thy  kin  out  of  their  kind  may  swerre,  when 

frendes  owe  thee  good  will: 
What  sweter  solące  shall  befell,  then  one  to  fiude, 
Upon  whoSe  brest  thou  mayst  repose  the  secrets 

of  thy  minde? 
He  waileth  at  thy  wo ;  his  teares  with  thine  be  shed ; 
With  theedoŁh  be  all  ioys  inioy,  so  lefe  a  lyfe  is  led. 
Behold  thy  frende,  and  of  thy  selfe  the  pateme  see. 
One  soul  a  wonder  shall  it  sceme  in  bodies  twainfe 

to  be;  [sound, 

In  absence  present;   rych  fn  want;   in  sicknesse 
Yea  after  deaih  aliue  maist  thou  by  thy  surę  frende 

be  found. 
Etlic  bouse,  eche  towne,  eche  reahne  by  stedfost 

loue  doth  stande; 
yfbere  fowfe  debatę  bredes  bitter  bale  in  eche  di- 

uided  lande. 


O  frendship,  flowr  of  flowert,  O  liiidy  sprite  of 

lyfe,  [stancfa  of  strife: 

O  sacred  bond  of  bitssiid  peaoe,  the  stahrortk 
Scipio  with  Lelius  didat  thoa  conjoyn  in  care; 
At  home,  in  warres,  forweale  and  wo,  witbeąill 

faith  to  ikrę. 
Gesippus  eke  with  Tite,  Damon  with  Pythias; 
And  with  Menethus  sonne  AcbiU  by  thee  cooi- 

bined  was: 
Euryalus  and  Nisus  gane  Yirgil  cause  to  ńnę: 
Of  Pylades  doo  many  rimes  and  of  Orestes  ring. 
Downe  Theseus  went  to  heli,  Pirith  his  frend  to 

&ide;  [mates  so  kysd. 

O  that  the  wiues  in  these  our  daies  wer  to  tbdr 
Cicero  the  frendly  man,  to  Atticns,  his  frende, 
Of  frendship  wrote,  such  couples  lo,  doth  lot  bot 

seldom  send.  [there  see, 

Recouot  thy  race  now  ronne,  how  few  shalt  ttoo 
Of  whom  to  say,  This  same  is  be  that  n^er  failcd 

mee? 
So  rare  a  jewell  then  must  nedes  be  holden  derę: 
And  as  thou  wilt  esteme  thy  aelfe,  so  take  thf 

chosen  iere. 
The  tirant  in  dispaire  no  laeke  of  goM  bewayls, 
But  out,  I  am  undone  (sahh  he)  for  all  my  fresd- 

ships  iailes:  fkiude, 

Wherfore  sins  nothing  is  mose  l^ndly  for  oor 
Next  wisdome  thns  that  teachetfa  vs,  lote  wec  tbs 

frendfull  minde. 


THE  DEATH  OF  Z0R0A8,  AN  EGlFTIAJf 
ASTRONOMER,  IN  THE  FIRST  FIGHT 
THAT  ALEXANDER  HAD  WITH  THE 
PERSIANS. 

Now  clattering  armes,  now  raging  broyls  of  wsrrc, 
Gan  passe  the  noyes  of  dredfuU  trompetts  dang, 
Shrowded  with  shafts  the  heaueo;  with  doude  of 

darts 
CoTered  the  ayrc.    Against  fuli  fiitted  bulls. 
As  forceth  kyndled  yre  the  lyons  keen; 
Whose  greedy  gutts  the  gnawiug  honger  pricMs 
So  Macedons  agaiasi  the  Persiaoe  farę.      ^^ 
Nor  corpses  hyde  the  purpurde  soyle  with  W<w; 
Urge  slauchter  on  eche  stde;  but  Perses  B»»*v 
Moyst  fieldes  bebled,  theyr  hartes  and  numbcri 

bate; 
Faiiited  wbite  tbey  geue  backe,  and  fali  to  mg^ 
Tbe  lightening  Macedon  by  swordes,  by  «J2?' 
By  bands  and  troapes  of  fotemen,  with  hk  p/^ 
Speedes  to  Darie,  but  bym  his  ncrest  kyn, 
0»ite  preserues,  with  horsemen  on  a  P^^^Jf      . 
Before  his  carr,  that  nonę  the  charge  shouW  gen. 
Heregrunts,  here  groans,  echewhere  strong  yoo" 

is  spent: 
Shaking  ber  bloudy  hands,  Bellonę,  among 
The  Perses  soweth  all  kind  of  cruel  death. 
With  throte  ycut  he  roores;  he  lyeth  slong, 
His  entrailes  with  a  launce  through  girded  ąam 
Hym  Mnites  tbe  club:  him  woundes  farre  an 

ingbow:  j. 

And  him  the  sling;  and  him  the  shining  «»wn., 
He  dieth,  he  is  all  dead,  he  pantes,  be  re^ 
Right  ooer  stood,  in  snów  wbite  ar«or  htf^i 
Tbc  Mempbite  Zoroas,  a  cunniog  cta*^ 
To  wbom  the  beanen  lay  opcn,  as  hi«  b<**» 
And  in  celestiall  bodies  he  coukl  tdl 
The  mouing,  metlng,  ligbt,  aspact,  eclip*i 
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And  InflueDce,  and  constelUcions  all; 
What  earthlf  chai^oes  woaM  betkle;  what  yere 
Of  plenty  storde,  wbot  sigiie  forewareed  derth, 
Mo  w  Winter  yeodrath  aaow;  wfaat  temperatare 
Id  the  primetyde  doth  season  well  the  soyl ; 
Why   somer    burnes^    wby  autumne  haUi  ripe 

grapes, 
Whither  the  circle  ąoadrate  may  become, 
Wbetber  oar  tanes  beauent  barmony  can  yelde, 
Of  four  biggiDS  among  tbcmselaes  bowe  great 
Próporcion  is;  wbat  sway  tbe  erring  liglrtes 
I>oth   send  in  coune,  gayoe  tbat  fynt  meniog 

beauen; 
What  grees  one  from  anotber  diaUot  be, 
What  stanr  doth  lett  tbe  hortfoll  Sire  to  mge. 
Ot  hina  morę  mylde  wbat  opposition  makes, 
What  fyre  doth  qnalifye  Maaorses  fyre, 
What  honse  ecbe  one  doth  aeke,  wbat  planett 

raignes 
Within  thia  bemis  ephere,  or  tbat  smali  tbings 
I  speake,  wbole  beauen  he  cłoseth  io  bis  brest. 
This  sagę  then  in  the  staries  had  spyed  tbe  fates 
Threatned  bim  death  witbdat  delay;  and,  sitbe 
He  aaw  be  coold  not  fktail  order  cbange, 
Foreward  be  prest  in  battaile,  that  he  migfat 
Metę  witfa  tbe  mlen  of  the  Macedoins; 
Of  hia  right  band  desirous  to  be  sianie, 
The  boldest  benme,  and  worthiest  in  the  feilde; 
And  aa  a  wigbt,  now  wery  of  his  lyfe. 
And  seking  death;  in  fyrst  front  of  his  rage^ 
Comea  desperately  to  Alexanders  fiice ; 
At  him  with  darts  one  after  other  throwes; 
With  reckles  words  and  clamour  him  pronokes. 
And  aaytb,  Nectanabs  bastard,  sbameftiH  stayne 
Of  mothers  bed,  why  loaest  thoo  thy  strokes 
Cowardea  among?  Tnme  thee  to  me,  in  case 
Manhod  tbere  be  so  much  left  in  thy  hart: 
Come  fight  with  me,  that  on  my  helmet  weare 
ApoUoes  lanrell  both  for  leamings  lande^ 
And  eke  for  martiall  praise;  that  in  my  shield 
Tbe  seuen  fold  sophie  of  Minerae  contein, 
A  match  morę  metę,  syr  king,  then  any  here. 
The  noble  prince  amoaed  takes  mthe  upon 
The  wilfhll  wight,  and  with  soft  wordes  ayen, 

0  moBstrona  man  (quotb  be)  wbat  so  thou  art, 

1  pray  thee  liue,  ne  do  not  with  thy  death 
This  lodge  of  lorę,  the  Muses  mansion  marre; 
Hiat  treasure  house  this  band  sball  nener  spoyle. 
My  sword  sball  neuer  bruse  that  skilfuU  biayne, 
I^g  gather^d  beapes  of  science  sonę  to  spili; 

O  how  tayte  fmtes  may  you  to  mortall  men 
Fnmi  wisdoms  garden  geve? — ^How  many  may 
By  you  the  wiser  and  the  better  prone? 
What  error,  what  mad  moode,  what  frenzy  thee, 
Perswades  to  be  downe  sent  to  depe  Aveme, 
Where  no  artes  flonrish,  nor  no  knowledge  vailes 
For  all  these  sawes?  When  thus  the  souereign 

Alighted  2!oroas,  with  sword  onsbeathed, 
The  careless  king  tbere  smote  above  the  greue, 
At  th*opening  of  his  quishes  woonded  bim, 
So  that  tbe  blood  down  rayled  on  the  ground : 
The  Macedon  perceiuing  hart,  gan  gnash, 
But  yet  his  mynde  he  bent;  in  ahy  wise 
Him  to  forbear:  sett  spurrs  unto  his  stede, 
And  tarnde  away,  lest  anger  of  his  smarte 
Shoold  canse  reuenger  band  deale  balefoU  Uowes. 
But  of  the  Macedonian  chieftaines  knights, 
One  Meleager  could  notheare  this  sight. 
But  ran  apon  the  said  Egy^tian  reuk. 


And  cnt  him  in  both  knees:  He  fdl  to  ground- 
Wbefewith  a  wbole  ront  came  of  souldieurs  stenie^ 
And  all  in  pieces  hewed  the  sety  seg. 
But  bappiiy  the  soule  fled  to  the  stanres, 
Where,  under  him,  he  batb  ftill  sight  of  all, 
Wherat  he  gased  here  with  reaehing  looke. 
The  Persiaus  wailde  such  sapience  to  forgo, 
The  Tery  fone,  the  Macedonians,  wisht 
He  would  baiie  lined :  king  Alezander  self 
Demde  him  a  man  vnmete  to  dye  at  all ; 
Who  won  like  praise  for  conąuest  of  bis  yre, 
As  for  stout  men  in  field  that  day  subdued : 
Who  prinoes  taught  how  to  disceroe  a  man, 
That  in  his  hed  so  rare  a  jewel  beares. 
But  ouer  all  those  same  Camenes,  those  same, 
Denine  Camenes,  whose  honour  he  procnrde, 
As  tender  parent  doth  hys  daughters  weale, 
Lamented,  and  for  thankes,  all  that  they  can. 
Do  cbeńsh  him  deceast,  and  set  htm  fr^ 
From  dark  obliuion  of  deuonring  death. 
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Thbrforb,  when  restless  ragę  of  wynde  and 

waue, 
He  taw:  By  fotes,  alas,  ealde  for,  (qnod  be) 
Is  bapless  Cicero ;  sayle  on,  shape  course 
To  the  next  shore,  and  bring  me  to  my  death. 
Perdy  these  thankes,  reskued  from  civill  sword, 
Wilt  thou  my  country  pay?  1  see  mjme  end: 
So  powers  diuine  so  bid  the  gods  aboue, 
In  citie  saued  tbat  consul  Marcus  shend. 
Speaking  no  morę,  but  drawing  from  depe  hart 
Great  grones,  enen  at  tbe  name  of  Romę  rebearst; 
His  eies  and  chekes  with  showres  of  teares  be- 

wasbt; 
And  (though  a  route  in  daily  danngers  wome) 
With  forced  face  the  shipmen  held  their  teares; 
And  striryiig  long  the  seas  rough  flood  to  passo, 
In  angry  windes  and  stormy  showres  madę  way. 
Aod  at  the  last  safe  ancred  in  the  rode. 
Came  beauy  Cicero  a  land;  with  pain, 
His  fainted  lyms  the  aged  sire  doth  draw. 
And  round  about  their  master  stood  his  band. 
Nor  greatly  with  their  own  bard  hap  dismayd. 
Nor  plighted  faith  proue  in  sharpetime  to  breake» 
Some  swordes  prepare;  some  theyr  derę  lord  assistr 
In  littour  laid,  they  Icśad  bim  unkouth  wayes. 
If  so  deceare  Antonius  cruell  gleaues, 
They  might,  and  threats  of  foilowing  routs  escaper 
Thus  lo.  that  TuIKe  went,  that  Tullius, 
Of  royal  robę  and  sacred  senate  prince. 
Wheh  he  a  far  the  men  approche  espieth ; 
And  of  his  fone  the  ensignes  doth  acknowe. 
And  with  drawn  sworde  PopDius  threatning  death  ^ 
Whose  life  and  hole  estate,  in  hazard  once 
He  had  preservde,  when  Romę,  as  yet  too  firee, 
Herd  him,  aod  at  his  thundring  voice  amazde: 
Herennius  eke,  morę  eyger  tban  the  rest, 
Present,  enflamde  with  forie,  bim  pursues. 
What  might  he  do?  Should  he  use  in  defonce 
Dysarmed  handes,  or  pardon  ask  for  mede  ? 
Should  he  with  wordes  ąttempt  to  turoe  the  wrath 
Of  th*  armed  knigbt,  whose  safegnard  he  had 

wrought? 
No;  age  forbids,  and  fixt  within  depe  brest 
His  countreys  loue,  and  folling  Romes  ymage; 
The  cbarret  turo,  sayth  he,  let  loose  the  raines, 
Ronn  to  the  undesenred  deatb;  me,  Io, 
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Hath  Pbebus  foirle,  ms  menenger  forewmmdey 
Aod  Jore  desires  a  new  heauens  man  to  make. 
Brutus  and'  Caesius  soals,  liae  you  in  błiiee? 
In  case  yet  ati  the  fiiten  gainstriue  ua  not, 
Neither  shall  wee,  perchaunce»  dye  nnreuenged. 
Now  baue  I  liued,  O  Romę!  ynough  for  me; 
My  passed  life  nought  suffereth  me  to  dont 
Noysome  obliuion  of  the  lothsome  deatli« 
Slea  me:  yet  all  tbe  oifiipring  to  come  shall  know, 
And  this  deceas  shall  bring  eteroal  life; 
Yea,  and  (onlesse  I  fayle,  and  all  tn  vaine: 
Konie,  I  somtime  thy  angnr  chosen  was) 
Not  enermore  sball  frendly  fortunę  ihee 
Favour,  Antonius :  once  the  day  shall  come, 
When  ber  dear  wights,  by  cniel  spight  thus  sLaine, 
Victoriou8.Rome  sball  at  thy  bands  require: 
M(  likes  therwhile,  go  se  tbe  hoped  beanen. 
Speche  bad  be  left,  and  tberwitb,  be,  good  mao, 
His  throte  prepard,  and  held  bis  hed  unmov'd. 
His  basting  to  those  fates  the  V6ry  knigbtes 
Be  loth  to  see,  and  ragę  rebated,  when 
They  bis  bare  necke  bebeld,  and  his  hoare  hćares; 
Scant  oould  they  hołd  the  teares  that  furtb  gan 

burst. 
And  almost  fell  from  bloody  bands  the  swordes; 
Only  the  steme  Herennius,  with  grym  looke, 
Dastards,  why  stand  you  still?  be  sayeth:  and 

straight 


Swaps  of  tbe  hed  with  his  presumptuous  ynn. 
Ne  with  that  slaughter  yet  be  is  not  filde: 
Fowl  shame  on  shame  to  beape,  is  his  detite, 
Wheiefore  tbe  bandes  also  doth  he  off  smyte, 
Which  dnrst  Autonius  life  so  liuely  paint. 
Him  yelding  strained  gbost,  from  welkin  hie, 
Whith  lothy  chere  lord  Pbebus  gan  bebold. 
And  in  black  dowd,  they  say,  long  bid  bis  bed. 
The  Łatine  muses  and  the  giuces  they  ii'ept. 
And  for  bil  (all  etemally  shall  wepe: 
And  lo,  bert  percing  Pitho,  (strange  to  tell) 
Wbo  bad  to  him  snffisde  both  sense  and  woides. 
When  so  be  spake;  and  drest  with  Nectar  soote 
That  flowing  tong,  when  his  wind  pipę  dtsdosde, 
Fled  with  ber  fleing  frend,  and  (out  alaa) 
Hath  1^  tber.earth,  ne  will  no  morę  retume: 
Popiliuś  flieth  tberwhile,  and  leauing  tbere 
The  senseless  stock,  a  griezely  sigfat  doCh  beare, 
Unto  Antonius  boord,  with  mischief  fed. 
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For  Tnllie  late  a  tomb  1  gan  prepare, 
When  Cynthiei  thus,  bad  me  my  labour  spare: 
Such  maner  tbinges  become  the  dead,  ąwih  liee> 
But  Tuily  liues,  and  still  aliue  shall  bee. 
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THE 


LIFE  OF  GEORGE  GASCOIGNE. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


±  HE  life  of  this  ingeoious  poet  has  long  been  mvolved  in  obscurity.  Most  of  his  bio- 
graphers,bave  eitber  not  seen  bis  works,  or  have  not  read  tbem  with  attention,  and  the 
raiity  of  all  the  editions  for  many  years  past  has  prevetited  curious  inquirers  from  an 
opportunity  of  resolving  tbeir  doubts.  Anthony  Wood*s  life  of  Gascoigne  is,  upon 
the  whole,  morę  free  from  errors  than  might  bave  been  expected  in  a  biographer  who 
was  wont  to  imderyalue  the  sons  of  the  Muses.  Bishop  Tanner's  and  Dr.  Berkenhoufs 
accounts  are  abridged  from  Wood,  but  a  very  judicious  sketch  may  be  seen  in  the  first 
vo]nme  of  the  Censura  Literariaj  and  in  addition  to  that,  and  other  notices  scattered 
over  the  same  useful  publication,  I  am  now  enabled  to  avail  myself  of  a  manuscript 
life  written  by  the  late  Richard  Oough,  £sq.  for  the  Biographia  Britannica,  and,  what 
probably  may  be  considered  as  of  morę  importance,  of  a  pamphlet  of  uncommon  rarity, 
which  has  lately  been  brought  to  light,  after  a  concealment  of  nearly  a  century. 

Bishop  Tanner  is  the  first  who  notices  this  pamphlet,  under  the  title  of  A  Remem- 
brance  of  the  well  employed  life,  and  godly  end  of  George  Gascdgne,  £sq.  who  de- 
ceased  at  Stamford  in  Lincolnshire,  7th  Octóbcr  1577,  reported  by  George  Whetstone." 
But  it  is  very  extraordinary  that  the  leamed  prelate  should  inform  us  of  this  pamphlet 
being  in  his  possession,  and  at  the  same  time  express  hb  doubt,  ''  Viia  an  nosiri  an 
dius  Geo,  Gascaignii  T*  when  a  very  slight  inspectión  must  have  convinced  him  that  it 
could  be  no  other,  and  that,  in  its  principal  fkcts,  it  agreed  with  the  a^ount  he  had 
jast  transcribed  from  Wood.  Since  the  antiquities  of  poetry  have  become  a  favourite 
study,  many  painful  inąuiries  have  been  madę  after  this  tnict^  but  it  could  not  be  found 
lA  Tanner's  library,  which  forms  part  of  the  Bodleiao^  or  in  any  other  coilcctioa,  pri- 
vate  or  public,  and  doubts  were  entertained '  whethar  such  a  pamphlet  had  ever  esisted. 

'  This  onght  not  to  bare  been  tbe  csie,  fts  Herbert  mentions  that  Aggu  had  a  lioence  to  print  it, 
which  I  find,  by  tbe  bookt  of  the  Stationere*  Company.  vnu  grauled  on  tbe  fiileeatb  of  Norember      J 
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Aboat  threc  ycars  ago,  however,  it  was  discoYered  in  thc  coUectioo  of  a  deccaaed 

geDtleman,  a  Mr.  Yoight  of  the  Custom-hoase,  LondoDy  and  was  purchased  at  hs 

sale  by  Mr.  Malone.    It  consists  of  about  thirteeD  pages  smali  quarto,  bladi  Ictter, 

and  Gontains,  certainly  not  much  lifty  bat  some  particalan  anknown  to  his  biograpben, 

which  are  now  mcoiporated  in  the  foUowing  sketdi,  and  a  transcript  of  the  whokis 

subjoined. 

George  Gascoigne  was  bora  of  an  ancient  and  honourable  family  in  Ksses,  and  was 
son  and  heir  of  sir  John  Gascoigne,  who,  for  some  reason  not  assigned  in  Whetstooe^s 
account,  chose  to  disinherit  him.  Previeu8ly  to  this  harsh  step,  he  had  been  prirately 
educated  under  a  dergyman  of  the  name  of  Ncyinsoo,  perhaps  Stephen  NeYinsoa, 
L.L.D.  prebendary  and  commissary  of  the  city  and  diocese  of  Canterbuty.  AfUr 
this  he  was  removed  either  to  Oxford  or  Cambridge.  Wood  says,  he  "  had  his  cdu- 
cation  in  both  the  uniyersities,  though  chiefly^  as  he  conceives,  in  Cambridge;"  but 
Gascoigne  himself,  in  his  Steele-Glasse,  mforms  us  that  he  was  a  member  of  the  oni- 
versity  of  Cambridge,  without  mentioning  Oxford.  His  progress  at  Cambridge  is  uo- 
known;  but  he  removed  firom  it  to  Gray's  Inn,  for  the  purpose  of  studying  the  law. 
It  is  probable  that  in  both  places  he  wrote  a  considerable  number  of  his  poems,  tfaoie 
of  the  amatory  kind  particularly*  as  he  seems  to  indude  them  among  his  youthful 
foUies. 

Wood  now  informs  us,  that  Gascoigne,  *'  having  a  rambling  and  unfised  head,  left 
Gray^s  Inn,  went  to  various  dties  in  Holland,  and  became  a  soldier  of  notę,  which  he  a/ler- 
wards  professed  as  much,  or  morę,  as  learning,  and  therefore  madę  him  take  thb  motto, 
Tam  Marti  quam  Mercurio,    From  tbence  he  went  to  France  to  visit  the  fasbions  of 
the  royal  court  there,  where  he  fell  in  love  with  a  Scottish  damę.'*    In  this  there  b  a 
mixture  of  truth  and  error.    The  story  of  the  Scottish  damę  has  no  better  foundalioo 
than  some  lines  in  his  Herbes,  written  probably  in  an  assumed  character.     His  being  in 
France  is  yet  morę  doubtful,  and  perhaps  the  following  is  nearly  the  iact«    WJiHe  at 
Gray*s  Inn  he  incurred  the  expences  of  a  fashionable  and  courtly  life,  and  was  ofoliged 
tosell  his  patrimony,  whatever  that  might  be;   and  itwould  appear  that  hisfatfaer, 
dissatisfied  with  his  extravagance,  refused  him  any  farther  assistance,  and,  probably 
about  this  time,  disinherited  him. 

Without  blaming  his  father,    unless  by  callmg  his  disinheritance    **  a  irowaid 
deed,**  he  now  resolved  to  assume  the  airs  of  independence,  in  hopes  that  his  couitij 
ńiends  would  render  him  in  reality  independent;  but  he  soon  found,  what  is  no  im- 
common  case^  that  their  favours  were  not  to  be  obtained  without  solidtations  incom* 
patible  with  a  proud  spirit.  A  morę  honourable  resource  then  presęnted  itsdf.  Wilhanit 
prince  of  Orange,  was  at  this  time  endeavouring  to  emandpate  the  Netheilands  from 
the  tyranny  of  the  Spanish  mouarch,  and  Gascoigne,  prompted  by  the  hope  o(  pun« 
ing  laurels  in  a  field  dignified  by  patriotic  bravery,  embarked  on  the  iptb  of  March 
1572,  for  Holland.    The  vessel  being  under  the  guidance  of  a  drunken  Dutch  pilot 
was  run  aground,  and  twenty  of  the  crew  who  hafd   taken  to  the  long  boat  were 
drowned.    Gascoigne,  however,  and  his  friends,  remained  at  the  pumps»  and  being 
enabied  again  to  put  to  sea,  landed  safe  in  Holland.    The  drankenness  of  the  pilot  ht 
never  forgot: 

"  Wel  pkBte  at  lengtfa,  among  the  dronken  Datch." 

Hamg  obtained  a  captain's  commission  under  the  prince  of  Oiangei  he  "  9cqait^ 
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coMidenble  militaiy  fepotation ;  but  m  nnibrtiiaate  ąaanrel  with  bu  oolonel  retarded 
Imcweer.  Conscioiu  of  his  deserts,  he  rtpańed  immediateły  to  Delf,  resol?ed  to 
ledgn  fais  commiflsion  to  the  hands  ffom  whkb  be  Teoeived  it|  the  piince  in  ?aia  endea* 
▼oming  to  dose  tbe  breach  betweea  bis  offioels. 

**  While  this  negociation  was  mediating,  a  circunutanoe  oocomd  which  bad  Dearly 

oost  our  poet  bis  life.    A  lady  at  tbe  Hague  (tben  io  tbe  possession  oi  tbe  enemy) 

witb  wbooi  Gascoigne  bad  been  ou  intimate  terms,  bad  bis  portrait  in  ber  hands  (his 

*'  counterfayty"  as  be  calls  it),  and  resol^ing  to  part  witb  it  to  bimself  alone,  wrote  a 

letter  to  him  on  tbe  subject>  wbicb  fell  into  tbe  hands  of  bis  enemies  in  the  camp;  from 

tids  paper  they  raeaot  to  have  nused  a  report  un£ivoarahle  to  bis  loyalty ;  but  upon  its 

leachiog  fab  hands,  Gascoigne,  conscioua  of  his  fidelity,  laid  it  immediateły  before  tbe 

prince,  wbo  saw  through  their  design,  and  gave  btm  passports  for  yisiting  the  lady  at 

Ihe  Hague;  the  burghers,  bowever,  watched  bis  motions  with  malicious  cautioa,  and 

ke  was  called  m  derision  ''  tbe  Green  Knight/*    Altbongh  disgosted  witb  tbe  ingratin 

tode  of  tbose  on  wbose  side  be  fought,  Gascoigne  still  retained  his  comałssion*  till  the 

prince  coming  penonally  to  tbe  siege  of  Middleburg,  gave  him  an  opportunity  of  dis- 

phying  bis  seal  and  courage,  when  tbe  prinoe  rewarded  iiim  with  duo  gnilders'  beyond 

Im  rq|«lar  pay,  and  a  promise  of  futurę  pronotiiHi.    He  was,  bowever«  snrprised 

sooii  after  by  3000  Spaniards  when  conunanding,  under  caf>tain  Sbefiiełd>  590  Engli^- 

BMn  brteiy  bmded,  and  retired  in  good  order,  at  night,  under  the  waib  of  Leyden. 

The  jealonsy  of  tbe  Dutch  was  tben  openly  dispbiyed  by  their  refiisuig  to  open  their 

gates;  our  nśUtaiy  bard  with  his  band  were  in  consequence  madę  captiyes.    At  the 

eipiratioo  of  twehe  days  bb  men  wenę  released,  and  tbe  officers,  aAer  an  imprison* 

Bwnt  of  four  montbs,  weie  sent  back  to  England**' 

Tbcse  particulan,  so  accunitely  gkaned  from  bb  works  by  tbe  iotelligent  correspon- 
dent  of  tbe  Ceosata  Łiteraria*,  are  confirmed  in  soaie  measure  by  tbe  information  bo 
g«ve  to  Wbetatooe.  In  tbb  be  ad^erts  to  bb  beroic  spirit  in  Toluntaering  bb  senricea 
for  tbe  Dvtcb,  appeais  to  **  his  slender  gabe,"  as  a,  proof  wbat  liltle  share  «varice.  bad 
in  bb  condnct,  and  insimiates  tbat  after  he 

"  Cacht  by  sly  hap,  ia  priton  Tile  wm  popt,** 

his  Kfe  would  bave  been  in  danger,  bad  be  not  exerted  bb  utmost  ełocpncoce  witb  bb 
fce,  wbich^  we  are  told,  he  was  enabled  to  do  by  bb  iamiiiarity  with  tbe  Łatin,  Itidian, 
FVeneh,  and  Puteb  languages^ 

Oa  bb  return  to  Eagland,  he  lesided  partly  in  Gray's  Inn,  and  paitiy  at  Wałtham* 
itowe.  In  bb  Flowers  be  mfoms  us,  tbat  be  bad,  in  tbe  midst  of  Ibs  youtb,  deter« 
miiied  to  abandon  all  ▼ain  deltghts,  and  to  retuni  to  Gfuy^s  Im,  there  to  undertaka 
9gam  tbe  study  of  tbe  oommon  law;  and  ^at  at  tbe  reąuest  of  fi?e  gentłenen  of  tbe 
1dO|  namely,  Francis  and  Antbony  Kinwelmersb,  Messrs.  Yaugban,  Nevile,  and  Courtop, 
be  wrote  wbat  be  calls  bb  Memoiies.    These  tasks,  bowever,  raay  bave  been  per- 

*  Vol.  I.  p.  J09.  &c    C. 

*  Itt  the  dedication  of  the  Hermitfs  Tale  to  qiieen  Elizabeth,  hereafter  mentioned,  be  laya,  **  Such 
rtalUn  aą  I  ha^e  learned  in  London,  and  such  Łatin  as  1  Ibrgot  at  pambridge,  such  Frencfa  as  J  bor- 
rowed  in  Holland,  and  such  En; lish  as  1  stole  in  Westmoreland,  eren  such  and  no  better  faave  i  berę 
poared  before  you.**  From  this  last  espression,  the  writer  of  hii  lift;  in  the  Censara  thinl;i  he  may 
btve  been  a  natiye  of  Westmoreland.    C 
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fonaed  M  tD  earikr  period  of  life,  if  it  can  be  proved  that  he  łeft  the  Inn  twkebefar 
tłiifl  thie;  but  his  generał  design  now  was  to  trust  to  bis  wit,  juid  to  *'  ope  tbe  wiadon 
of  bis  Muse;"  in  otfaer  words,  to  publish  bis  early  poems^  and  those  other  mńB, 
written  in  hu  morę  serioos  moments,  thilt  were  intended  to  counteract  tbe  liceotiiNii 
tendency  of  bis  amatory  verBes.  As  a  generał  apology  for  the  latter,  he  aaaerts  dat 
tbey  **  do  showe 

^  '*  The  woes  of  Iotc,  Imt  not  the  wayes  to  lore.'' 

In  tlie  summer  of  1575,  be  accompanied  queen  Ełisal>eth  in  one  of  ber  statdypnh 
gresseSy  and  wrote  for  ber  amusement,  in  the  montb  of  Jnly»  a  kiod  of  maak,  eotilU 
Tbe  Princely  Pleasures  of  Kenelworth  Castle^.  Some  of  tbe  verse»  were  not  mtj 
written,  but  spoke  by  łiim  on  thb  occasion;  but  the  wbole  of  tlie  eatertaiimicit» 
owing  to  the  nnfavourable  weatber,  was  not  performed.  This  piece  was  first  pńafced  Ib 
the  pbstbumoos  edition  of  hb  works. 

On  hb  return  fiom  thb  progress^  hb  principal  residence,  wliile  preparing  hit  iwh, 
was  at  Wałtbaatttowe*  Herę,  it  appears  by  Whetstone*s  account,  be  wrote  Tke  Steek 
OlasM,  Tbe  Glass  of  jGoTeniment,  The  Delicate  Diet,  a  Book  of  Huntkig\  and  ik 
Doom's  Day  Drum,  which  last  was  not  publisbed  until  after  hb  deatb*  Ue  left  oAcr 
pieces  bdimd  bim,  soaM  of  which  were  alterwards  printed  in  various  coUectiaM,  UA 
withottt  łib  name. 

Altlioogb  he  eiijoyed  tbe  esteem  of  many  of  łib  poeticał  contemporaries,  and  the 
patronage  of  lord  Grey  of  Wilton,  the  earł  of  Bedford,  sir  Wałter  Bawieigh,  vi 
other  persons  of  disdnction,  yet  during  thb  period.he  complains  bitteriy  of  wfaat  poeti 
in  all  ages  have  felt,  the  envy  of  rivals  and  the  nialevplence  of  critics,  and  seens  to 
kitiniate  tlnt,  althougb  he  apparently  borę  thb  treatment  with  patieace,  yet  it  ioses- 
sibly  wore  him  out,  and  brought  on  a  łMKifly  distemper  which  hb  physkaans  coold  not 
CUM.  In  ałl  bb  publications,  he  takes  every  opportunity  to  introduoe  and  bevaii  tbe 
errors  of  hb  yonth,  and  to  atone  for  any  injury,  reał  or  supposed,  which  miglit  litve 
aocnied  to  Ihe  public  from  a  perusał  of  hb  early  poems,  in  wliich,  bowe?er,  the  pro- 
portion  of  indełicate  thonghts  b  surely  not  ^ery  great. 

Hb  biographers,  Mlowing  the  Osibrd  historian,  bave  liitherto  placed  hb  demite  it 
Walthamstowe  in  tbe  year  1578 ;  but  Whetstone,  on  whom  we  can  morę  certaioly  rdjr 
intofim  us  that  Iw  died  at  Stamford  in  Lincołnsbire,  Oct.  7, 1577.  He  bad  perittps 
taken  a  jouniey  to  thb  place  for  change  of  air,  accompanied  by  bb  inend  Whetstose, 
wlio  was  with  him  when  be  died,  so  całmly  that  tbe  moment  of  hb  dqiarture  was  aot 
perceivęd.  He  łeft  a  wife  aadlson  t>eliind  him,  whom  be  recommended  to  the  Ubeiali- 
ty  of  the  queen»  whether  suocessfułły,  or  what  l>ecame  of  tbem,  cannot  now  be 
lmown«  The  registcn  of  Stanford  and  of  Walthamstowe  bave  been  eiamioed  witboot 
Sttccess^ 

.  Altliobgh  hb  age  b  not  mentioned  by  any  of.  hb  lMograpbers>  yet  from  nńons  ex- 
presdons  in  bb  works,  it  may  l>e  coąjectured  that  it  did  not  exceed  forty  yearsy  and 

^  See  nuLoy  curioarpaiticttlari  of  this  entertaiDment  ia  Ńichols'  Progrestes  of  2ueen  EIixab*tbf 
▼ol.  I.    C. 
s  This  is  not  known.    He  has  eommeodatoiy  yeises  hefore  Tuiberrile^  Ait  of  Yeiierie*   C. 
*  By  the  author  of  his  life  in  the  Censnra  literaria.    C 
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«v€ti  a  mnch  shorter  period  might  be  fined  upon  mth  greęt  probabilifty<  His  stay  at 
Cambridge  was  perhap»  not  long;  in  1566%  when  his  comedyof  the  Supposes  was 
acted  at  Gray^s  Ino,  he  was  denominated  one  af  the  students.  In  one  of  his  prefaoes, 
he  calls  himsdf  of  middle  age;  his  esploits  in  the  army  are  consbtent  with  the  priroe  of 
Ufe;  and  it  is  ceitain  that  he  did  not  8urvive  these  above  five  years. 

As  the  editions  of  Gascoigne's  works  are  all  eitremely  scarce,  and  ofken  imperfect, 
it  may  be  necessary  to  give  a  morę  particular  accoont  of  them  tban  has  yet  been 
publisfaed. 

Tli€  first,  and  by  far  the  most  rare  edition  of  Gascoigne's  works>  is  a  ąnarto  volume 
printed  m  1573,.  and  entitled  ''  A  Hundieth  sundrie  Flowres  boonde  vp  in  one  smali 
Poeaie.  Oathered  partely  (by  translation)  in  the  fyne  ouilandi$h  Gardins  of  £uripidęs» 
Ouid,  Petrarke,  Ariosto,  and  otliers:  and  partly  by  inuention,  oat  of  our  owne 
friulefull  Ofchardes  in  Englande:  Yelding  sundrie  sweete  sauors  of  Tragjcal,  Comicab 
and  Morall  Discourses,  bothe  pleasaont,  and  profitable  to  the  well  smellyng  noses  of 
feurned  Readers.  Meritum  petere;  graue.  At  London^  Imprinted  for  Richarde 
Smith/' 

This  ▼olome  contains,  *'  First  an  excellente  and  pleasante  Comedie  entituled  Sup- 
poses. The  second,  the  woiiill  tragedie  of  Jocasta,  conteining  the  vtter  subueraion  of 
Thebes.  Thirdly,  a  pleasant  disconrse  of  the  aduentnres  of  master  F.  J.  conteyning 
eicellent  letters,  sonets,  Lays,  Ballets,  Rondlets,  Yerlays  and  yerses.  Fourthly^  diuers 
ezceilent  deuises  of  sundry  Gentlemen.  Fifthły,  certayne  deuises  of  m9ster  Gascoyne, 
conteyning  his  anothamie>  his  arrignement,  hb  prayse  of  mistresse  Bridges  now  Lady 
Sands,  tben  his  praise  of  Zouche  late  the  lady  Grey  of  Wilton.  Gascoyne  his  passion; 
Ubell  of  diuorce;  praise  of  his  mistresse;  LuUabie;  Recantation;  five  notable  deuises 
opon  iine  sundry  theames  giuen  to  him  by  fiue  sundiy  Gentlemen  in  fiue  sundry  meet- 
ers;  gloze  Tpon  Daminui  iu  opui  hdbet;  good  monrowe;  good  night;  counsell  to 
I>oug]as  Diue;  counsell  to  Bartholomew  Wythipole;  Epitaph  vpon  Captaine  Bour- 
cher  lately  siayne  in  Zelande,  called  the  tale  of  the  stone;  deuise  of  a  maskę;  wod- 
manship;  gardening;  lastvoyageinto  Holland  inMarćhe;  Lastly  the  dolorous  discourse 
of  Dan  Bartholomew  of  Bathe,  wherin  is  conteyned  hb  triumphes,  his  discourse  of 
loue,  his  extreme  passion^  his  libell  of  request  to  Care,  his  kst  will  and  testament,  his 
iarewel;  Last  of  all  the  reporter  V' 

Of  this  Tery  rare  edition,  only  two  perfect  copies  are  known,  one  which  was  in  Mr« 
Steevens's  collection,  and  a  second  in  Emanuel  college  library^  placed  there  probably 
by  Dr.  Farmer;  a  third>  now  before  the  editor,  is  the  property  of  Thomas  Hill,  esą. 
and  was  completed  by  manuscript  from  Dr.  FarmePs  copy.  Mr.  Steeveiu's  account  of 
it  was,  that  it  differed  Tery  materiaily  firom  its  successor  m  1587>  and  contained  several 
pieces  not  to  be  found  in  it :  it  was,  in  sliort,  an  uAchasiised  work,  published,  as  it  should 
teeni,  witbont  the  formal  consent  of  Gascoigne,  though  not  perkaps  without  his  con- 
oivance.  The  pages  in  all  the  copies  extant  break  off  abniptly  at  l64,  aad  recom- 
menceat  201. 

**  It  appeom  from  the  records  of  Oray'8  Inn,  that  in  1565  Geoiige  Oascpłgne  being  caUed  an  An* 
cienty  paid  his  fioes  for  the  yacations  past,  to  complete  the  number  of  nine  Tacations  reąoired  by 
the  !(tatutes  of  the  socicty.  If  thia  was  the  poet,  which  is  yery  probabłe,  his  purspit  of  his  studies 
atnst,  at  this  Ume,  ha^e  been  serioas.    See  Malcohn'8  Lond.  Rediv.  voK  II.  p.  S46. 

*  Ariosto  allegortzed,  a  sbort  piece,  not  Tery  delicatei  is  the  pnly  omtssion  I  can  discoTer  in  the 
"*itqnent  editions.    C. 
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It  appearsy  howeiFer,  from  his  *'  l^ittle  to  Ae  Reveread  Dimes,"  pk^fised  te  tbe 
edition  of  1575,  that  łie  madę  a  pMsent  of  the  pieces  in  this  Yolume  to  his  puUisber, 
and  was  not  uawiMmg  the  same  should  be  imfirinted  for  Tarioiis  leasons  which  the 
reader  may  perase  in  tliat  epistle.  As  to  Ibe  intermption  in  the  paging,  althougfa  it 
seems  to  indicate  tlie  eanoelting  of  aome  pait,  3fet  the  malter  and  Biiittber  «f  dw  pę^ 
accords  with  tbe  talbk  of  coatents  and  the  list  of  the  ertatą,  which  nins  Itmn  folio  l63 
to  906:  Mr.  H<iit>eH^  luppesition  th«t  aKIferent  printers  weK  empłoyed,  will  nol  sc- 
counl  for  so  large  an  omission. 

The  second  edition  fis  cntitled  "  The  Fotka  of  Gtorętt  Oascoisne  Eaąuire.    Cbr- 
rected,  periected,  and  augmented  by  Ibe  Aiitfaoor,  1575.    Tam  M»ii,  ptam  Motrnn.- 
Imprinted  at  London  by  H.  Bynnenan  idt  Richard  Smith/'    This  b^gibs  widi  a 
dedication  to  the  reverend  di^uies,  in  dcfenoe  of  fab  fonner  publication.    An  addies 
to  young  gendemeni  and  an  adyertiseaMnt  to  the  readers  generałfy;  and  cootnu^ 
after  many  commendatory  yerses,  *<  FLOWfiBS,  viz.  The  Anotanńe  of  a  Lduer;  the 
arraignemente  of  a  Loaer;  the  pasabns  of  a  Loner;  the  dinorce  of  a  IjOd^;  the 
Lullabie  of  a  Louer;  the  iamentation  of  a  Loaer;  the  lookes  of  a  Louer  enamoitd; 
the  lo<^efl  ći  a  Loner  foradcen;  the  recantation  of  a  Louer;  praise  of  kdy  Saads; 
praiae  of  lady  Grey ;  -praise  of  the  anthor's  mistresse;  Oasooigas  good  nMirrowo— good 
night— I>e  Prę/imi»<-aienorie8 — an  £pitaph  upon  Captame  fiaittefaer;  a  deoise  af  a 
Maskę;  the  refiisaU  of  a  Loner;  pryde  in  Coutt;  Diespised  thiogs  may  bne;  in  tnist ii 
treason;  the  conftanck  of  a  Louer;  the  fnite  of  Foes;  a  Louer  once  wamed  and  tnioe 
taken;  a  Loner  encoraged  by  fbrmer  eiamples;  the  Historie  of  Dan  Bartholomewe  ef 
Bathe ;  the  Ihites  of  Warre.    H£ARB£S,  containiog  The  Cooiedy  eaMed  Supposes; 
The  Tragedie  caiied  Jocasta ;  the  fruite  «Qf  R^conciliation ;  the  fórce  of  tme  Frendakip; 
Ihe  fbrce  of  loue  in  atarangers;  the  praise  of  brownc  beantie;  the  Paitricfa  and  the 
Meriyn;  tbe  vertue  of  Ver;  the  oomplainte  of  a  Damę  m  absenct;  tbe  piaise  of  a 
Conntesse;  tbe«fiection  of  a  louer;  the  oompiaint  of  a  Damę  sn^peded;  a  riddle;  ^ 
AAM  of  Łona;  the  gloae  upon  Domnws  w  ojms  habd;  Oascoigoes  counsel  to  Dioe^ 
Gonnsel  to  Wythipole---wodmaa8hip----gardeańig8--^oiiniey  inio  HoUande.    WE£DE6» 
eontaming,  The  finite  of  Fetters;  the  oompla^t  of  the  gre^n  Knight  j  the  Aieiicl  to 
Fan8ie;..the  faMe  of  Ferdiaando  Jeroańai  aod  Łeonota  de  Yehttco;  the  praise  of  a 
Gentlewoman  neither  fair  nor  wel  favoured;  the  praise  of  PhiHtp  Spairowe;  Ftewcł 
with  a  mischief ;  tbe  doaie  of  disdaiae;  Mara  in  deq[>ite  of  Vułcane;  Patienee  per- 
force;  a  l^er  for  a  yoog  louer;  Dauid  sahiteth  Bersabe;  Sonę  acąilainted,  sonę  for- 
gotten;''  and  an  artićle  not  noticed  m  the  tabk  of  contents,  entitled  **  Certayae  aates 
of  Instniction  concermng  the  making  of  yerse  or  ryme  in  Enghah,  written  at  the  reąoest 
of  Master  Edouardo  Donati/'    In  this  edition  the  pages  of  the  Flowers  mn  firom  1  to 
149,  and  Hearbes  from  1  to  290.    The  Certayne  Notes  of  Instruction  which  coo- 
dude  the  Tolnme  are  not  paged. 

In  this  edition,  it  is  morę  wateńal  to  notioe  that  F.  I.  or  Fteeman  Jones,  if  altand  ta 
Ferdmando  Jeronimi ;  Elinor  to  Leonora  de  Yelasco,  Fraunces  into  Frandachmi;  aad 
the  signatured  initials  of  G.  T.  &c.  are  wholly  omitted. 

These  are  the  only  editions  of  Oascoigne^s  poetry  coUected  in  his  life-time,  altbough 
Herbert,  p.  1077)  notioes  ao  edition  printed  in  1575,  for  Christopher  Barker. 

His  separate  publications  appeared  in  the  years  1575  and  1576.  The  first  was  '*  Tbe 
Glasse  of  Gouernement.  A  Tragical  Comedie  so  entituled,  bycause  therdn  are  haodled 
aswell  the  rewardes  for  Yertues^  as  also  the  ponishment  fbr  ^ces.    Done  by  Geoiip 
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Gtact^ne  Efląuire,  1575.  Bleased  are  Ihey  tbat  feare  the  Łorde,  tbek  diildren  shalbe 
•ft  the  btaDdies  of  Oliue  trees  romide  about  their  table.  Seen  and  allowed,  according 
to  the  order  appointed  in  the  Queeiie8  majesties  iniunctions.  Imprinted  at  London  for 
C.  Barker.*'  According  to  Herbert,  there  wa»  a  seoond  edition  of  tb»  piece  in  tbe 
trama  year.  The  dedicatioo  noticed,  by  Herbert,  ia  these  editions,  to  sir  Owen  Upton,  is 
wanting  in  the  copy  now  before  me. 

The  Steele  Ghis  was  published  in  1576,  *^  A  Satyrę  compiled  by  Georga  Gascoigne 
Eaąniie,  togither  with  The  Complamt  of  Phylomene.  An  Elegie  deuised  by  the  flaine 
Antiior.  Tam  Marti,  guam  Mercurio.  Frinted  for  Richard  Smith."  In  the  title  is  aa 
Ofiismental  wooden  cut,  representing  Time  drawing  the  figurę  of  Truth  out  of  a  pit  or 
caTem*  with  this  legend,  oceuLTA  tbritas  tbmpobb  patbt.  Dr.  Peccy,  in  whose 
ltelique9y  Book  III.  Vol.  2.  this  device  is  copied,  with  some  variations,  obsenres  that  ^^  it 
U  not  improbable  but  the  accidental  sight  of  this,  or  some  other  title  page  containing  the 
aame  devioe,  soggested  to  Rnbens  that  well-known  design  of  a  similar  kmd,  whi<i  he 
bas  inttfMinoed  into  the  Luxembttig  galleiy  (Le  Teras  decoune  La  Yerite),  and  wUch. 
llMB  been  ao  justly  censured  for  the  unnatural  manner  of  its  esecutton.*'  On  the  fanek 
of  tłit  title  is  Gascoigne's  portrait  in  armour,  ruff,  laige  beard;  oo  his  nghjt  band  a 
muuket  and  bandałeers;  on  his  left,  books,  &c.  and  ondemeath  his  motto  Tam  Marti, 
Itc.    Thb  edition  of  the  Steele  Glas  is  eitremely  rare,  and  with  the  portrait^  yet  morę 


Ib  the  same  year  be  published  '^  A  Delicate  Diet  for  daintie  monthde  Dronnkards: 
wherein  the  fowle  abuse  of  common  carowsing  and  qua8Kng  with  heartie  draughtes  ia 
hooeatly  admonbhed.''  Imprinted  Aug.  22, 15769  on  three  sheets,  o€tavo.  This  prose 
tcact  was  lately  republished  by  Mr.  Waldron,  in  his  Literary  Museum,  froro  a  copy,  the 
only  one  known,  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Steevens.  The  Dedication  to  "  the  Right 
Woiahipfiill  his  singuler  good  firiend  Lewes  Dyve  of  Broomcham^  in  the  Countie  of 
Bedlbrde,  Esąuyer*'  is  dated  Aug.  10,  1576:  it  is  partly  a  tiansbition  fróm  St.  Au- 
gusline,  and  partly  compiled  irom  other  authors^  with  a  view  to  prove  the  proposition, 
that  **  ail  droonkardes  are  b^tes.'' 

The  Hermits  tale,  at  Woodstock,  1575,  is  printed  in  Mr.  Nlchols's  Progresses  of 
Queen. Elizabeth,  firom  a  mannscript  in  the  Biitish  Museum.  Mr.  Andrews,  in  his 
Continiiation  of  Dr.  Henry^s  history,  has  the  fbllowing  notę ;  <<  The  poet  Gascoigne, 
as  he  draws  his  own  pictnre,  presenting  his  book  to  Elizabeth,  has  a  pen  for  an  ear 
omaaaBt,  and  thus  he  sings, 

<<  Beholdc,  good  queene|  a  poett  with  a  tpeare, 
(Straunge  sightes  well  mark*d  are  underetode  the  better) 
A  soldier  armde  with  pengyle  i  u  bis  e^re, 
With  pen  to  6ghte,  and  sworde  to  write  a  letter. 

Frontispiece  to  Gaicoigiie'8  Translafcion  of ''The  Heremyte.^ 

f 
* 

Some  Tcrses  of  Gascoigne^s  are  prefixed  to  Cardanus  comforte,  1576;  Ho]]^band's 
**  Fkench  littleton;''  Sir  Humphrey  Gilberfs  **  Discourse  of  a  DiscoYerie  of  a  new 
Passage  to  Catheia,'^  and  probably  to  other  works  of  contempc^raries. 

The  only  posthumous  work  of  our  author,  published  in  1586,  u  entitled  <'The 
Droome  of  Doomes  Day. '  Wherein  the  frailties  and  miseries  of  mans  life  are  lively 
poftrayed  and  learnedly  set  forth.    Deuided  as  appeareth  in  the  Page  aest  foUowing. 
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Translated  aud  collected  by  George  Gaseoigne  £squyre.  Tam  Marti  ęuam  Menmi, 
At  London,  Imprinted  by  John  Windct,  for  Gabriel  Cawood:  dwełliog  m  Pteks 
Churchyard,  at  tbe  signeof  the  Holy  Gbost,  1586.'*  The  division  <*  od  the  Page  neit 
following/*  or  back  of  the  title,  will  głve  the  reader  an  outiine  of  this  woi^.  **  This 
work  is  deuided  into  three  imrtes,  the  first  whereof  u  entituled,  Tke  View  <f  uwrU^ 
Yaiiities,  £xhorti]ig  us  to  contempne,  all  pompes,  pleasures,  delights  and  Yanitiesof  tfak 
life.  And  the  second  part  is  named^  The  shame  of  sinne,  Displaying  and  hying  open 
the  buge  greatnesse  and  enormities  of  the  same,  by  sondrie  good  esamples  and  coai- 
parisons.  And  the  third  part  ia  called,  The  NeedeU  Eye^  Wherein  wee  are  taoglit 
the  right  roles  of  a  tnie  Christian  life^  and  the  straight  passage  vnto  eneriastiug  felkide. 
Hereunto  is  added  a  priuate  Letter,  the  which  doth  teach  remedies  against  the  bitter- 
nesse  of  Death."  In  the  dedication  to  his  patron  the  earl  of  Bedford,  we  are  infermed 
tbat  this  woik  is  principally  a  translation  from  an  old  Yolume  be  found  in  his  libraiy; 
which  wanting  tlie  beginning  and  end,  he  coold  not  asoertain  the  author'8  oame;  tlnt 
be  was  prompted  to  translate,  arrange  and  pabliah  tbe  same,  partly  to  atone  for 
pent  time,  and  partly  in  conseąuence  of  the  suggestion  of  a  fiiend,  who,  after  alk 
bb  poetry  its  fuU  merit,  said  **  hee  woulde  like  the  gardiner  imich  better  if  be  would 
employ  his  spade  in  no  worse  ground,  then  either  diumitie  or  morai  pbiloaophie."  Tbe 
dedication  iś  dated  <<  From  my  lodging  where  I  finisbed  this  trauaile  in  weake  plight  for 
health  &s  your  good  Lordshippe  well  knoweth  thb  2  of  Maye,  ]  576."  Tbe  private  łetter 
at  tlie  end  of  the  work,*  teaching  remedies  against  the  fear  of  death,  is  said  to  have  beeo 
written  by  J.  P.  to  his  iamiłiar  friende  G.  P. 

In  1587»  the  third,  and  most  complete  edition  of  his  works  was  published,  nnder  tke 
title  of  '<The  whole  woorkes  of  George  Gascoigne  Esąuire:  Newlye  compyled  iitfa 
one  Yolume,  Tbat  is  to  say :  His  Flowers,  Hearbes,  Weedes,  the  Fniites  of  warre,  the 
Comedie  called  Supposes,  the  Tragedie  of  Jocasta,  the  Steele  Glaase,  the  comphint  of 
Phylomene,  tbe  Storie  of  Ferdinandd  Jeronimi,  and  tbe  pleasure  at  Kenelworth  Castle. 
London,  Imprinted  by  Abell  Jefies,  dweliing  m  the  Fore  Streete,  without  Creqil^fe, 
neere  imto  Grubstreete,**  smali  ąuarto,  b.  1.  This  is  an  uniform  edition  of  the  pieces 
mentioned,  and  may  be  reckoned  tbe  best,  escept  tbat  the  errora  pointed  out  ia  tbe 
fbrmer  editions  are  not  corrected  m  this. 

The  testknonies  to  Gascoigne'8  inerit  by  his  contemporaries  are  ao  numerans,  that  wt 
are  at  a  loss  to  know  wbo  tboae  enemies  were,  and  what  their  noabeia  and  foi«e,  whidi 
gave  Gascoigne  tbat  uneasiness  of  wbich  be  complains  widi  all  the  bitteniess  of  wounded 
sensibiiity.  Besides  the  eulogies  prefised  to  his  works,  he  is  celebrated  by  Gabriel 
IIervey  as  one  of  the  Englisb  poets  wbo  bave  written  in  praise  of  women. 

Cbauceni8que  adsit.  Sarreuis  et  inclytus  adsit 
Oa>ooignoqu6  a]iqaii  git,  mea  Corda  lociu^. 

Arthur  HaD,  in  tbe  dedication  prefized  to  bis  Translation  of  Ten  Books  of  Homer, 
compliments  "  tbe  pretie  pythie  Conoeits  of  M.  Geoige  Gascoygne."  Thomas  Nasb, 
m  his  Addiess  to  Gentlemen  Students,  prefiied  to  Green's  Arcadia,  says,  "  Wbo  eocr 
my  priuate  opinion  condemneth  as  fauitie,  Maister  Gascoigne  b  not  to  be  abridged  of 
bis  deaerued  esteeme,  wbo  first  beate  the  path  to  that  perfection  wbich  our  best  pocls 

•  Ontidatwneg  Yaldinenses,  Edit  Biaoeman,  1578,  4to.  Ub.  IV.  p.  S3.    C, 
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iiaiie  mpiwd  to  ainoe  his  depaiture,  wbereto  hee  did  asceiid,  by  eompariog  the  Italiao 
^ritfa  the  Bigfish,  as  Tully  did  OraBca  cum  Latinis.'' 

This  teśóaumjf  it  is  obser^ed  by  a  writer  in  the  Censun  Lkeraria,  will  be  safiicktft 
to  olmate  Mr.  PttriL's  sospicion  tbat  Nash  intended  to  satirise  Gascoigoe  in  his  Pierce 
Pemulessey  as  ^^  the  greasy  soo  of  a  dothier/  On  examiniiig  the  passage  in  Nash 
wkenoe  this  siispicioD  seems  to  anse,  I  find  that  the  principal  ground  is  the  ąuotation  of 
<}a8ooigiie*s  motto  Tam  Marti  quam  Mercurio,  No  other  particular  stated  can  apply  to 
Gasco^ne,  if  the  accoont  we  have  been  able  to  fiirnish  be  accurate;  but  as  to  the 
iBottOj  it  18  well  koowD  that  after  Gascoigne's  death  it  was  used  by«  or  appropriated  to 
lus  <^d  fńend  sir  Walter  Raldgh,  who  migfat,  and  perhaps  witb  as  little  reason,  be  the 
object  of  Nash'8  coarse  abnse. 

Webbe,  in  his  discourse  of  £^lish  Poetrie,  1586>  mentions  Gascoigne  '^  as  painful  a 
sołdier  m  the  affiiirs  of  his  prince  and  country  as  he  was  a  witty  poet  in  his  writing;'* 
and  Puttenkun  gives  the  prize  to  him  for  *'  a  good  meter  and  for  a  plentifu^  vayne.*' 
SoltoB  oniy,  in  his  HypercritiGa,  contents  himself  with  the  sparing  notice  that  **•  among 
tłie  lesser  poets,  George  Ga8coigne*s  works  may  be  endured.** 

If  we  consider  the  generał  merit  of  the  poets  in  the  early  part  of  theElizabethan  period/^ 
it  wiU  probably  appear  that  the  extreme  nirity  of  Gaseoigne^s  works  has  been  the  chief 
cause  of  his  being  so  much  neglected  by  modem  readers.  In  smoothness  and  harmony 
of  Terafication  he  yieids  to  no  poet  of  his  own  time,  when  these  ąualities  were  very 
coramon;  but  his  higher  merit  is,  that  in  every  thing  be  discoyera  the  powers  and  in- 
veDtion  of  a  poet,  a  warmth  ofjentim^t  tender  and  natural,  and  a  fertility  of  lancy, 
altbough  not  always  free  from  the  conceits  of  the  Italian  school.  As  a  'satirist,  if 
nothing  remained  but  bis  Stede  Glass,  he  may  be  reckoned  one  of  the  first.^  There  b  a 
▼ein  of  sly  sarcasm  in  this  piece,  whicb  appears  to  me  to  be  originai;  and  his  intimate 
imowledge  of  mankind,  acquired  indeed  at  the  expenee  probably  of  beaith  and 
certainly  of  comfort  and  independence,  enabled  him  to  give  a  morę  curious  picture  of 
the  dress,  manners,  amusements,  and  foUies  of  the  times  than  we  meet  witb  in  almost 
aoy  other  author. 

To  point  4>ut  the  individiial  beanties  of  his  miscellaneous  pieces,  afier  the  ^Mcimens 
cshibiled  by  Mrs.  Cooper,  Messrs.  Percy,  Warton,  Headley,  and  Ellis,  would  be  un- 
oeoessary;  but  there  are  three  respects  in  which  his  daims  to  originality  require  to  be 
noticed  as  seras  in  a  history  of  pbetry.  JHis  Stede  Glass  is  among  the  first  spedmens  of 
Mank  ver8e  in  onr  language;  hb  Jocasta  is  the  second  theatrical  piece  written  in  that 
measure;  and  his  Supposes  is  the  fint  comedy  written  in  pro8e.|  In  his  Jocasta,  which 
is  partly  paraphrased  and  partly  abridged  from  the  Phoenissae  of  Euripides,  he  was 
asaisted  by  his  fdlow-student  of  Gray's  Inn,  Frands  Kinwelmersh,  who  translated  the 
first  and  fourth  acts.  Mr.  Warton,  who  has  given  an  account  of  this  play,  in  the  third 
Tolome  of  the  History  of  Poetry,  remarks  that  *'  so  sudden  were  the  changes  or  the  re- 
finements  of  our  kuiguage,  that  in  the  second  edition  of  this  play,  printed  again  with 
Gascoigne*8  poems  in  1587»  it  was  thougfat  necessary  to  affix  margmal  explanations  of 
many  words,  not  long  before  in  common  use,  but  now  beconie  obsolete  and  unin- 
teUigible.*'  Iliese  obsolete  words,  however,  were  explained  in  the  second  edition  of  our 
aothor'8  worib%  printed  in  1575,  which  Mr«  Warton  had  probably  not  seen. 

Shakq)eare'8  obligations  to  the  Supposes  have  been  stated  by  Mr.  Warton  and  Dr. 
Fanner}  by  the  former  in  his  History  of  Poetry,  and  by  the  latter  in  the  notes  on  th# 
Taffling  of  a  Shrew,  in  Johnson  and  Steeyens"  edition  of  Sfaakspeare. 


Ś. 
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It  remaiiu  yet  to  be  noticed,  that  there  is  in  the  Britiah  M useum  m  poem  wiittea  hj 
our  author  which  has  not  been  added  to  his  worka:  it  is  entitled  The  Gricf  of 
Joy,  Certeyne  Elegies,  wherein  the  doubtful  Delightes  of  Manes  Lyfe  aie  dispłaieiL 
Writtea  to  the  Qiieenes  most  escełlent  Miyestie,  157&  Mr.  Bćioc  has  printod  the 
dedicatioD,  asd  a  specimen  of  this  poem  in  his  Aoeodotes  of  Literatim  and  acnoc 
Books;  and  most  readers  will  probabfy  tlimk  that  morę  is  unnaeeasary. 


A  REMEMBRAYNCE 

of  the  wel  imployed  li&,  and  godly  end  of 

Oborge  Gaskoione  Esąoire,  who 

dęceasied  at  Stalmford  in  Lin- 

colne  Shire  the  7  of  October 

1577 
Tbe  reporte  of  Gbob.  Whbtstons 

Geot.  an  eye  witnes  of  his 

Godly  aad  eharitable 

end  in  this  world. 

Fomut  nuUa  Fides 

IMPRINTED  AT  LON- 

doir  for  Edward  Aggas,  dwelling 

in  Pauls  Churchyard  and 

are  tbere  to  be  soide. 


The  we]  imployed  life,  and  godly  end  of 
G.  Gascoigne,  Esąuire. 

Ajsd  is  there  noue,  wil  help  to  tel  my  tale, 
Who  (ah)  in  helth,  a  thousand  plaints  have  shone? 
teeles  all  men  joy  i  t3  no  m2  skil  of  bale '  ? 

0  yes  I  aee,  a  comfórt  in  my  monę. 

help  me  good  George,  my  Iife  and  death  to  touch 
some  man  for  thee  may  one  day  doo  as  much. 

Thou  seest  my  death,  and  long  my  Iife  didst  knowe, 
my  Iife;  nay  death,  to  live  I  now  begin: 
Bat  some  wil  say,  Durus  tzt  hie  fermo, 
Tis  bard  indeed,  for  such  as  feed  on  sin. 
Yet  trust  me  frends  (though  flesh  doth  hardly  bow) 

1  am  resoWd,  I  Dever  yy*d  til  now. 

And  on  what  cause,  in  order  AbH  ensoe, 
My  worldly  hfe  (b  first)  must  play  his  parte : 
lYhose  tale  atCend,  for  once  the  same  is  tnie, 
Yea  Whetston  thoa,  has  knowen  my  hidden  hart 
And  therefore  I  coiyure  thee  to  defend : 
(When  I  am  dead)  my  Iife  and  godly  end. 


■  1  taśf^ei  munt  iiMcciiTacy  in  tnasoriWog  this  Um«    C  > 

i 
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first  of  my  life,  wliidi  some  (amia)  did  kiiow0, 
I  leve  minę  armes,  my  acts  ahall  blase  tbe  same 
Yet  OD  a  tborne,  a  grapę  will  neyer  growe, 
no  morę  a  churle,  dooth  breed  a  childe  of  fiuie. 
but  (for  my  birtb)  my  birth  light  was  not  great 
my  iather  did,  his  forward  sonoe  defeat^. 

Tfais  froward  deed,  cookl  scaroe  my  hart  dismay^ 

Yertue  (quod  I)  wil  see  I  shali  not  lacke: 

And  wel  I  wot  Domini  est  łerra, 

Beaides  my  wit  can  guide  me  from  a  wnuJc. 

Hius  finding  cause,  to  foster  hye  desire; 

I  dapt  on  cost  (a  help)  for  to  aspire. 

But  foolish  man  deckt  in  my  peGOck's  plumes, 
my  wanton  wil  comraaunded  strait  my  wit: 
Yea,  brainsick  I,  was  drunk  with  iandes  tumes^ 
But,  Nemo  sine  crimine  woii. 
for  he  tbat  findes  himself  from  vices  free 
I  give  him  lere,  to  throwe  a  stone  at  me. 

It  helps  my  praise,  that  I  my  fault  recite, 

The  lost  dieep  found,  the  feast  was  madę  for  joy: 

£vil  sets  out  good,  as  far  as  black  dooth  wbite. 

The  pure  delight,  b  drayned  from  anoy. 

But  (that  in  cheef  which  writers  should  respect) 

Trueth  is  the  garbe,  that  keepeth  men  unchedEt. 

And  for  a  trueth  begilde  with  self  conceit, 

I  thought  that  men  would  throwe  rewards  on  me 

But  as  a  fish  seld  bites  without  a  baight, 

So  nonę  unfoist^  mens  needs  will  hear  or  see. 

and begging sutes^  fromdunghil  thoughts  proeeed: 

the  mounting  minde^  had  rather  8terve  in  need. 

Wel  leavc  I  hear  of  thiiftles  wil  to  write, 
wit  fonnd  my  rents,  agrecd  not  with  my  charge: 
The  sweet  of  war,  sung  by  the  caix>et  knight, 
In  poste  hastę  theo  shipt  me  in  Yentures  barge 
These  lusty  limes,  samtce  we  (quod  I)  will  rust : 
That  pitee  were,  for  I  to  them  must  trust 

Wel  piastę  at  length,  among  the  drunken  Dutch, 
(though  rumours  lewd,  impayred  my  desert) 
I  boldely  vaunt,  the  blast  of  frunę  is  such, 
As  prooves  I  had  a  froward  sours  hart 

'*  *<  He  was  Sir  John  O.  loane  uid  heire  disiidisrfM.**    Marginil  noto  ta  tbe  Original.   Cl 
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My  slender  gaine  a  fuither  witnes  is: 

for  woorthiest  men,  the  spoiles  of  war  do  mii. 

Euen  there  the  man,  that  went  to  fight  for  pence, 

Cacht  by  sly  hap,  in  prisoD  Ttte  was  popt: 

Yea  had  not  woordes,  fought  for  my  Ihres  defence', 

for  all  my  bandu,  my  breth  had  there  been  stopt 

But  I  in  fine>  did  so  persuade  my  foe : 

As  (set  firee)  I  was  homewards  set  to  goe. 

Thus  wore  I  time,  tlie  welthier  not  a  whit, 

Yet  awckward  chance,  lackt  force  to  lieard  my  bope 

In  peace  (quod  I)  ile  trust  unto  my  wit, 

The  windowes  of  my  muse,  then  straight  I  ope 

and  first  I  showe,  the  travail  of  such  time: 

as  I  in  youth,  imployd  in  looving  rime. 

Some  straight.  way  said  (their  lungs  with  en^y  fiet) 
tliose  wanton  Uyes,  inductions  were  to  vice: 
Such  did  me  wrong,  for  Cc^od  nocełj  docet) 
onr  neyghboors  harms,  are  items  to  the  wise. 
And  surę  these  toyes,  do  showe  for  your  behoof : 
The  woes  of  loove,  and  not  the  wayes  to  loye. 

And  that  the  worlde  might  read  them  as  I  ment, 
I  left  Ihis  vaine,  to  path  the  vertuou8  waies: 
The  lewd  I  clieckt,  in  Olasof  goverment, 
And  (laboring  sti],  by  paines,  to  purchase  praise,) 
I  wrought  a  Ghisse,  wherin  eche  man  may  see 
Witfain  his  minde,  what  canckred  Yices  be. 

The  druncken  soule,  transformed  to  a  beast, 
my  diet  helps  a  man,  again  to  make. 
But  (that  which  should,  be  praisd  above  the  rest) 
My  Doomes  day  Drum  firom  sin  doeth  you  awake 
'    for  honest  sporte  which  doeth  refiresh  the  wit: 
I  haye  for  you  a  book  of  hunting  writ. 

These  few  books,  are  dayly  in  your  eyes, 
Parhaps  of  woorth,  my  famę  alive  to  keep: 
Yel  other  woorks  (I  ttilk)  of  morę  emprise, 
Coueht  dose  as  yet,  within  my  cofers  sleep. 
yea  til  I  dy,  nonę  shall  the  same  revele : 
So  men  wil  say ,  that  Gaśkoigii  wrote  of  zeak. 

>  <<  He  had  the  Latin,  Italian,  Frencb  and  Dutch  Isngoaget."    Małpimi  noti.    CL 
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0  EoTy  vile,  foałe  fali  thee  wretched  sot 
Thou  mortal  foe,  unto  the  forward  minde: 

1  cune  thee  wretch,  the  on\j  cause  God  wot, 
That  my  good  wil,  no  morę  account  did  finde. 
And  not  content,  tby  self  to  do  me  fear: 

Thou  nipst  my  hart»  with  Spight,  Sutpect  and  Care» 

And  first  of  spight  fonie  Envie8  poysoned  pye. 
To  Midas  eares,  this  as  hath  Lyntiiis  eyes: 
with  pamted  shewes,  he  heayes  himself  on  hie. 
fuli  oft  this  Dolte,  in  learned  authors  pries. 
But  as  the  Drone,  the  hony  hive  doth  rob : 
with  woorthy  books,  so  deaies  this  idle  lob. 

He  filcheth  tearms^  to  paint  a  pratling  tung, 
When  (God  he  knowes)  lie  kpows  not  what  be  saies 
And  lest  the  wise  should  finde  his  wit  but  yung, 
he  woorkes  all  means,  their  woorkes  for  to  dispraise. 
To  smooth  his  speech,  the  beast  this  patch  doth  crep 
he  shows  the  bad,  the  writers  mouthes  to  stop. 

Ye  woorse  thad  this,  he  dealeth  in  offence, 
(Ten  good  turnes,  he  with  silence  striketh  dead) 
A  slender  fault,  ten  times  beyond  pretence, 
This  wretched  spighł  in  every  place  doth  spread. 
And  with  his  breth,  the  Yiper  dooth  infect: 
The  hcarers  heads,  and  harts  with  false  suspect. 

Now  of  suspect:  the  propertie  to  showe, 
he  hides  his  dought,  yet  still  mistrusteth  morę: 
The  man  suspect,  is  so  debard  to  knowe, 
The  cause  and  cure  of  this  his  ranckling  sore. 
And  so  in  vain,  he  good  account  doeth  seek, 
who  by  this  Feinde,  is  brought  into  mislike. 

Now  hear  my  tale,  or  cause  wfaich  kild  my  hart, 
These  privy  foes,  to  tread  me  under  foot : 
My  tnie  intent,  with  fbrged  fanlts  did  thwait: 
80  that  I  found,  for  me  it  was  no  boot. 
to  woork  as  Bees,  from  weeds  with  hony  dnmes 
when  Spiders  tumd,  my  floweia  ifoto  baiies. 

When  my  plain  woords,  by  fooles  miscaiitred  wcie 
by  whose  fond  tales  reward  held  his  hands  btck 
To  quite  my  woorth,  a  cause  to  settle  cara 
within  my  brest^  who  wel  desen^d,  did  bA^ 
for  who  can  brook,  to  see  a  painted  crowe 
Singing  aloft,  when  Turtlea  moum  bdowe. 
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What  man  can  yeld,  to  staite  among  his  books 
and  see  pied  Doultes,  uppon  a  booty  feed? 
What  honest  muide,  can  live  by  lavring  looks. 
And  see  the  lewd,  to  redi  a  freendly  deed  ? 
what  hart  can  bidę,  in  bloody  warres  to  toile, 
when  carpet  swads,  devoiir  the  soldiers  spoile? 

I  am  the  wretch,  whom  fortunę  stirted  soe, 
These  men  were  bribed^  ere  I  had  breth  to  speak. 
Mose  then  no  whit,  with  this  huge  overthrowe 
though  crushing  care,  my  giltles  bart  doth  break. 
But  yoa  wil  say^  that  in  delight  doo  dwell^ 
my  outward  showe  no  inward  greef  did  tel. 

I  graont  it  trae>  but  bark,  Unto  the  rest, 
The  Swan  in  songs,  dooth  knolle  her  passing  bel: 
The  Nightingak,  with  thoines  against  her  brest 
when  she  might  moum,  her  sweetest  laye  doth  yel. 
The  valiant  man^  so  playes  a  pleasant  parte 
When  mothes  of  monę,  doo  gnaw  upon  his  hart. 

for  proofe  myself,  with  care  not  so  a  feard. 

But  as  hurt  Deere  waile  (through  their  wounds 

When  stoutly  they  doo  stand  among  the  heard)  alone. 

So  that  I  saw,  but  few  bark  to  my  monę, 

madę  choise  to  tel  deaf  walles,  my  wretched  plaint: 

in  sight  of  men,  who  nothing  seemd  to  iaint* 

But  as  oft  use,  doeth  weare  an  iron  cote, 
as  misling  drops,  hard  flints  in  time  doth  pearse 
By  peece  meales,  care  so  wrought  me  under  foot 
but  morę  than  straunge  is  that  I  now  refaearse, 
Three  months  riived,  and  did  digest  no  food: 
when  nonę  by  arte  my  sicknes  understood. 

What  helpeth  then?  to  death  I  needs  must  pine, 
yet  as  the  horse,  the  use  of  warre  which  knowes; 
If  be  be  hurt,  wili  neither  winch  nor  whine, 
but  til  be  dye,  poste  with  his  Rider  goes. 
£ven  80  my  hart,  whilst  lungs  may  iend  me  breth: 
Bares  up  my  limmes,  who  living  go  like  death. 

But  what  availes,  Achilles  hart,  to  have, 

king  Cressus  weltb,  the  sway  of  all  the  world; 

The  Prince,  the  Peere,  so  to  the  wretched  Słave, 

when  death  assauits,  firom  earthly  hoides  are  whorld. 

yea  oft  be  strikes  ere  one  can  stir  his  eye: 

TheB  good  yóu  live,  as  you  wouid  dayly  dye. 
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Yoa  see  the  plight,  I  wretched  dow  aoi  in, 

I  looke  mucfa  like  a  threshed  ear  of  corne: 

I  holde  a  ibnne^  within  a  wrimpled  skin, 

but  from  my  bones,  the  fal  and  flesh  is  worae* 

See,  see  the  man,  hate  plesures  minion : 

pinde  to  the  bones,  with  care  and  wretched  monę. 

See  gallants  see^  a  pictnre  worth  the  sight, 

(as  you  are  now,  mysdf  was  heretofore) 

my  body  late,  stuft  dń  of  many  might 

As  bare  as  Jo6,  is  brought  to  Death  his  doore. 

My  band  of  late,  which  fooght  to  win  me  famę: 

Stif  dung  with  colde,  wants  forsę  to  write  my  name. 

My  ieg^es  which  bafe,  my  body  fal  of  flesh, 
Unable  are,  to  stay  my  bones  npright: 
My  tung  (God  wot)  which  talkt  as  one  would  wish 
In  broken  words,  can  scarce  my  minde  recite. 
My  head  Ute  stuft,  with  wit  and  leamed  skill 
may  now  conceiye,  but  not  convay  my  wil. 

What  say  you  freends,  this  sudain  chaunge  to  see 
yoa  rue  my  greef,  you  doe  like  flesh  and  blood. 
But  monę  your  siones,  and  never  mome  for  me, 
And  to  be  plam,  I  would  you  understood 
My  hart  dooth  awim,  in  seas  of  morę  delight: 
Then  your  wh^  seems,  to  rue  my  wretched  plight. 

• 

**  What  b  this  world  ?  a  net  to  snare  the  soule  \ 

A  mas  of  sinne,  a  desart  of  decett: 

A  moments  joy,  an  age  of  wretched  dole, 

A  iure  from  ^race,  for  flesh  a  toothsome  baight, 

Unto  the  minde,  a  cankerworm  of  care : 

Unsure,  unjust;  in  rendring  mąn  his  share. 

"  A  place  where  pride,  oreruns  the  honest  minde, 
Where  rich  men  joynes,  to  rob  the  sliiftles  wretch 
Where  bńbing  mists,  the  judges  eyes  doo  blinde, 
Wliere  Parasites,  the  fiittest  crummes  do  catch. 
Where  good  deserts  (which  chalenge  like  reward) 
Are  oTer  blowen,  with  blasts  of  light  regard. 

**  And  what  is  man?  Dust,  Slime,  a  pofFof  windę, 
Coaceivd  in  sin,  piastę  in  the  woorld  with  greef, 
Brought  up  with  care,  til  care  hath  caught  his  minde, 
And  then,  (til  death,  Youdisafe  him  some  relief) 

«  Theie  lines  between  oommas  forai  a  poem  called  A  Descriptioo  of  the  Woild,  by  Giicoip*  ^ 
Che  Paradise  of  Dainty  DeTues.  Edit.'  1592.    C. 
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Day  yea  nor  night,  his  care  dootli  takean  end; 
To  gather  goods,  for  other  men  to  ^nd« 

*'  O  fooliflłi  mań,  that  art  in  office  piastę, 
Think  whence  thou  camst^  and  whether  the  shall  goe: 
The  hiłge  hie  Dkes,  smali  wmdes  have  over  cast, 
when  ąlender  reeds^  in  roughest  wethers  growe. 
Even  80  pale  death,  oft  spaies  the  wretched  wight 
And  woundeth  you,  who  wallow  in  delight 

*'  Tou  lusty  youths,  that  nourish  hie  desire^ 
Abase  your  plumes,  which  makes  you  look  so  b^: 
The  Coiliers  cut,  the  Courtiars  steed  wil  tire, 
£ven  80  the  Clark,  the  Parsónes  grave  dooth  dig 
whoae  hap  is  yet,  beer  longer  life  to  win: 
Dooth  heap  (God  wot)  but  sorowe  unto  sinnati 

**  And  to  be  short,  all  sortes  of  men  take  heede^ 
the  thunder  boltes,  the  loftye  Towers  teare : 
The  lightning  flash,  consumes  the  house  of  reed, 
Yea  morę  in  time^  aU  earthly  things  will  weare, 
Save  only  man,  who  as  hu  earthly  living  is: 
Shall  live  in  wo,  or  els  in  endles  blis/' 

Morę  #ould  I  say,  if  life  would  lend  me  space, 
bot  all  in  vain,  death  waits  of  no  mans  will : 
The  tured  Jadę,  dooth  trip  at  eveiy  pace, 
when  pampered  hórse,  will  praunee  against  the  bil. 
To  helthfull  men,  at  long  disconrses  spofte, 
when  few  woord%  the  sick  would  fain  reporte. 

The  best  is  this,  my  will  is  ąuickly  madę, 
my  welth  is  smali,  the  morę  my  oonsdence  ease: 
This  short  accompt  (which  makes  me  ill  a  paid) 
my  łoving  wife  and  sonne,  will  hardly  please. 
But  in  this  case,  to  please  them  as  I  may: 
These  folowing  woords,  my  testament  do  wray. 

My  soule  I  first,  beąiieath  Almighty  God. 
And  though  my  sinnes  are  grevoos  in  his  sigfat : 
I  firmly  tcust,  to  scape  hb  firy  rod, 
when  as  my  iaith  his  deer  Sonne  sball  redte 
whose  precious  blood  (to  ąuench  his  Fatbei^s  ire) 
Is  sole  the  cause,  that'  8aves  me  fiom  hel  fire. 

My  body  now  wbkli  once  I  dedLed.biAve 
(fh>m  whence  it  came)  unto  the  eartl^  I  give : 
I  wish  no  pomp,  the  same  for  to  ingrave, 
once  buried  com,  dooth  rot  before  it  liye. 
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And  flesh  and  blood  in  thb  self  sorte  h  tryed : 
Tfaus  buriall  cost,  is  (whhout  profit)  pride. 

I  humbly  give  my  gratious  sovereign  Qaeeiie 
(by  semce  bound)  my  true  and  loyall  hart : 
And  trueth  to  say,  a  Aight  but  rarrely  seene, 
As  Iron  greve8  irom  tliadamant  to  fmrte. 
her  highnes  so,  bath  recbt  the  Grace  alone : 
To  garn  all  harts,  yet  give8  her  hart  to  nonę. 

My  loying  wife,  whoae  face  I  fain  would  see, 

my  love  I  give,  with  all  the  welth  I  have: 

But  sińce  my  goods  (God  knoweth)  but  slender  bee 

most  gratioua  Queene,  for  Christ  his  sake  I  crave 

(not  for  any  seryioe  that  I  have  dooo) 

you  will  Youchsafe^  to  aid  her  and  my  sonne. 

Comey  come  deer  Sonne,  my  blessing  take  in  parte. 

and  therwithall  I  give  thee  tfais  in  charge: 

fint  senre  thou  God,  then  use  bothe  wit  and  arte, 

thy  iathers  det,  of  8ervice  to  discharge^ 

which  (forste  by  death)  her  Majestie  he  owes: 

beyond  desarts,  who  still  rewardes  bestowes. 

I  freely  now  all  sortes  of  nen  foi^ve« 
Their  wrong^  to  me,  and  wish  then  to  amend ; 
And  as  good  men,  in  charitte  ahoold  liye, 
I  crave  my  faults  may  no  mans  minde  ofiend^ 
So  heer  is  all,  I  have  to  bequest: 
And  this  is  all,  I  of  the  worid  reąuest 

Now  iarwell  Wife,  my  Sonne,  and  frends  farwel, 

farwell  O  world,  the  baight  of  all  abuse: 

Death  where  is  thy  sting  ?  O  Devil  wbere  is  thy  hel  ? 

I  little  forsę,  the  forses  you  can  use, 

yea  to  your  teeth,  I  doo  you  both  deiye 

Vł  essan  Christo,  cupio  diuolm* 

In  this  good  mood,  an  €nd  wortby  the  showe, 
Bereft  of  speech,  bis  hands  to  God  he  beavd : 
And  sweetly  thus,  good  Gaskmgne  went  a  Dio, 
yea  with  such  ease,  as  no  man  there  preceivd 
By  strugling  signe,  or  striving  from  his  bretb; 
That  he  abode,  the  pains  and  pangs  of  Dealfo. 
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EKHORTATIO. 

His  MW  18  playd,  you  folowe  on  the  act, 
Life  18  but  Death,  dl  flesh  and  blood  be  slain  : 
God  graunt  his  woords,  within  your  barta  be  pact 
As  good  men  doo,  holde  caithly  pleasures  vain. 
The  good  for  their  needs,  Ftuniur  mumdo: 
And  use  good  deeds,  Ytfruantur  Deo. 

Contemne  the  cfaaunge  (use  nay  abuse)  not  God 

Through  holy  showes,  this  worldly  muck  to  scratch : 

To  deaie  with  men  and  Saints  b  yeiy  od 

hypocrisie,  a  man  may  over  catch. 

But  hypocrite^  tby  hart  the  Lord  dooth  see: 

wbo  by  thy  thoughts  (not  tby  words)  wil  judge  thee. 

Thou  jesting  foole,  which  makst  at  sin  a  face, 
Beware  that  God^  in  eamest  plagne  thee  not: 
for  where  as  be,  is  coldest  in  ]iis  giace, 
Euen  tbere  he  is,  in  yengeance  very  hot. 
Tempt  not  to  far,  the  lothest  man  to  fight: 
When  he  is  forste,  the  lustiest  blowes  dooth  smight. 

Your  Courders,  check  not,  Merchants  for  their  gam, 
you  by  your  losse,  doo  match  with  them  in  blame: 
The  Lawyers  life,  you  Merchants  doo  not  staine^ 
The  blinde  for  siouth,  may  hardly  check  the  lamę. 
I  meane  that  you,  in  Ballance  of  deceit: 
wil  Lawyers  payre,  I  feare  with  oyer  waight. 

you  Lawyers  now  wbo  earthly  Judges  are, 

you  shal  be  judgd,  and  therfore  judge  arigfat: 

you  count  Jgnorantia  Jurii  no  bar. 

Then  ignorauce,  your  siimes  wil  not  acquite. 

Read,  read  Gods  law,  with  which  yours  should  agre : 

That  you  may  judge,  as  you  would  judged  bee. 

You  Prehits  now,  whose  woords  are  perfect  good, 

make  showe  in  woorkes,  that  you  your  woords  insiie. 

A  Diamond,  holdes  his  vertue  set  in  wood, 

but  yet  in  Golde,  it  bath  a  fresher  hue, 

£ven  so  Gods  woord,  told  by  the  Devii  is  pure ; 

Preacht  yet  by  Saints^  it  doth  morę  heed  procure.  ^ 

.     yoL.  II.  H  H 
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And  Reader  now,what  office  so  tbou  ha^e, 
to  whose  befaoofe,  this  breef  discourse  is  tolde: 
Prepare  thy  self,  ecfae  houre  for  the  grave, 
the  market  eats  as  wel  young  sheep  as  dlde. 
£veii  so,  the  Childe^  who  fedres  the  smartibg  rod : 
The  father  oft  dooth  lead  the  w^iy  to  God. 

And  bothe  m  tune,  this  worldly  life  shall  leave, 
thus  surę  thou  art,  but  Imowst  not  when  to  dye: 
Then  good  thou  live,  least  death  doo  the  deceiyę, 
as  through  good  life,  thou  maist  his  foroe  defye. 
for  trust  me  man,  no  better  match  can  make: 
Then  leave  unsore,  for  certieun  things  to  take» 

Vimł  postfunera  urtusk 


AN  EPITAPH, 

WBITTBN  BT  O,  W.  OF  THE  DEATH^  OF  M.  Gv 

GASKOTONE. 

For  Gaskoygnes  death,  leaye  to  monę  or  morae 
You  are  deoeived,  alive  the  man  is  stil: 
Alire  ?  O  yea,  and  iaugheth  death  to  scome, 
in  that,  that  he,  his  fle^y  lyfe  didkii. 

For  by  such  death,  two  lyres  he  gaines  for  one 
His  soule  in  heaven  dooth  h've  in  endles  joye 
his  woorthy  woorks^  sucli  iame  m  eartb  have  sowne, 
As  sack  nor  wrack,  his  name  can  there  destroy. 

But  you  will  say,  by  death  he  only  gaines. 
And  now  his  Iiie>  would  many  stand  in  stead : 
O  dain  not  Freend  (to  counterchaunge  his  paynes) 
If  now  in  heaven,  he  haye  his  eamed  meade, 
For  once  in  earA,  his  toyle  was  passing  greatr 
And  we  derouid  the  sweet  of  aU  his  sweat. 

Finis. 
JYirmo  anttobihm  bcatus* 


TO 

THE    REUERENDE    DEUINES 

< 

UOTO  WHOM  THESE  POSIES  SHALL  HAPPEN  TO  BE  PRESENTED, 
GEORGE  GASCOIGNE  ESQUIRE  (PROFESSING  ARMES  IN  DEFENCE  OF 
GODS  TRUEtH)  WISHETH  QUIET  IN  CONSCIENCE,  AND  ALL  CONSO- 
LATION  IN  CHRIST  lESUS. 


•tiiGBT  RBimREHDB:  I  have  thoaght  it  my  part  (befbre  I  wadę  ftirtber  in  pablishing  of  these  Posies)  to 
Uy  open  before  yoar  graue  judgements,  aswell  the  cause  wbich  presently  moouetb  me  to  prezent 
theis,  as  a)so  the  depths  and  secrets  of  some  conoeites,  wbicb  (being  passed  in  dowds  and  figuratiue 
S]i«ecbe8)  might  percase  botb  be  oflensiue  to  your  grauities  and  perłlous  to  my  credit 

It  18  Terre  neere  iwo  yeare$  past,  sińce  I  (being  in  Holland  in  sernice  with  tbe  vertuous  Prince  of 
Orenge)  tbe  most  part  of  .tbese  Posies  were  impnutted,  and  nowe  at  my  retunie,  I  fiu<)e  that  some  of 
tbem  baue  not  only  bin  offensine  for  snndrie  wanton  speecbes,  and  lasciuions  pbrases,  but  further  I 
beare  that  the  same  haue  beene  dontfully  constraedi  and  (therefore)  scandalous. 

My  renercnd  and  welbeloTed:  wbatsoeuer  my  youth  bath  seemed  TUto  the  grauer  sort,  I  would  be 
Terie  loth  nowe  in  my  middle  age  to  deterne  reproch:  morę  loth  to  touch  tbe  credite  of  any  other, 
sad  most  loth  to  haue  minę  owne  name  become  vnto  yoa  odioos.  For  if  I  sfaoulde  nowe  at  tbis  age 
seeme  as  carelesse  of  reproch,  as  I  was  in  greene  yontb  readie  to  goe  astray,  my  faults  might  ąuicklie 
^Towe  donble,  aud  my  estimation  should  bee  woorthie  to  remaine  bat  single.  I  hare  learned  that 
aithough  there  maie  bee  found  in  a  Gentleman  whereby  to  be  reprebended  or  rebuked,  yet  ought  hee 
not  to  be  wortbie  of  reproofe  or  condemnation. 

AU  tbis  I  set  downe  in  Preamble,  to  the  ende  I  maie  tberby  purcfaase  yonr  patience.  As  I  desire 
tfast  yoa  wil  not  condemne  me  without  proofe,  so  am  I  contented  that  if  hereafter  you  finde  me 
goiltie,  your  definttive  sentence  shall  then  passe  pnblikelie  ynder  the  Seale  of  Seneritie. 

It  were  not  reason  (right  reuerend)  that  I  shoulde  be  ignorant  howe  generał ie  we  are  a11  mag'ł 
protti  ad  nudum  quam  ad  bonum,  Euen  so  is  (it  reąnisite  that  I  acknowledge  a  generall  reformation 
of  maners  morę  necessarie  to  be  taught,  than  anie  whetstone  of  Tanities  is  meete  (in  these  daies)  to 
bee  Bufiered.  And  therefore  as  your  grauitie  hath  thought  it  reąnisite  that  all  idle  bookes  or  wanton 
IMUDphleŁs  shonlde  bee  forbidden,  so  it  might  seeme  that  I  were  woorthie  of  great  reprehension,  if  1 
thoułd  be  the  author  of  euill  wilfullie,  or  a  prouoker  of  vicet  wittinglie.  And  yet  some  there  are  who 
haue  not  spared  to  repoilthat  I  receiaed^great  sammes  of  monie  for  the  Brst  printing  of  these  Posies, 
whereby  (if  it  were  true)  I  might  seeme  not  onelie  a  cniftie  Broker  for  tbe  ytterance  of  garish  toies, 
bot  a  comipt  marchaunt  for  the  sale  of  deceitfnll  wares. 

For  answere  hereof  it  is  most  tnie  (and  1  cali  heauen  and  eartb  to  witnessc)  that  I  neuer  receiucd 
of  Printer,  or  of  anie  other,  one  grotę  or  pennie  for  the  fint  copies  of  these  Posies.  True  it  is  that  I  was 
Dot  vnwilling  the  same  should  be  imprinted :  And  that  not  of  a  Taine  glorions  desire  to  be  thought  a  pleas- 
uit  Poet,  neither  yet  of  a  light  mind  to  be  counted  a  cunning  louer.  For  thóugh  in  youth  I  was  oflen 
ooerhardie  to  put  my  name  in  ballance  of  doubtful  judgements,  yet  nowe  I  am  become  so  bashfull 
tłtat  1  coolde  rather  bee  content  to  leese  the  pratse  of  my  fol lies,  then  to  hazard  the  misconceite  of  tbe 
grane  and  graie  headed  judges.  But  to  confesae  a  trueth  unto  you  right  renerend  (with  wbom  I  may 
Dot  k>ng  dissemble  in  cases  wbich  so  generallie  do~toach  all  men)  I  was  tbe  rather  contented  to  see 
tbea  imprinted  for  these  sundrie  considerations. 
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First,  for  Łhat  I  baue  seene  diuers  autfaen,  (both  learned  and  well  learned)  whićh  after  they  hasr 
both  refbrmed  their  liues,  and  connerted  their  stodiei,  haue  not  yet  dJsdeioed  to  reade  tbe  Poema  w%aA 
they  let  passe  their  pens  in  youth.    For  it  seemeth  yntor  me  tbat  in  all  ages  Poetrie  hath  bene  mtsl 
I  onelie  permited,  but  also  it  bath  bene  thoug^t  a  right  good  and  exceUent  qualitłe. 

Next  vnto  this,  1  haue  alwaies  bene  of  opinion,  tbat  it  is  not  ynpossible  eitber  in  Poemes  or  Pcoae  to 
write  both  compendiouslie,  and  perfectiy  in  our  English  tong. '  And  therefore  alŁhoagh  I  challeog^  bA 
vnto  my  seife  the  name  of  an  English  Poet,  yet  may  the  reader  find  out  in  my  writings,  tbat  I  batc 
morę  faulted  in  keeping  the  olde  English  wordes  fcuamuh  jam  obsoleiaj  than  in  borowing  of  otber 
languągessuch  ^p^^hfitfff  aild  A^'p^ł'"**«  as  smell  of  the  Inkhorne. 

Thirdlie,  as  I  seeke  aduancement  by  vertue,  so  was  I  desirous  that  there  might  remaine  io  publfte 
recorde,  some  pledge  or  token  of  those  giftes  wherewith  it.  both  pleased  tbe  Almightie  to  endoe  mce: 
To  the  ende  that  thereby  the  yertuous  might  bee  incouraged  to  emploie  my  pen  in  aome  eserriK 
which  might  tende  both  to  my  prąfermeot,  and  to  the  profit  of  my  oountrie.  For  manie  a  man  wUdi 
maie  like  mibe  outward  presence,  might  yet  haue  doubted  whether  the  qua1itie8  of  my  minde 
bene  correspondent  to  tbe  proportion  of  my  bodie. 

Fourthlyt  because  I  bad  written  sundrie  tbings  which  could  not  chuse  bat  content  the  leartied 
godlie  reader,  therefore  I  hoped  the  same  shoulde  serue  as  yndouted  proofe,  tbat  I  had  laide 
ranities,  and  delighted  to  exercise  my  penn  in  morrall  discourses,  at  least  the  one  passing  (cbeeke  by 
cheeke)  with  the  other,  must  of  necessity  persuade  both  the  learned,  and  tbe  light  minded,  thai  I 
could  aswell  sow  good  graioe,  as  graines  or  drafie.  And  I  thought  it  not  meete  G>^ing  intermiogted 
as  they  were]  to  cast  away  a  whole  boshell  of  good  seedc,  for  two  or  three  graines  of  Damdl,  or 
Cockle. 

LasUy,  I  persuaded  my  selfe  that  as  in  the  better  sort  of  tbe  same  I  shoulde  purchase  good  tikiąg 
with  the  honorable  aged,  So  euen  in  the  worst  sort.  I  might  yet  serue  Af  ą  ™3TF"''  for  ynbgdtet 
youth,  to  auoide  those  perils  which  I  had  passed.  For  little  may  be  doe  which  bath  escapedtbe  rodM 
or  the  sandes,  if  be  cannot  waft  with  his  band  to  them  that  come 'after  bim. 

Thesc  considerations  (right  Reuerend)  did  first  moue  me  to  consent  that  these  Poems   sbaMm 
passe  in  print.    For  recapitulation  whereof,  and  to  answere  vnto  the  objections  that  maie  be 
I  saie  to  the  first,  tbat  J[..9eit]ier  takę  example  of  a  wj^ton  Ouid,  doting  Nj]^i;i^3^  nor  <y9|irtt 


cratius:  But  I  dcjyish^.td  thinke  that  tbe  reuerend  fat])cr  Theodore  Beza,  whose  iife  is  woortbdie  be- 

come  a  lanterąe  to.th6whok,  vy orld.ę»  .ditijBat,yaL  dUdaine  jU>  jłuffer  ^fe^  ,ffly|inj|ed  pubłjgatinn  <}f]«i^ 

Poemes  as  be  wrote  in  youth.    And  as  be  termed  them  at  last  Poemata  castrata,  So  shall  yosr 

\  reuerend judgements behold  in  this  second  edition,jca£jpoemesjge]ded  from  allfiithie  phrases,  correct- 

\  ed  in  ałl  erroneous  places,  anjj>eautified  «iUi  «H<^itinn  nf  f^fi^jr^j^  moili"  ^^T^fTlPlP* 

To  the  secoode,  although^l_be.jana]mesjconstre^        for  the  cadenp.^  cł  ńjj^^Aj^^nr  jim- ^^mm^i^^ 
p"  Bietieam,  tn  tbp  ą^  iakb^lT**  **^'^'"«t  or  a  strange  word:  yet  liope  I  thijU  it  shall  bee  apparantl  hai^ 
rather  regaitle  to  make  our  natiTe  langnagc  commendable  in  it  seiie,  then  gay  with  the  ieatben  of 
straunge  birds. 

To  the  third  reason  may  be  objected,  tbat  if  I  were  so  desirous  to  haue  my  capacitie  knowne,  I 
shoulde  haue  done  much  better  to  haue  tranailed  in  some  notorious  peece  of  worice,  which  mi^ht 
generallie  hane  spred  my  commendation.  The  which  I  confesse,  but  yet  is  it  trae  that  I  most  take 
tbe  foord  as  I  finde  it:  Sometimes  not  as  I  would;  but  as  I  may.  And  sińce  tbe  ouersight  of  my 
youth  had  brougbt  me  far  behinde  band  and  indebted  vnto  the  worlde,  I  thought  good  in  the  meaae 
time  to  paie  as  much  as  I  had,  vntill  it  might  please  God  better  to  inable  me.  For  commODly  tbe 
greediest  creditor  is  appeased,  if  be  see  bis  debtor  willing  to  pay  whcn  be  bath  any  thiog.  And  ther^ 
ibre  being  busied  in  martiall  afiaires  (whereby  also  I  sought  some  aduancement)  I  thongfit  good  to 
DOtifie  vnto  the  worlde  before  my  returne,  thatu  coulde  as  well  pecsuade  with  pen,  as  pearce  witb 
lanuce  or  weapon:])^So  that  yet  some  noble  miode  might  bee  incouraged  both  to  ezęreise  mee  in  thne 
' '    of  peace,  and  to  emploie  me  in  time  of  sernice  in  warre. 

To  the  fourth  and  last  considerations,  I  had  alledged  of  late  by  a  right  reuerend  iather,tfaat  aithogb 
in  deede  out  of  eyęry  flower  tbe  industrious  Bee  maie  gether  bonie,  yet  by  pioofe  the  Spider  tbeieout 
suckes  miscbeeuous  poison.  Wherunto  I  can  nonę  otherwise  ans  were,  6ut  that  be  who  wil  throw  a 
atone  at  euerie  dog  which  barketh,  had  neede  of  a  gteat  satohel  or  pockeL  And  if  the  learaed  jadg- 
«enta  and  honest  minds  do  both  constraę  my  doingi  aright,  and  take  thereia  eitber  coaned  or  con« 
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Boditie,  then  eare  I  the  lesse  wbat  tbe  wicked  conceiue  of  my  conceits.    For  I  esteeme  morę  the 
praise  of  one  learned  reader^  then  I  regard  the  enTioui  carping  of  ten  thousand  ynlettered  tatlers. 

To  conclude  (rigbt  reuerend)  as  these  considerations  did  speciallie  moue  me  at  first  to  consent  to 
tbe  imprinting  of  these  posies,  so  now  baue  I  yet  a  fiulher  consideration,  which  moueth  mee  most 
earnestlie  to  sue  for  tbis  secood  edition  or  publishing  of  the  same.    And  that  is  this.    I  nnderstand 
tbat  sondrie  well  disposed  mindes  ha^e  taken  offence  at  certaine  wanton  words  and  sentenoes  passed 
in  the  Fable  of  Ferdinando  Jeronimi,  and  the  Ladie  Elinora  de  Yalasco,  the  which  in  the  first  edition 
was  tearmed  The  Aduentnres  of  master  F.  I.     And  that  also  tberewith  some  busie  cooiectures  haue 
presumed  to  thinke  that  the  same  was  in  deed  written  to  the  scandalizing  of  some  worthie  personages, 
whom  they  wottld  seeme  thereby  to  knowe.    Snrelie,  (right  reuerend)  I  smile  to  see  tbe  simplicitie  of 
sach,  who  being  in  deede  starkę  staring  blind,  would  yet  seeme  to  see  farre  into  a  miistone.     And  the  '■ 
rather  I  scome  their  rash  jodgments,  ibr  that  in  talking  with  xx.  of  them  one  after  another,  tbere  baTe 
not  two  agreed  tn  one  conjecture.    Alas,  alas,  if  I  bad  been  so  foolish  as  to  haye  pa8sed'io  recitali  a 
thing  so  done,  yet  all  the  world  might  think  roe  rcry  simple  if  1  wonld  cali  John,  John,  or  Mary, 
Mary.     But  for  the  better  satisfleng  of  all  men  vniyersally,  I  doe  here  protest  unto  you  (reuerend) 
cren  by  the  hope  of  my  salyation,  that  tbere  is  no  liuing  creature  touched  or  to  be  noted  thereby.^ 
Aod  for  tbe  rest  you  shal^find  it  now  tn  this  second  imprinting  so  turąucned  and  tumed,  so  clensed 
from  all  unclenlie  words,  and'  so  purged  from  the  humor  of  inhiunanitie,  as  percase  you  would  not 
jadge  it  to  be  the  same  tale.    For  althougb,  I  haye  btn  bertoibre  contented  to  suffer  the  publication 
thereof,  onlie  to  the  end  men  might  see  my  Methode  in  wrtting,  yet  am  I  now  tbus  desirous  to  lette  it 
fbrth  eftsones,  to  the  end  ał  inen  might  see  the  reformation  of  my  mind :  and  that  al  suspitions  maie 
be  suppressed  and  througlie  satisfied  by  tbis  minę  ynfeigned  protestation  which  1  make  ynto  you  in 
that  behalfe.     Finally,  were  it  not  that  tbe  same  is  airedie  extend  in  such  sort  as  bath  moued  ofiSence, 
I  should  rather  be  content  to  cancell  it  ytterlie  to  obliyion,  then  Łhus  to  return  it  in  a  new  patcht 
coate.    And  for  ful  proofe  of  minę  eamest  zeale  in  Oods  sernice,  \  reąuire  of  you  most  instantlie  that 
if  berebie  my  skil  seem  sufficient  to  wadę  in  matters  of  greater  importance,  you  wil  then  youcbsafe 
to  employ  me  accordingly.    Sorelie  you  shall  find  me  no  lesse  readie  to  yndertake  a  wholf^  yeres 
trayel  in  any  worke  wbicb  you  shall  thinke  me  able  to  ouercome,  then  I  haye  bin  willing  heretofore  to 
spend  3.  boures  in  penning  of  an  amorous  Sonnet*    Eyen  so  being  desirous  that  all  men  generaljy 
(and  you  especially)  should  conceiue  of  me  as  I  mean,  I  haye  tbus  (ar  troubled  your  learned  eies 
with  this  plaine  Epistle,  written  for  my  purgation,  in  mattert  which  (els)  might  both  baue  offended 
y<m,  and  giuen  great  batterie  to  the  ramparts  of  my  poore  credit    The  God  of  peace  youcbsafe  to 
Kouerne  and  product^  yoU|  and  me,  and  all  his  in  quiet  of  conscience,  and  strength  of  spirit.    Amen. 


\  Probably  for  protect    C. 
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TO  AL  YOUNG  GENTLEMEN,  AND  GENERALLIE  TO  THE  YOUTH  OP 
ENGLAND,  GEORGE  GASCOIGNE  £SQUIRE  BY  BIRTH,  AND  SOULDY£R 
BY  PROFESSION,  WISHETH  INCREESE  OP  KNOWLEDGE  IN  ALL 
YERTUOUS  EKERCISES. 


Gałłamt  GENTLEMEN,  and  lustie  youŁbes  of  tbis  my  natiue  Countrie.  I  baue  berę  (as  yoa  see) 
published  in  print  Buch  Posies  and  rimes  as  I  vsed  in  my  youtb,  tbe  whicb  for  tbe  barbarousoes  of  tbe 
stile  maie  se^me  worthlesse,  and  yet  for  tbe  doubtfulnes  of  some  darcke  places  tbey  baue  also  seemed 
heretofore  daungerous.  So  that  men  maie  justlie  botb  condemne  me  of  rasbnesse,  and  wonder  at  my 
simplicitie  in  saffering  or  procuring  Łhe  same  to  be  imprinted. 

A  yong  man  well  borne,  tenderlte  fostered,  and  delicatelie  accompanied,  sbal  bardlie  passe  oaer  his 
youtb  witbout  falling  iuto  some  snares  of  tbe  deuil,  and  temptations  of  tbe  flesb.  But  a  man  of  middle 
yeresy  who  hatb  to  his  cost  expeńmented  tbe  vanities  of  youth»  and  to  his  peril  passed  them,  wfao 
hath  bought  repentance  deere,  and  yet  gone  througb  witb  tbe  bargaine,  who  seetb  befure  his  face  tbe 
tjme  past  lost,  and  tbe  rest  poasting  awaie  in  poast:  Such  a  man  bad  morę  need  to  be  wel  ad^ised  ia 
bis  doings,  and  resoluŁe  in  his  determinations.  For  witb  morę  ease  and  greter  faror  maie  we  answere 
for  X.  mad  follies  committed  in  greene  youth,  than  one  sober  ouersight  escaped  in  yeres  of  discretioD. 
Łicurgus  tbe  good  princelie  pbilosopber,  ordeined  that  if  an  old  man  perceiuing  a  yong  man  to 
commit  anie  disbonestie,  did  not  rebuke  but  sufler  bim,  tbe  aged  should  be  chastized,  and  tbe  joag 
man  should  be  absolued. 

,  AU  this  rehearsed  and  considered,  you  maie  (as  I  saie)  grow  in  some  doubt,  whether  I  weie  wocse 
occupied  in  first  deuisingi  or  last  in  publisbing  these  toies  and  pampblets,  and  much  the  ratfaer,  lor 
that  it  is  a  thiug  commonlie  seene,  that  (now  adaies)  fewe  or  no  things  are  60  well  bandłed,  bat 
they  shall  be  carped  at  by  curious  readers,  nor  almost  anie  thing  so  well  meant,  but  may  be  mncdi 
misconstrued. 

And  berewitball  I  assure  my  selfe,  that  I  shall  be  greatly  condemned  as  a  man  verie  ligfatlie  bent, 
and  rather  desirous  to  continue  in  tbe  fresh  remembraunce  of  my  foUies,  than  content  to  canoell  tfaem 
in  obliuionby  discontinuance :  especiallie  sińce  in  a  house  where  manie  yong  chiłdren  are,  it  hath 
bene  thought  better  pollicie  quite  to  ąuench  out  the  fire,  tben  t»  leaue  any  loose  cole  in  the 
imbers,  wberewith  babes  maie  plaie  and  put  the  wbole  ediQce  in  danger. 

But  my  lustie  youthes,  and  .gallant  Gentlemen,  I  bad  an  intent  far  contrarie  Tnto  aU  these  sop- 
poses,  when  I  first  permitted  tbe  publication  hereof.  And  because  Łhe  greatest  offence  that  hath  beoe 
taken  thereat,  is,  least  your  mindes  migbt  hereby  become  eouenomed  with  yanities,  therefore  vntD 
you  I  will  addresse  my  tale,  for  the  better  satisfleng  of  common  judgemeuts.  And  vnto  yoa  I  will 
explaine,  that  whicb  being  before  misticallie  coueredj  and  commonly  misconstrued,  migbt  be  do  iesse 
perillous  in  seducing  you,  tben  grieuous  euidencę  for  to  proue  me  giiiltie  of  condemnation. 

Then  to  come  vnto  the  matter,  there  are  three  sortes  of  men  which  (being  wonderfullie  offended  at  this 
booke)  baue  found  therein  three  maner  of  matters  (say  they)  verie  reprehensible.  Tbe  men  are  these: 
curious  earpers,  ignorant  reader8,and  grave  Philosopbers.  The  faultes  they  finde  are,  Judicaie  in  tbe 
Creede,  chalke  for  cbeese,  and  the  commou  infection  of  loue.  Of  tbese  three  sorts  of  men  and  matters, 
I  do  but  verie  lightlie  esteeme  the  two  first.  But  I  deeply  regiard  the  thiid.  For  a  verie  troth,  then 
are  one  kinde  of  people  now  adaies  whicb  wil  mislike  anie  thing,  being  bred  (as  1  tbinke)  of  the 
spawne  of  a  crab  or  creuish,  which  in  all  streames  and  waters  will  swim  either  sidewaiesy  or  fiat  backr 
wards:  and  when  they  can  idleed  find  nonę  otber  (ault,  wil  yet  thinke  Judicare  Terie  TOtowardlie 
placed  in  the  creede.  Or  being  a  simple  8ov/ter,  will  find  fault  at  the  shape  of  tbe  legge:  orif  they 
be  not  there  stopped,  they  will  not  spare  to  step  up  higher,  and  saie,  that  Apelles  painted  damę  Yenus 
yerie  deformed  and  euilhfauoured. 

Of  this  sort  I  make  smali  account,  because  in  deede  they  seeke  a  knot  in  the  rush,  and  would  seeme 
to  see  yerie  far  in  a  milstoue.  There  are  also  certeine  otbers,  (hauing  no  skill  at  all)  wil  yet  be  yerie 
busie  ia  readiog  all  that  may  be  read,  and  thinke  it  sufficient  if  (Parrot  like)  tbey  can  reherse  tbiogs 
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^Idiout  booke:  wben  within  booke  tbey  Toderstand  neither  the  meaning  of  the  anthor,  nor  the  seose 

of  the  figaratWe  speecbes,  I  will  forbeare  to  rectte  ezamples  by  anie  minę  owne  doings.    Since  all 

comparisona  are  odtous,  I  will  not  saie  how  much  the  areignment  and  diuorce  of  a  louer  (beiug  written 

im  a  jest)  haue  liene  miBtaken  in  sad  carnest    It  shall  suffice  that  the  contentions  pasfed  in  yene 

long  sithens,  between  M.  Cburchyard  and  Camel,  were  by  a  block-headed  Reader,  construed  to  be  in 

deede  a  quarel  between  two.  neighl>ors.    Of  whom  one  hauing  a  Camel  in  keeping,  and  tbat  other 

luiuing  charge  of  the  Churcfayard,  it  was  supposed  they  bad  growen  to  debatę  because  the  camel  came 

i-nto  the  Charcfayard.    I^agh  not  at  this  lustie  yonkers,  sińce  the  pleasant  dittie  of  the  noble  Erie  of 

Sorrie  tMginning  thus,  *'  In  winters  just  retnme,*'  was  'also  construed  to  be  madę  in  deede  by  a 

shepheard.   What  sbonld  I  stand  much  in  refaersal  how  the  'L.  Vaux  his  dittie  beginning  thus,  **  I  loath 

that  I  did  loue,**  was  thought  by  some  to  be  madę  uponhis  death-bed,  and  that  the  soul  knil  of  M. 

Edwards  was  also  written  in  extremitie  of  sicknesse. .  Of  a  truth  niy  good  Gallants,  there  are  such  as 

haning  onlie  leamd  to  read  englisb,  interpret  latin,  grekę,  french  and  italian  phrases  or  metaphorsy 

eaen  according  to  their  ową  motherlie  conception  and  childish  skill.^  The  wbich  shall  neuer  trouble 

me  whatsoeuer  fault  they  find  in  my  doings. 

But  the  third  sort  (being  graue  Pbilosophers,  and  finding  inst  fitult  at  my  doings  at  the  common 
mfectłon  of  loue)  I  must  needes  alledge  such  ^ust  excuse  as  may  counteruaile  their  iust  complaints. 
For  else  I  shoulde  remaine  worthie  of  a  seuere  punishment.    They  wiselie  considering  that  we  are  all 
in  youth  morę  apt  todelight  in  barmefull  pleasures  than  to  disgest  wholesome  and  sound  aduice, 
haue  thought  meete  to  foibid  the  publishing  of  anie  riming  trifles  which  maie  serue  as  whetstones  to 
shaipen  youth  Ynto  ^anities.    And  -for  this  cause  finding  by  ezperience  also,  how  the  first  copie  of 
these  my  posiet  hath  been  rerie  muoh  inquired  for  by  the  yonger  sort,  and  hearing  tikewise  that  (ia 
the  same)  the  greater  part  hath  bin  written  in  pursuit  of  amorous  enterprises,  they  haue  iustlie  eon* 
eeyued  that  the  continuance  thereof  hath  bin  morę  likelie  to  stirre  in  all  yong  Readers  a  venemous  ł 
desire  of  vanitie,  then  to  serue  as  a  common  mirror  of  greene  and  youthfull  imperfections.    Where-  . 
imto  I  must  confesse,  that  as  the  industrious  Bee  may  gather  bonie  out  of  the  most  stinking  weede,  so  I 
the  malicions  Spider  may  also  gather  poison  out  of  the  faiirest  flonre  that  growes. 

And  yet  in  all  this  discourse  I  see  not  proued,  that  either  that  Oardner  is  too  blame  which  planteth 
his  garden  iull  of  fragrant  flowers,  neitber  that  planter  be  dispraised  which  soweth  all  his  beds  with 
tfeedes  of  wholesome  hearbes,  neither  is  that  Orcfaard  vnfruitfull,  which  rnder  showe  of  sundrie  weedes, 
hath  medicinalle  plaisters  for  all  infirmities.  But  if  the  Chirttrgian  which  should  seeke  sorrell  to 
Tipen  an  ▼Icer,  wil  take  rewę  which  maie  morę  inflame  the  imposthume,  then  is  be  morę  to  blame  that 
Boistoke  his  gathering  then  the  Gardner  whicb  planteth  aright,  and  presenteth  storę  and  choice  to  be 
taken.  Or  if  the  Physition  will  gather  hote  percelie  instead  of  colde  endiuę,  shal  he  not  worthilie 
beare  tbe  burthen  of  his  owne  blame  ? 

To  speake  english  it^is  ^our  ysing  (my  lustie  OananU}.ormi8U8inj;  of  JiSięgg^poam  l^jbpt  maje  make 
me  praised  or  dispraised,forjgubli8hin£^thi3.4l^  For  if  you  (where  you  maie  leame  to  auoide  the 
subtile  sandes  of  wanton  desire)  wil  run  upon  the  rockes  of  vnlawfhl  Iust,  then  great  is  your  foUie, 
and  greter  will  grow  my  rebuke.  If  (where  you  migfat  gather  wholesome  herbes  to  cure  your  sundrie 
infirmities)  yon  ^il  spend  the  whol  daie  in  gathering  of  sweet  smelling  posies,  much  wil  be  the  time 
that  you  shal  mispende,  and  much  morę  the  harme  that  yon  shal  heape  vpon  my  head«  Or  if  you 
will  rather  beblister  your  bands  with  a  netle,  then  comfort  your  senses  by  smelling  to  the  pleasant 
Marioram,  then  wanton  is  your  pastime,  and  smali  will  be  your  profit. 

I  haue  here  presented  you  with  three  sundrie  sorts  of  Posies:  Floures,  Herbes  and  Weedes.  In 
which  dirision  I  haue  not  ment  that  only  the  Flonres  are  to  be  smelled  vnto,-  nor  that  onelie  the 
Weedes  are  to  be  rgected.    I  termę  some  Floures,  because  being  indeed  iunented  rpon  a  verie  light 

(occasioK  they  haue  yet  in  them  (in  my  judgment)  some  rare  in.yęu^tidn.  «n.4  Męthodę  >efQCS.  cot  com- 
monlie  ysed.    And  therefore  (being, morę  pleasant  then  prdfitable)  I  haue  named  them  Floures. 

The  second  (being  in  deede  morał  discoursesi  and  reformed  inuentions,  and  therefore  morę  profit- 
able  then  pleasant)  I  haue  named  Hearbes. 

Tbe  third  being  Weedes,  might  seeme  to  some  judgements  neither  yet  pleasant  nor  profitaUe,  and 
therefore  meete  to  be  cast  awaie.  But  as  manie  weedes  are  right  medjcinable,  so  maie  you  finde  in 
this  nonę  so  yile.  or  stinking,  but  that  it  hath  in  it  some  yirtne  if  it  be  rightlie  handled.  Marie  yon 
must  take  heede  how  you  yse  them,  for  if  you  delight  to  put  Hemlock  in  your  fellowes  pottagę,  you 
maie  channce  both  to  poison  him,  and  'bring  yourselfe  in  peril.    But  if  ytm  take  esćample  by  tbe 
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bannes  of  othen  who  baue  eaten  it  befbre  you,  tben  maie  you  cbance  to  become  so  warie,  tbat  y<m 
will  looke  aduiaedJie  on  all  tbe  Percelie  tbat  yoa^gatber,  least  among  the  gamę  ooe  brancb  uf  Hemlock. 
loigbt  aonoie  you. 

I  assare  you,  my  yong  bloods,  I  haue  not  publisbed  tbe  same  to  th»  intent  tbat  otber  men  hereafter 
migbt  be  infected  with  my  follies  forepassed.  For  tbougb  it  be  a  comfort  m  mutriu  habert  amsorlem^ 
yet  it  »  smali  consolation  to  a  fellow,  to  baue  a  Coiuer  hanged  in  bis  companie.  And  I  assure  yo«t 
(al tbougb  you  will  tbiuke  it  strange)  tbat  I  haue  not  caused  tbem  to  be  imprinted  for  any  Taine  de- 
Hght  wbłch  I  baue  (myselfe)  tberein  conceiued.  For  the  most  of  them  being  written  in  my  madnesiey 
migbt  baue  yeelded  tben  morę  deligbt  to  my  frantike  &nsłe  to  see  tbem  pablished,  tban  they  now  do 
accumulate  cares  in  my  mtnd  to  set  them  forth  correctćd:  and  a  deformed  youtfa  had  been  moie 
likelie  to  set  tliem  to  sale  loog  sitbenoe,  tban  a  reformed  raan  can  be  able  now  to  protect  tbem  mtk 
simplicitie. 

The  scope  of  minę  intent,  and  the  markę  wbereat  I  sbot  is  dooble,  I  meane  grounded  vpaD  tvo 
sundrie  causes:  tbe  one  tbat  being  indebted  voto  tbe  world  (at  tbe  least  fiue  tbousand  daies  yerie 
yainlie  spent)  I  may  yeelde  bim  yet  some  part  of  minę  accoont  in  these  Poemes.  Wheran  aa  hm 
maie  finde  great  diuersitie  botb  in  stile  and  sense,  so  maie  tbe  good  be  incouraged  to  set  me  on  worke 
at  last,  tbougb  it  were  uoone  before  I  sought  seruice.  Tbe  otber  reason  is,  tbat  becanse  I  baue  (to 
miue  owne  great  detriment)  mispent  my  golden  time,  1  maie  serae  as  entsunple  to  tbe  yontbinll  Ge&> 
tlemen  of  Englaade,  tbat  they  ranne  not  vpaa  tbe  rocks  wfaicb  baue  brought  me  to  sbipwrake.  Be- 
ware  tberefore,  lustie  gaUauts,  bowe  you  smell  to  tbese  Posies.  And  leame  you  to  Tse  tbe  tałeai 
wbicb  I  haue  higblie  abused.  Make  me  your  myrror.  And  if  bereafter  you  see  me  recouer  minę 
estate,  or  reedifie  tbe  decaied  waJles  of  my  youth,  tben  beginne  you  sooner  to  builde  some  fNUidaftioa 
which  may  beautifie  yeur  Pal  lace.  If  you  see  me  sinke  in  distressea  (notirithstandiog  tbat  you  jndge 
me  quicke  of  capacitie)  tben  leani  you  to  mainteine  yonr  selues  swimaing  in  prosperitę, 
escboe  hHimes  the  whirlpoole  of  misgouernment 

Fioallie  I  beseech  you,  and  coniure  you,  tbat  you  mtber  encorage  me  to  accomplish  some 
trauel,  by  seeing  tbese  Posies  right  smelled  ^nto,  tben  discourage  me  from  attempting  otber  laboun, 
when  I  shall  see  tbese  first  fruites  reiected  or  misused.  I  haue  corrected  sundrie  fiuilts,  which  if  thej 
had  not  brought  suspition  is  the  first  Copie,  be  you  then  out  óf  doubt  you  had  never  bin  troubled 
with  tbese  second  presents,  nor  jpersuaded  to  flourisb  wiselie  with  a  two  edged  sword  in  yonr  nabed 
hands.  But  as  I  baue  meant  them  wel,  so  I  eraue  of  God,  tbat  they  maie  botb  pleasure  and  profite 
you  lor  tbe  furtberance  of  your  skil  in  anie  commendable  enteiprize.  From  my  poore  bouae  at  Wat 
tamitowe  in  tbe  Fonst,  the  second  of  February,  1575. 
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TO  THE  READERS  GENEBALLY  A  GENERALL  ADUERTISEMENT  OF 

THE  AUTHOR. 

Alł  that  is  written  is  writteu  for  our  iosiruction,  as  the  holie  apostle  witnesseth  to  the  Romans  ia 
his  15.  chapter.  And  in  his  nioth  chapter  of  his  first  epistie  to  tbe  Corintbians,  be  glorieth  that  he 
coulde  (as  it  were)  transforme  himself  into  all  professioos,  thereby  to  winne  all  kinde  of  men  to  God: 
saieng^  that  with  the  lewes  be  became  a  lew:  with  them  tbat  were  ynder  tbe  law,  bee  seemed  aJso 
Tnder  the  law:  with  tbe  feeble,  he  shewed  bimselfe  feeble.  And  to  conclude,  hee  became  all  things 
to  all  men,  to  thend  that  therby  he  might  win  some  to  saluation.  My  schoolemaister  which  taught 
me  gramnmr,  woulde  alwaies  saie,  that  some  scholers  hee  won  to  studie  by  stripes,  some  otber  by 
&ire  meanes,  some  by  promises,  some  other  by  praises»  some  by  raine  glorię,  and  some  by  verie 
sbame.  But  I  neuer  heard  him  repent  him  that  euer  bee  had  peraoaded  anie  schoUer  to  become  stu- 
dious,  in  what  sort  soeuer  it  were  that  be  wonne  him.  For  whetber  tbe  braue  gennet  be  broken  with 
the  bitte,  or  with  the  snaffle,  whetber  hee  be  brought  in  awe  with  a  spurre,  or  with  a  wand,  all  is 
one  if  hee  proove  readie  and  well  moathed. 

Tbus  much  1  write  (gentle  Reader)  to  the  end  that  minę  intent  may  appeare  in  publisbing  of  these 
Posies.  Wherein  as  there  are  wny  things  morall,  so  are  there  also  same  rerses  morę  sauced  with 
wantonnesse  than  with  wisedome.  And  as  there  are  some  ditties  which  may  please  and  delight  the 
godly  and  graoer  sort,  so  there  are  some  which  may  allure  tbe  yonger  sort  ynto  fond  attempts.  But 
what  for  that?  Hath  Terence  bin  forbidden  to  be  read,  bicause  bis  comedies  are  rehearsals  of  manie) 
mad  pranks  played  by  wanton  youths  ?  No  surely. 

Parecelsus,  and  suodrie  other  phisitions  and  philosophers,  declare,  that  in  euerie  tfaing  naturall 
tkere  is  to  be  foande  salt,  oile,  and  brimstone.  And  I  am  of  opinion,  that  in  euerie  thing  which  is 
written  (the  holie  Scriptures  excepted)  there  are  to  be  found  wisdome,  folie,  emulation,  and  detrec-  i 
tion.  For  as  I  neuer  yet  saw  anie  thing  so  clearklie  handied*  but  that  therin  might  be  feund  some 
imperflections:  so  could  I  neuer  yet  reade  fable  so  ridiculous,  but  that  tberein  some  morality  might 
be  gathered.  And  as  the  good  writer  sball  be  surę  of  some  to  be  maliced,  so  the  bad  sbal  neuer 
escape  the  biting  tongues  of  slaunderers. 

But  to  retume  to  my  purpose :  if  in  the  hardest  flint  there  may  be  found  sparks  of  liuelie  fire, 
and  Łhe  most  knottie  peece  of  box,  may  be  wrought  into  a  fiiire  Dudgen  hefte:  let  these  few  suffice 
to  persuade  thee,  that  I  have  not  procured  the  publication  hereof  to  anie  end,  so  muchę  as  that  tbe 
youthful  sort  might  therin  take  example,  and  the  aged  recreation. 

Now  if  anie  (misgoueming  their  owne  wittes)  do  fortunę  to  vse  that  for  a  spurre,  which  I  had  heere 
appoioted  for  a  bridle,  I  can  nonę  otherwise  lament  it,  but  to  saie  that  I  am  not  the  first  which  hath 
been  misjudged.  Truelie  (gentle  Read«r)  I  protest  that  I  haae  not  meant  heerein  to  displease  any 
nuin>  but  my  desire  hath  rather  beene  to  content  most  men:  I  meane  the  diuine  with  godlie  himnes 
sndpsalmes,  the  sober  mind  with  morał  discourses,  and  the  wildest  will  with  sufficient  waming:  the 
which  if  it  so  fali  out,  then  sball  I  thinke  my  selfe  rigbt  happie.  And  if  it  fali  out  otherwise,  I  shall 
yet  neuer  be  ashamed  to  become  one  of  their  Corporation  which  reape  floutes  and  reprehension  for 
their  trauels. 

But  bicause  these  Posies  growe  to  a  great  bundle,  and  therof  also  the  number  of  louing  lines  ex- 
ceedeth  in  the  superlatine,  I  thought  good  to  aduertise  thee,  that  the  most  part  of  them  were  written 
for  other  men.  Aiid  out  of  all  doubt,  if  euer  I  wrote  linę  for  my  selfe  in  causes  of  loue,  I  bave 
written  ten  fur  other  men  in  laies  of  lust.  For  I  count  greater  difference  betwixt  hue  and  lust,  th»n 
thore  is  diuersitie  betweene  wit  an4 jrisdppąe ;  an<!l  yet  wiT  and  I  did  (in  youth)  make  such  a  fraie, 
that  I  feare  his  coosin  wisdome  will  never  become  friends  with  me  in  my  age.  Well,  thougb  my  folie 
^  greater  then  my  fortunę,  yet  ouei^preat  were  minę  ynconstande,  if  (in  minę  owne  behalfe)  I  should 
<^mpile  so  manie  snndrie  songs  and  sonets.  I  haue  heard  of  an  honest  płaine  meaning  citizen,  who 
(being  ouercharged  with  manie  matters  in  the  law,  and  hearing  of  a  common  solicitour  of  causes  in 
Uie  citie)  came  home  to  comfort  his  wife,  and  told  hir,  that  be  had  heard  of  one  which  dwelt  at  Bit 
1'ngsgate  that  could  help  al  men«    Eoen  so  (good  reader)  I  was  a  great  while  the  man  that  dwelt  at 
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Billmgsgate,  for  in  wanton  deligbts  I  hdped  all  men,  though  iQ  sad  earnest  I  nener  fbithered  my  adfe 
anie  kind  of  waie.  And  by  that  it  proceedeth  that  1  bane  fio  often  cbanged  my  Potie  or  word.  For 
trhen  I  did  compile  anie  tbing  at  the  requeflt  of  otber  men,  if  I  bad .  subacribed  the  same  wiib  minę 
owne  Tsuall  mot  or  deuise,  it  migbt  baue  bewraied  tbe  same  to  have  hm  of  my  dooing.  And  I  waa 
eoer  curioos  in  tbat  bebaUe,  as  one  tbat  was  lotb  to  bewraie  tbe  follies  of  otber  men.  And  yei  (as 
you  see)  I  am  not  yerie  dangerous  to  laie  my  §elSe  wide  open  in  v]ew  of  tbe  woiłd.  I  bane  abo 
sundrie  times  cbanged  minę  owne  woid  or  deaise.  And  no  mamel,  for  be  tbat  wanderetfa  much  in 
those  wildemesses,  sball  seldom  conti«ue  long  iu  one  minde. 

Weil,  it  were  folie  to  bewalle  things  wbicb  are  ynpossible  to  be  reoonered,  sitb  Had  I  iriat  dotb 
seldome  senie  as  a  blason  of  good  understanding.  And  tberefore  I  wifl  spend  no  morę  worda  in  this 
Prefece,  but  I  praie  tbee  to  smell  mto  these  Posies,  as  Flowres  to  comfort,  Heaibs  to  cnre,  and 
Waedes  to  be  anoided,  so  baw  I  meant  tkem,  and  so  I  beseecb  tbee  reader  to  accept  tbem.    FarewelL 


COMMENDATORY   YERSES- 


T.  «.  INPRAYSE  OF  GASCOGJNES  POSIES, 

^E  prayse  the  ploagh,  Łhat  makeg  the  fhittelesse 

soyle  [might) 

To  bring  forth  coroe,  (throogh  belpe  pf  heauenly 
And  eke  esteeme  the  simpłe  wretches  toyle, 
Wboge  painefulł  handes  doe  labour  day  and  night. 
We  prayse  the  ground,  wbereon  the  herbes  do 

grow, 
Which  heale  or  belpe>our  greeues  and  mortall 

paine, 
Yea  weedes  haue  worth,  wherein  we  yertne  know, 
For  natures  Att,  nothing  hath  madę  ni  vaine. 
We  prayse  those  floaręs  which  please  the  secrete 

sense, 
Aod  do  content,  the  tast  or  smell  of  mao, 
The  GardDers  paynes  and  worke  we  recompence, 
That  skilfuU  is,  or  aught  in  cuoning  can. 
Bat  much  mortf  prayse  to  Gascoignes  penne  is 

dae,  •• 

Whosę  leamed  hande  doth  here  to  thee  present, 
A  PoBie  fhll  of  Hearbes,  and  Flowers  newe» 
To  please  all  braynes,  to  wit  or  learning  bent. 
Howe  much  the  minde  doth  passe  the  seuse  or 

smell, 
So  much  these  Fioures  all  other  do  excell. 


E.  C.  IN  PRAYSE  OF  GASCOIGNES  POSIES. 

4N  gladsome  Spring,  when  sweete  and  pleasant 

shoures 
Haue  well  renued,  wbat  winters  wrath  hath  tome, 
And  that  we  see,  the  wholesome  smelling  Fioures, 
Begin  to  laugh  rough  winters.  wracke  to  scome: 
If  then  by  ckaunce,  or  choyce  of  owners  will, 
We  roame  and  walkę  in  place  of  rare  delightes, 
And  therein  finde,  what  Arte  or  natures  skill 
Can  welł  set  forth,  to  feede  our  hungrie  sightes: 
Yea  morę,  if  then  the  owuer  of  the  soyle, 
Doth  Iłccnce  yeelde  to  vse  all  as  our  owne. 
And  gladly  thinkes,  the  fruites  of  all  his  toyle. 
To  our  behoofe  to  be  well  set  and  sowne. 
It  cannot  be,  but  this  so  great  desart 
In  basest  breast  doth  breede  thua  due  regarde, 
Witli  worlde  of  thankes,  to  prayse  this  friendly 

part. 
And  wi^th  that  woorth  moaght  pay  a  i  ust  rewarde. 
Good  Reader  then,  beholde  what  gallant  spring 
This  booke  brings  forth,  of  fraites  of  finest  sortes, 
Be  bolde  to  take,  thy  list  of  euerie  thing, 
For  so  is  nient.    And  for  thy  glad  disportes 
The  paine  was  tanę:  therefore  lo  this  I  craue, 
In  bis  behalfe,  that  wrote  this  pleasant  worke, 
with  care  and  cost,  (and  then  most  fircely  gaue 
His  labours  great,  wherein  great  treasures  lurke: 
To  thine  auayle)  let  his  desartes  now  binde  thee, 
In  woordc  and  deedc,  be  may  still  thankfuU  findc 
thee. 


3f.  C.  COMMENDING   THE    CORREO- 
TION  OF  GASCOIGNES  POSIES. 

The  Beares  bli  nde  wbelpes,  which  lacke  doth  nayles 

and  heare. 
And  lie  like  lumpes,  in  filtbie  farrowed  wise. 
Do  (for  a  time)  most  ougly  beastes  appeare, 
Till  dammes  deare  tongue,  do  cleare  the  dozed 

eyes. 
The  gadde  of  steele,  is  likewise  blunt  and  blacke, 
Till  file  and  fire,  do  frame  it  sharpe  and  bright: 
Yea  precious  stones,  their  glorious  grace  do  lacke, 
Till  curious  band,  do  make  them  please  the  sigbt. 
And  śb  these  floures,  although  the  gfouiide  were 

Wbereon  they  grew,  and  they  of  gallant  hew, 
Yet  tłil  the  badde  were  cullde  and  cast  away, 
The  best  became  the  worse  by  such  a  crew. 
(For  my  part)  then:  I  lyked  not  their  smell. 
But  as  they  be,  I  like  them  pretly  well. 


/Ł  S.  INPRAYSE  OF  GASCOIGNES  POSIES, 

The  pleasant  plot  wherein  these  Posies  grew, 
May  represent  Parnassus  springs  indeede. 
Where  Pallas  with  hir  wise  and  learned  crew, 
Did  plant  great  storę,  and  sow  much  cunningseede. 
That  goddesse  then,  on  whom  the  Muses  wayte. 
To  gardę  hir  grounde  from  greedie  gathrers  spoyle, 
Hath  here  ordejrnde,  by  fine  and  cTose  conceyte, 
A  greene  knight  chiefe,  and  master  of  the  foyle. 
Such  badge  beares  he  that  beautified  this  booke 
With  glorious  shew,  of  sundrie  gallant  flowers. 
But  sińce  he  first  this  labor  vudertooke, 
He  gleand  thereout,  (to  make  the  profite  ours) 
A  heape  of  Heaibes,  a  sort  of  fruitfuU  seedes, 
A  needefull  salue,  compound  of  needlesse  weedes. 

APPSNDIX. 

All  these  (with  morę)  my  freend  here  freely  giues: 
Nor  naked  wordes,  nor  streytie  of  straunge  deuise. 
But  Gowers  minde,  which  now  in  Gascoigne  liues, 
Yeeldes  heere  in  view,-(by  iudgement  of  the  wise) 
His  penne,  his  sworde,  himselfe,  and  all  his  might, 
To  Pallas  schoole,  and  Mars  in  princes  right. 


T.  CH.  IN  PRAYSE  OF  GASCOIGNES 

POSIES. 

Though  goodnesse  of  the  gold,  needes  no  mana 

praise  ye  know, 
(And  euery  coyne  is  iudgde  and  found,  by  weigbt, 

by  stampi  or  show^ 
Yet  doth  the  prayse  of  men,  giue  gold  a  double 

grace,  [euery  place. 

And  makes  bolb  pearls  and  ieweto  ricb  desirde  in 
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The  horse  fuli  finely  forinde,|whose  pace  and  traine 

is  true,  [shape  and  Yiew. 

I8  morę  esteemde  for  good  reporti  than  likte  for 
Yea  surę,  ech  man  himselfe,  for  all  his  wit  and 

skill,  [słlence  still. 

(If  world  bestow  no  lawde  on  him)  may  sleepe  in 
Famę  shewes  the  value  first,  of  enerie  precioug 

thing. 
And  winnes  with  lyking  all  the  bnite,  that  doth 

the  credit  bring^ 
And  iame  makes  way  before,  to  workes  that  are 

ynknowne 
And  peoples  loue  is  caried  tber,  wbere  h.me  hir 

tmmp  hath  blown. 
A  cunning  workman  fine,in  Cloyster  close  may  sit. 
And  carue  or  paint  a  thousand  things,  and  Yse 

both  art  and  wit, 
Yet  wanting  worldes  renownę»may  scape  ynsought 

or  seene: 
It  is  but  fiime  that  outruns  |dl,  and  gets  the  goall 

I  weene.  [hannes, 

The  learned  Doctors  lawd,that  beales  where  other 
By  comon  prayse  of  peoples  voyce,  brings  pacients 

in  by  swarmes. 
A  goodly  stately  hoose,  hath  seldome  any  feune, 
Tiłi  world  behold  tłie  buildings  through,  and  people 

see  the  same.  [held, 

The  Flowers  aiid  Posies  sweete^  in  better  price  are 
When  those  baue  praysde  their  yertues  rare,  that 

haue  their  odór  smeld. 
So  by  these  foresayd  proofes,  I  haue  a  pardon  free. 
To  speake,  to  write,  and  make  discourse,  of  any 

worke  I  see, 
That  worlhie  is  of  prayse :  for  prayse  is  all  we  get. 
Present  the  worlde  with  labors  great,  the  world  is 

in  your  det,  [will  giue: 

It  neuer  yeeldes  rewai:de,  nor  scarce  iust  prayse 
Then  studie  out  to  stand  on  famę,  and  striue  by 

famę  to  Hue.  [dayes, 

Our  olde  fore&thers  wise,  saw  long  before  these 
How  sonę  faint  world  would  fail  deserts,  and  cold 

would  waic  our  prayse.  [rise* 

And  knowing  that  disdeyne,  for  toyle  did  ratber 
Than  right  renowne  (wbose  golde  buds,  growes  yp 

to  starry  skies) 
Betooke  their  labors  long,  and  euery  act  they  did, 
Ynto  the  Gods,  from  whose  deepe  sight,  no  secret 

can  he  bid.  [heauens  hte. 

And  these  good  gracious  Gods,  sent  downe  from 
(For  uoble  minds)  an  endtesse  iame,  that  thiow 

the  world  doth  flie. 
Which  famę  is  due  to  thoie,that  seeke  by  new 

deułce,  [in  price. 

To  honor  learning  euery  way,  and  Yertue  bring 
From  Knowlćdge  gardey  n  gay,  where  science  sowes 

hir  seedes,  [and  Weedes. 

A  pretie  Posie  gathered  is,  of  Flowers,  Hearbes, 
The  ^Flowers  by  smel  are  found,  the  heaibs  their 

goodnes  showes, 
TheM^eedes  amid  both  hearbs  and  flowers,  in  decet 

order  growes. 
The  soft  and  tender  nose,  that  can  no  weedes  abide, 
May  make  his  choise  of  holesome  hearbes,  Whose 

yertues  well  are  tride. 
The  fine  and  flowing  wittes,  that  feede  on  straunge 

delites,  [weede  that  bites : 

May  tast  (for  seasning  daintie  mouthes)  the  bitter 
The  well  disposed  minde,  and  honest  meaning  man, 
Sball  flnde  (in  floures)  proude  Peacoks  plumes,  and 

feathers  of  the  Swan. 


The  Cnrst  and  crabbed  Carie,  that  Posies  llmgi 

away,  [floures  to  play. 

By  this  (perhaps)  may  find  some  cause^with  piettie 
The  kinde  and  louing  worme,that  woolde  his  ladie 

please,  •   [both  much  eaae. 

May  light  on  some  such  medcin  here,  sbal  do  tbeot 

both  much  ease.  [ing  take : 

The  Lad  that  lykes  the  schoole,  and  will  good  watm- 
May  suatch  some  rules  oute  of  this  booke,  tbmŁ 

may  him  doctor  make. 
The  hastie  trauayling  head,  that  flies  fco  foreyne 

place,  [his  rooing^  nee. 

May  wey  by  this  what  home  is  woortb,  and  staj 
The  manly  courage  stoute,  that  seeketh  famę  fol] 

fieirre, 
Shall  find  by  this  how  sweete  is  peace,  and  set 

how  soure  is  warre. 
This  Posie  is  so  pickt,  and  ćhoysely  sorted  Ibrow, 
There  is  no  Flower,  Herbe,  nor  Weede,  hut  semef 

some  purpose  now. 
Then  sińce  it  freely  comes,  to  you  for  little  cost, 
Take  well  in  worth  these  paynes  of  bitn,  tiiat 

thinkes  no  labor  lost: 
To  do  his  countrie  good,  as  many  oOiers  haue, 
Who  for  their  toyles  a  good  report,  of  worlde  did 

onely  craue.  [neceyne, 

Grudge  not  to  yeeld  some  £une,for  fruites  that  yon 
Make  some  exchaunge  for  frankę  good  will,  same 

signe  or  token  teaue« 
To  shew  your  thankfuU  harts.    For  if  you  looe  to 

take,  [no  gift  fomke. 

And  haue  a  conscience  growne  so  gieat,  you  can 
And  caunot  giue  againe,  that  men  desenie  to  tetspe. 
Adieu  we  leaue  you  in  the  hedge,  and  ore  the  stile 

we  leape. 

And  yet  some  stile  or  verse,  we  after  shape  ia 

lyme,  [selues  in  tyroe. 

That  may  by  arte  shewe  you  a  glasse,  to  see  your 

Thus  wish  1  men  their  right:  and  you  that  indge 

amisse, 
To  mend  your  minds,  or  frame  your  Mose,  to 
make  the  like  of  this. 


G.  W.  IN  PRAYSE   OF  GASCOIGNE,  AND 

HIS  POSIES. 

Reaobr  rewaide  nought  else,  but  ou^y  good  re- 
port, [sundrie  sorC 
For  all  these  pleasant  Posies  here,  bound  yp  io 
The  flowers  fayre  and  fresh,  were  set  with  painefuU 
toyle,  [sant  soyle. 
Of  late  in  Gascoignes  Garden  plot,  a  passing  plea- 
Now  weedes  of  little  worth,  are  culde  from  out  tłie 

rest, 
Which  he  with  double  paine,  did  work,  to  gleaae 

the  bad  fro  best. 
The  State  is  yery  straunge,  and  fortunę  rare  in  Tie, 
Whose  heauie  happe  he  neither  heIpe8,nor  blazeth 
their  abuse.  [be  thrall, 

In  thundring  yerse  hewrayes,  where  highest  mindes 
Where  mischeefe  seekes  to  rayse  it  selfe,  by  Ibrce 
ofothersfall.  [pnde, 

He  phickes  the  yisour  of,  from  maskes  of  peeuish 
And  wrayes  what  sowre  (in  sweet  pretece)  the 

ooustly  corts  ci  hide. 
In  euerie  gallaot  flower,  he  setteth  fbrth  to  show, 
Of  Yenuś  thralles,  the  hap,  the  harme,  the  wanti 
the  weale,  the  woe. 
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H6  flnely  flndeB  their  faultes,  whose  wdth  doth 

foster  wrong, 
Wbo  toncbeth  sinne  (witbout  offence)  mast  plainly 

aing  hii  Bong. 
His  loftie  vaine  in  rerse,  his  stately  stile  iii  prose, 
Foretelles  that  Pallas  ment  by  him,  for  to  defende 

hir  foes.  [knit, 

Wherwith  to  Mars  his  might,  his  lustie  limmes  are 
(A  sight  most  rare)  that  Hectors  miód,  sboold 

match  włth  Pallas  wit 
By  proofe  of  late  appeared  (ho w  so  reportes  here 

ran)  [hynmost  mao. 

That  he  in  field  was  formost  still,  in  spoyle  the 
No  backward  blastes  could  bruse  the  valour  of  bis 

thought,  [credite  sought. 

Although  slie  hap,  fbrestoode  his  hope,  in  that  be 
la  fortunes  spignthe  straue,  by  vertaes  to  aspire, 
Resolude  wben  due  deserts  might  mount,  tben  he 

should  haue  his  hire. 
Thiis  late  with  Mars  in  field,  a  lastie  Souldiour 

shewde,  [hath  bestowde. 

And  now  with  peace  in  Pallas  schoole,  he  freendly 
On  thee  tbts  beape  of  flowers,  the  fruites  of  all  his 

toyle,  [the  soyle. 

Whereof  if  some  bnt  simple  seeme,  consider  well 
Tbey  grew  not  all  at  borne,  some  came  from  for- 

reyne  fiełdes, 
The  wbicb  (percase)  set  berę  againe,  no  pleasant 

saaour  yeeldes> 
Yet  wbo  mislyketh  most,  the  worst  will  bardly 

mend,  [will  ofiend. 

And  be  were  best  not  write  at  all,  wbicb  no  man 


P.  B.  TO  8UCH  AS  HAVE  HERETOFORE 
FOUND  PAULT  WITH  GASCOIGNES 
POSIES. 

Caynst  good  deserts,  both  pride'  and  euuie  swell, 
As  neede  repines,  to  see  his  neighbour  ritche : 
And  slaunder  chafes,  where  vertues  prosper  well, 
As  sicke  men  thinke,  all  others  health  to  mitch : 
Sucb  filthie  fiioltes,  mens  harU  ofttymes  inflame, 
That  spight  presnmes,  to  stayne  the>  worthies 
uame. 

Are  brutali  things,  transferred  so  to  men  ? 
Or  men  become  morę  sauage  than  the  beast? 
We  see  the  dogge,  that  kenelles  in  his  den, 
(For  onely  foode)  obeyes  his  Lordes  behest: 
Yet  morę  than  that,  remembers  so  reliefey 
As  (in  his  kinde)  he  moames  at  masters  griefe. 

If  thou  perceyue,  whereto  my  tale  intendes, 
1*ben  (slaunder)  cease  to  wrong  a  frendly  wight, 
Wbo  K>r  his  countreys  good,  his  trauayle  spendes, 
Sometime  where  blowes  are  giuen  in  bloudie  fight: 
Aod  other  tymes  he  frames  with  sldlfull  pen, 
Soch  verse,  as  may  coiitent  eche  moulde  of  men. 

As  nowe  bebolde,  he  here  presentes  to  thee, 
The  blossoms  foyre,  of  three  well  sorted  seedet. 
The  first  be  feynes,  fresh  Flowers  for  to  bee: 
llie  second  Herbes,  the  last  be  termetb  Weedes. 
AU  these,  tbe  soyle  of  bis  well  fallowed  brayne, 
(With  Pallas  droppes  bedewde)  yeeldes  for  tby 
gaine. 

The  Hearbes  to  grane  conceyt,  and  skilfull  age, 
Ą^  fragrant  Flowers  to  sent  of  yonger  smcU: 
The  worthlesse  Weedes,  to  rulc  tbe  wantonrage 
^recklesse  beades,hc  giues:  tben  Yse  them  well: 


And  gather  (friend)  but  neyther  spight  nor  spoyle, 
These  Posies  madę,  by  his  long  painfnll  toyle. 


A.   W.    IN    COMMENDATION    OP    GAS^ 
COJGNES  POSIES. 

I  PRAYSEO  once  a  booke  (whereby  I  purchast 

bUme) 
And  yenturde  for  to  write  a  verse,  before  I  knewe 

tbe  same. 
So  that  1  was  deceyude,  for  wben  it  came  to  ligfat, 
The  booke  deserued  no  sucb  wonie,  as  I  therein 

did  wright, 
Thus  lept  1  ere  I  lookt,  and  wandred  ere  I  wist, 
Wbicb  giues  (me  haggard)  waming  sińce,  to  trust 

no  falkners  fist. 
And  yet  the  booke  was  good,  (by  hap  and  not  my 

skilł)  [wordes  fiilfill. 

But  not  a  booke  of  sucb  contentes,  as  might  my 
Well  now  I  neede  not  feare,  these  Poiies  berę  to 

prayse, 
Bicause  I  knew  them  enery  fiower,  and  where  tbey 

grew  alwayes. 
And  surę  for  my  conćeyt,  eoen  wben  tbey  bloom- 

ed  first,  [the  very  worst. 

Me  thought  tbey  smelt  not  much  amisse,  no  not 
Perhappes  some  daiutie  nose,  no  Batchlers  button 

lykes,  [quarell  pykes. 

And  some  at  Pimpemell  and  Pinkes,  a  slender 
Some  thinke  that  Gillyflowers,  do  yeeld  a  geloua 

swell. 
And  some  (which  like  nonę  berbe  but  sagę)  say 

Finkell  tastes  not  well. 
Yet  Finkell  is  of  force,  and  Gillyflowers  are  good. 
And  Pinks  please  some,  and  Pimpemell  doth  serue 

to  steynch  tbe  blood: 
And  Batchlers  bnttons  be,  the  branest  to  bebolde, 
Bnt  surę  that  flower  were  best  not  grow,  wbicb  can 

abide  no  colde.  [uious  windes. 

For  slaunder  blowes  so  shrill,  with  easteme  en* 
And  frosts  of  frumps  so  nip  tbe  rootes,  of  ?ertu- 

oius  meaning  minds 
That  fow  good  flowers  can  thriue,  Tnlesse  tbey  be 

protected,  [proppes  eracted. 

Or  garded  from  suspitious  blastes,  or  with  some 
So  seemeth  by  tbe  wight,  wbicb  gandened  this 

grounde,  [here  abouude. 

And  set  sucb  flowers  on  euery  bed,  that  Posies 
Yet  some  tongues  cannot  well^  aflToorde  him  worthie 

prayse,  [sene  bis  wayes. 

And  by  our  Lorde  tbey  do  him  wrong,  for  I  haue 
And  marked  all  bis  moodes,  and  haue  had  proofe 

likewise,  [deuisOi 

That  be  can  do  as  well  in  field,  as  pan  can  here 
Not  many  montbes  yet  past,  I  saw  his  doughtie 

deedes,  [heauie  hart  it  bleedes. 

And   sińce  (to  heare  what  slaunder  sayes)  my 
Yet  Reader  graunt  but  tbis^  to  trie  before  thou 

trust,  [gallant,  good  and  iust. 

So  sbalt  thou  find  his  flowers  and  him,  both 


/.    B.   IN  COMMENDATION  OF   GAS- 
COIGNES POSIES. 

Tbe  sauerie  sappes  in  Oascoignes  Flowers  that  are, 
Which  fttrayned  were  by  lofty  leamiogs  lorę: 
Could  not  content  tbe  surly  for  their  share,  [fore: 
Ne  cause  them  once,  to  yeeld  him  thąpkes  Uiere- 
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Saoh  WM  his  hap,  when  fint  in  bandę  he  tooke^ 
By  labor  loDg,  to  bring  to  ligbŁ  tbis  Booke. 

Yet  bath  be  not  (for  all  tbis)  seemde  to  oeaie, 
Tbose  Flowers  firesh  againe  in  gronnd  to  set. 
And  yeeld  them  eartb  to  bring  fortb  their  increase, 
'Witb  otber  slippes  from  forraine  soyle  yfet. 
Wbich  be  bath  gaynde  by  bazarde  of  bis  life, 
In  bloodie  broyles,  wbere  poaldred  shot  was  rife. 

Tbis  endlesse  toyle,  contented  well  bis  minde, 
Hope  belde  tbe  belme,  bis  Famę  on  sbore  to  set: 
His  deepe  detire,  was  firiendship  for  to  finde, 
At  readert  bandes,  be  noogbt  ebe  sooght  to  get: 
Wberelbre    (doubtlesse)    they    did   bim    double 

wrong, 
Wbich  F.  and  I.  mysconstraed  baue  so  long. 

Yet  least  I  sboold  passe  Irom  tbe  golden  gnn>und, 
Of  Gascoignes  piat,  wherein  tbose  Posies  grew, 
1  list  to  tell  wbat  Flowers  there  I  fouod. 
And  paint  by  penne,  tbe  bonour  to  bim  dew: 
Since  tbat  bis  toyle  dotb  well  desenie  tbe  same. 
And  sacred  skill  bath  so  aduauost  bis  oame. 

First  did  I  finde  tbe  Flower  of  Fetters  frate, 
Whereof  my  selfe  baue  tasted  to  my  paine: 
Then  migbt  I  see  tbe  Greene  knigbt  touch  tbe  Lute, 
Wbose  conies  were  coucbt  on  frettes  of  deepe 

disdaine : 
And  likewise  there,  >  I  migbt  perceyue  fuli  well, 
Tbat  fragrant  Flower  wbich  fansie  bad  Farewell. 

In  fine  I  found  tbe  flowre  tbat  Bellom  bigbt, 
Sweete  ynto  tbose,  of  sillie  simple  sense, 
Yet  sharpe  and  sowre,  to  tbose  tbat  do  deligbt 
In  martiall  martes,  for  gaine  of  peaisb  pense. 
Sucb  buddes  fhll  braue,  good  Gascoignes  Garden 

gaue 
To  all  estates,  wbich  list  tbe  same  to  baue. 

Wherefore  (good  friend)  fiieeouies  yrkesome  yre, 
And  tred  tbe  tracę,    wbich  Reasons  rule   batb 

wrougbtt 
Yeeld  not  disdeyne  to  Gascoigne  for  his  byre, 
Wbose  brused  braine  for  tbee  these  flowers  batb 

sougbt. 
Least  if  tbou  do,  tbe  blame  on  tbee  do  light, 
Such  friendly  paynes  to  recompence  with  spight. 


Of  wan«8  aiso,  and  warriours  too,  enen  like  a 

martiall  knigbt, 
He  batb  discourst,  and  sbewed  tbe  lottes,  tbat 

therevpon  do  light: 
Yiigill  18  dead,  and  Galen  gone,  with  Poets  maoy 

morę:  pn  storę. 

Yet  workes  of  tbeirs  be  still  aline,  and  with  vs  kcpt 
Tbis  Authour  Fiues,  and  Gascoigne  hights,  yet  oncc 

to  die  most  surę,  [alwayes  endnre, 

Alas  tbe  while  tbat  worthie  wightes   may  not 
But  workes  of  bis  among  tbe  best,  for  euer  morc 

shall  rest,  [tbe  błest. 

When  he  in  beauen  shall  take  aphiceprepared  for 


/.  D.  IN  PRAYSE  OF  GASCOIGNES  AND 
HIS  POSIES. 

If  Yii^gill  how  to  till  tbe  Eartb,  to  euery  man 

^  dotb  tell,  [exceU, 

And  Galen  he  in  Phisicks  arte  dotb  many  men 

If  Potii^olde  deseroen  prayse,  by  payoting  out 

aright,  [that  wright, 

Tbe  frutes  of  Tice,  as  Ouid  dotb,  and  many  mo 
By  leamed  skill  of  many  tbings:    If  soch  exalt 

tbeir  name,  [of  Ładie  Famę : 

And  for  their  byre,  deserued  prayse  by  trumpe 
Wby  sbould  the  Authour  of  this  booke  then  leese 

his  due  desart,  [skilfull  arte? 

Sitb  he  so  freendly  here  to  ts,  bath  sbewed  bis 
Tbe  bealthsome    berbs  and  flowers    sweet,  fro 

weedes  be  bath  diuided, 
The  firuits  of  Giues  in  prison  stróg  be  hath  right 

wel  decided. 


THE  PRINTER  (RICHARD  SMITH)  IX 
COMMENDATION  OF  GASCOIGNE  AND 
HIS  WORKS. 

Chawcer  by  writitig  purchast  famę. 
And  Gower  got  a  worthie  name: 
Sweete  Surrey,  suckt  Pemassus  springs. 
And  Wiat  wrote  of  wondrous  things: 
Olde  Rocłifort  ciambe  the  stately  throne, 
Which  Muses  holde,  in  Helii<^one. 
Thenthither  let  good  Gascoigne  go. 
For  surę  bis  yerse,  desemeth  so. 


Jlf.  A.  PERUGINO,  A  I  LETTORI. 

CoNCiOSiA    la  cosa  che  al  bono    vino,  non  cl 
bisogoa  la  ghirlanda  nientedi  meno,  Popere  vir- 
tuose  meritano  sempremai  ogni  laude,  bonore,  fc 
mercede.    Tanto  per  esserst  (nelia  natura  loro,  & 
di  se  stesse)  piaceuole,  grate,  &  piene,d*o^Qi  con- 
tento,  come  per  dare  stimoli  ad  altrui  d'imitar*  i 
loro  vestigy.    In  tanto  lo  stimo  Topera  presente 
vn'e8Sempio  cbtaro  &  raro  delia  gloria  Inf^hlese. 
Suando  vi  si  tnioaano  non  salameie  sonetti,  rime, 
canzoni,  &  altre  cose  infinitamete  piac(Hio!e,  ma 
eon  cio  non  yi  mancano  disrorse  tragiche,  mo- 
dernę, &  pbyioeophicha&,  delia  Guerra,  delii  stati, 
&  delia  vera  Sapienza.    Tutte  procedute  dVn  tal 
luchiostro,  che  lo  (sendo  forastiero)  lo  troouo  tu* 
Immitatore  di  Petrarcha,   Amico  d*Ariosto,    &. 
ParangOD  di  Bocaccio,  Aretino,  &  ogni  altro  poeia 
ąuanto  sia  piu   fomoso   &  eccellente  deli'   et4 
nostra. 


/.  DE  3.  AUX  LECTEURS. 

Ceux  qoł  yoiront,  les  Rymes  de  Gascoigne, 
(Estants  Francois)  se  plaindront  nuicts  &  ioars 
Sue  la  beaute  &  Todeur  de  ces  floeurs, 
A  cest  heur  (de  France)  par  Gascoign,  tant  s*i 
loigne. 


H.  M.  INPOEMATA  GASCOIGNI  CARMEN. 

Si  iam  yena  yiris  eadem,  quse  yatibus  olim, 
Ingenioą.  pari  possunt  disponere  partas 
Materias,  pedibus  si  incedunt  Carmina  certis. 
Claudunturq.  suis  numeris:  Si  turba  soronim^ 
Sopplicibus  potis  est  priscos  inflare  forom, 
Sed  si  quod  magis  est^  nostri  sua  tbemata  tezsnt^ 
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CoDSons  scnptoris  taoris,  nec  dissona  recftis 
Moribus:  amenos,  sed  qii»  cognoscere  flores 
Yirtutis.  qus  docent  dalces  colligere  fructus. 
8i  fictas  fibulas,  ialsią.  Cupidinis  artes 
Com  Yenere  excliiduDt,  (ut  docta  iodigna  poesi) 
Car  non  censemus  oelebrandoe  iure  Coronis 
JEqiiales  Tirtute  viros,  eąualibus  esse? 
O  ingrata  tuis  non  reddere  tanta  peritis 
Premia,  ąuanta  sais  dignarunt  prima  Poetis 
SaBcula  num  laudes  tantas  licet  addere  lingiiis 
RomaMB  primum,  (qu«  nil  tamen  altulit  vitra 
Ytile)  gennanas,  Ytfas  sit  spernere  gemmai? 
Sed  yitiiim  hoc  patriae  est  &  peculiariter  Anglis 
Conuenit,  externis  ąaecaną.  femntur  ab  orii, 
Anteferre  sais.    Age  si  sic  aapitis,  £cce, 
Anglia  ąoos  proiert  flores  Gasconia  pressit. 


B.  C.  IN  POEMAT  A  GASCONI,  CARMEN. 

MiN>  generosa  solet  generosos  edere  flores^ 
Incassnmą.  suos,  non  sinit  ire  dies : 

HsBC  tua  Oasconi  laus  est»  mercede  remota 
Hac,  friget  virtus,  hec  tibi  sufficiat. 

Hoc  tibi  (sea  Belgas  repetas,  Martemą.  ferocem, 
Seu  patriam  6t  Musas)  inuiolata  comes. 


K.  JX  IN  EUNDEM  CARMEN. 

ViDB]UT  boias:  ef.  I.  Titulam  nomeDq.  Poeta, 
Ijetaq.  vix  potait,  dicere  lingua,  bene  est: 

Mox  vbi  que  Toluit,  libro  non  vidit  in  illo, 
Magniq.  que  flierat,  pars  ibi  parna  fliit, 

Suim  małe  ait  socio,  Ńf  artem  secreuit  amore  ? 
Soi  bene  amat  pugnat,  qai  bene  pagnat  amat. 


EIUSDEM  DE  EODEM. 

Qti  quondam  grane  Martis  opus,  sub  gente  ne- 
Miiitainq.  tuli,  non  vno  nomine  duram       [fanda, 
Anna  qułbu8  letabar.  Ego  Tńtonia  Pallas, 
^Uas  ego  trado  arma  tibi,  &  nunc  per   iuga 

Cynthi 
fm  sacrum   te    Hellicona   tuuSf  per  Thessala 

Tempe 
Inseqaor,etemumq.  sequar,dam  sydera  mundum^ 
Dom  dens  setemos,  certo  moderamine  Ccelos 
Dirigat,  sethereasq  animas  &  sydera  Coeli. 
O  qas  felices  caelesti  nectare  mentes 
PeiiEbndis,  Diui^mq.  doces  nos  dicere  Cantus, 
Suales  Aonias  inter  celiberrima  tuibas 
Calliopaea  canit,  Tel  gestis  Clio  1oquendis 
Nata.  rNouenarum  pars  ingens  Clio  sororum.) 
Ba  r^ina  tuis  adytis,  antrisq.  recepto 
Caatari  rates  inter,  diciq.  Britannos. 


R  JV.  IN  GASCOIGNUMy  CARMEN. 

o^HT  qnorum  mentes,  tenebre,  Caligoq.  turpis 
Infuscant,  Tates  qui  tetigisse  timent 

Ta  pete  florentem,  facunde  Poeta  CoroUam, 
bcultis  pateaty  Tenibus  iste  locus* 


G.  H,  PRO  EODEM. 

QviSQUis  es  hac  nostri  qui  gaudes  parte  laboris, 

Indicio  nobis,  cantus  adesto  precor. 
Perlege  scripta  prius,  qu^  pergas  scripta  probare, 

£t  bene  perlectts,  iode  yidebis  opus.  ■ 
Nam  nihil  in  titulum,  iuuat  inspcKisse  libelli, 

Si  vis  materie  sit  tibi  nota  minus. 
Kon  etenim  primo  Teniunt  fundamina  rerum, 

Sed  sunt  in  variis,  inspicienda  locis. 
Perge  igitur  quo  sit  pergendum,  fiue  reperto, 

In  tenebris  tum  que  dilitu^re  próba. 


E.  H.INPOEMATA  GASCOIGNI,  CARMEN 

Si  quam  Roman  i  laudem  moeru6re  Poetę 

Siq.  fuit  Graiis  debitus  vllu8  honos, 
^rsecia  si  quondam  ratem  sucpexit  Homerum, 

Si  domitrix  magni  Roma  Matonis  opus, 
Cur  non  Gasconii  fiscunda  poemata  laudat 

Anglia?  k  ad  coeli  sydera  summa  ferat? 
Carmina  nam  cum  re,  sic  consentire  videntur, 

Egregium  &  prsntans,  vt  videatur  opus. 
Dixerit  has  aliquis  Musas  nimis  esse  iocosas. 

Et  iuuenuffl  ftu:ile  posse  nocere  animis. 
Kon  ita,  ni  forsan,  ^elit  iisdem  iiector  abuti. 

Non  obsunt,  pura  si  modd  mente  legas. 


THE  OPINION  OF  THE  AUCTHOR  HIM- 
8ELF  AFTER  ALL  THESE  COMMEND- 
ATIONS. 

What  neede  I  speake  my  self,  sińce  other  say  so 

much? 
Wfao  seme  to  praise  these  poesies  so,  as  if  ther  wer 

nonę  such : 
But  surę  my  silly  self,  do  find  therein  no  smell, 
Which  may  desenie  such  passing  prayse,  or  seeme 

to  taste  so  well,  [deinge 

This  boone  I  onely  craue,  that  readers  yet  will 
(If  auy  «eede  herein  do  seeme,  his  fellow  flowres 

to  stayne)  [they  finde, 

Then  reade  but  others  workes,  and  markę  if  that 
No  toyes  therein  which  may  dislike,  some  modest 

readers  minde? 
Reade  Yirgills  Pryapus,  or  Ouids  wanton  Terse, 
Which  he  about  Corinnaes  couche,  so  clerkly  can 

rehearse. 
Reade  Faustoes  filthy  tale,  in  Ariottoes  ryme. 
And  let  not  Marots  Ałyx  passe,  without  impeach 

of  crime.  [excuse 

These  things  considered  well,  I  trust  they  will 
This  muzę  of  minę,  although  she  seem,  such  toyes 

sometimes  to  vse. 
Beleene  me  Lordings  all,  it  is  a  Poetes  parte. 
To  handle  eche  thing  in  bis  kinde,  for  therein  lieth 

his  arte:  [lawę, 

Łucillius  ledde  the  daunce,  and  Horace  madę  the 
That  poetes  by  Aucthoritie,  may  cali  (a  Dawe]  a 

Dawe, 
And  eke  (a  horę)  a  Uore,but  yet  in  deanly  wordes, 
So  that  tiie  vice  may  be  rebukt,  as  though  it  were 

'  in  bourdes:  [(aute) 

This  phrase  sometimes  T  rse,  which  (if  it  be  a 
Condempne  not  all  the  rest  therfbre,  that  here  ia 

vene  is  taught. 
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Smell  eueiy  po6«ie  rigbt,  and  yoa  therein  ihall 

finde, 
Fresh  fldwres,  good  heariiet,  and  boliome  weedes, 
to  fdease  a  skilfull  minde. 
Finis.    Tlun  Bfaiti,  ąiiim  Merairio. 


HIS  YLTIMUM  VALE  TO  AM0SOU8 

FERSK 

KiNDE  Erato,  and  wantoo  Thalia, 

(Whoie  name  my  muzę,  deuouUy  did  inuoke) 

Adieu  deare  dames,  Caliope  lingt  aUa, 


Which  are  morę  worth,  and  smdl  not    of  thc 

smoke. 
And  if  blinde  Capide,  cbannoe  to  stryke  a 
I  rowe  my  yersie,  Apocrypha  shałbe, 
In  silence  shntte,  that  nonę  (bat  you)  may 

Finis. 

Tam  Marti,  qnim  Mercuńo. 


■  Tbese  lineiiand  the  ^'Opinion  of  the 
are  not  in  the  edition  of  Gascoigne  poblisbeA 
1587.    C. 
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FLOWERS: 


TBE  ANATOMYE  OF  A  LOUER. 

^T^O  make  a  lóafer  kno^ne,  by  fiAine  Anatomie* 
^    Yoa  louers  all  tbat  list  beware>  loe  kere  behbkl 

yoa  me.  [might  moue, 

tVko  thoagh  minę  onely  lookei,  yoor  pittie  wel 
.  Yet  enery  part  Iball  playe  his  part,  to  paint  tbe 
,  paoges  of  loue. 

If  first  my  feeble  bead,  hdue  so  mucb  matter  left, 
If  fimsies  raging  force  haue  not,  his  feeble  skill 

bereft.  [dazled  ^es, 

Ttiese  lockes  th^t  hang  Yokempt,  these  hoUówe 
These  chattering  teeth,  tbis  trebliog  tonguei  well 

tewed  włtli  carefall  cries. 
These  wao  and  wrinkled  cbeekes,  wel  washt  with 

waiies.of  woe,  [carkasse  goe. 

Maye  stantd  for  patteme  of  a  gbost,  wliere  so  tbis 
These  sboulders  tbey  sustaine,  the  yoake  of  heaay 

care,       ^  .  [Ibearc. 

And  on  my  bnised  broken  baćke,  the  bnrąen  must 
These  armes  quite  braunfttne  krej  with  beating  on 

my  breiit,  [cranethrest: 

Tbis  right  ^and  weary  is  td  writó,  this  left  band 
Hiesesides  enćlośe  tbeibr|;e,  whcie  sorrpwe  pfayes 

the  smitb,  [mettall  with. 

Apd  hote  desirei  bath  kindled  0re,  to  #orke  this 
The  Anuile  is  my  heart*  my  tboughtes  tbey  strike 

tbe  stroake,  [sifrhćs  ascend  for  smoake. 
My  ligbts  and  luoges  likć  bellowes  blow,  and 
My  secreetepartesareso  withsecreetesorrowsokeh , 
As  for  the  secreete  shame  theteof,  deserpes  not  to 

be  spoken,  [my  feete. 

My  thigbes,  my  knees,  my  legges,  and  last  of  all 
To  serue  a  Louers  tume,  are  so  y nable  and  vnmeete, 
Tbat  scarce  tbey  sustaine  vp,  this  restlesse  body 

#e]l,  [dotb  clwell, 

ijnlesse  it  be  to  sea  tht  boiire»  wherein  my  loue 
\qL  li. 


And  there  by  sigbt  ąftsooiie,  to  feede  my  gazing 

eye, 
And  so  content  my  hungrie  oorps,  tyli  dollourt 

doe  medye; 
Yet  for  a  iust  rewąrd  of  looe  so  dearely  bougbt, 
I  pray  you  saye,  loe  this  was  he»  whome  loue  had 

worde  to  non^ht. 

Euar  or  ntum. 
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THE  ARRAIGMENT  OF  A  LOUER. 

Alt  Beautyes  barre  as  I  dyd  stande^ 

When  false  suspect  accused  mee, 

Oeorge  (quód  the  Judgej  holde  vp  tby  banda, 

Thou  art  arraignde  of  Flatterye : 

T^ll  therefore  bot^e  thou  wylt  bee  tiyde : 

Wbose  iudgemeflt  berę  #ylt  thou  abyde, 

>   My  Łorde  (qnod  I)  this  Lady  bero^ 
Whome  I  esteeme  aboue  the  rest, 
Doth  knowe  my  guilte  if  any  were  : 
Wherefore  hir  doome  sball  pleaśe  me  best 
Łet  hir  bee  Judge  and  Jarour  boathe. 
To  trye  ihee  guiltlesse  by  myne  oatbe. 

Suod  Beantie,  no,  it  fttteth  not, 
A  Prince  hir  selfe  to  iodge  the  caose: 
Wyli  is  our  Justice  well  you  wot, 
Appointed  to  d^sciisse  our  Lawes : 
If  you  wyli  guiltlesse  seeme  to  goe, 
God  and  your  coiintrey  ąuitte  you  so. 

Then  crafte  the  cryer  calVi  a  ąuest, 
Of  whome  was  falsboode  formost  ieere^ 
A  pack  of  picketbankes  were  tbe  rest» 
Which  came  false  witnesse  for  to  bearó, 
Tbe  Jurye  suche,  the  Judge  miust, 
Sentenoe  was  sayde  1  sliould  be  tmst. 

ii 


482 


GASCOIONE'S  POEMS. 


Jelout  tbe  Jayler  bound  raee  fatt. 
To  beare  Ihe  verdite  of  tbe  byli, 
George  (quod  Łhe  Judge]  nowe  thoa  art  cast, 
Thou  must  goe  hence  to  heauie  bill, 
And  tbere  be  han^e  all  bnt  tbe  bead, 
God  rest  thy  soule  when  tbou  art  dead. 

Downe  fell  I  then  vpon  my  knee, 
Al)  flatte  before  Damc  Beauties  foce. 
And  cryed,  good  Ladye  pardon  mee, 
Which  here  appeale  vnto  yoar  grace, 
You  knowe  if  I  haue  bcene  Yntrue, 
It  was  in  too  much  praysitig  you. 

And  thougb  this  Judge  doe  make  suche  baste, 
Toshead  with  shame  my  guiltlesse  blood: 
Yet  let  yourpittie  first  bee  plastp, 
To  saue  the  man  that  mennt  you  good, 
So  shall  you  shewe  your  selfe  a  Suecne, 
And  I  maye  bee  your  seruauot  seene. 

(fiuod  BeauŁie)  treli:  bicause  Igsesse, 
What  thou  dost  meane  hencefoorth  to  bee, 
Al  thougb  thy  foultes  desenie  no  lesse, 
Than  lustice  here  hath  iudged  thee, 
Wylt  thou  be  bounde  to  stynt  all  sŁrife, 
And  be  true  prisoner  all  thy  lyfe } 

Yea  Madame  (quod  I)  that  1  shall, 
Loe  foytb  and  trueth  my  suerties*  : 
Wby  then  (quod  sbee)  come  when  I  cali, 
I  aske  no  better  wamntise. 
Thua  am  I  Beauties  bounden  tbralU 
At  hir  commaunde  when  sbee  doth  cali. 

Eutr  or  wtuer. 


TBE  PAS8I0N  OF  A  LOUER. 

I SMTŁB  sometimes  aithough  my  griefe  be  great, 
To  beare  and  see  thaie  loners  paint  their  paine. 
And  how  they  can  in  pleasauut  rimes  repeate, 
Tbe  passing  pangs,  which  tfaey  in  foncies  foine. 
But  if  I  had  such  skyll  to  frame  a  yerse, 
I  could  morę  paine  than  all  their  panges  rebearse 

Some  saye  they  finde  nor  peace,  nor  power  to 
aght, 
Wbich  seemetb  strange ;  but  stranger  is  my  itate: 
I  dwell  in  dole,  yet  soiome  with  delight* 
Reposde  in  reste,  yet  weryed  with  debatę. 
For  flatte  repolse,  might  well  appease  my  wyli. 
But  fancie  fightes,  to  trye  my  fortone  styli. 

Some  otber  saye  they  hope,  yet  Uae  in  dread, 
They  friese,tbey  flame,  they  flie  aloft,  they  foli. 
But  I,  nor  hope  with  happe  to  rayse  my  bead, 
Nor  feare  to  stoupe,  for  wby,  my  gate  is  smali. 
Nor  ćan  I  friese,  with  cold  to  kyll  my  heart, 
Mor  yet  lo  flame,  as  might  consadie  my  somrt, 

How  liue  I  then,  wbich  tbus  drawe  foortb  my' 

dayes  ? 
Or  tell  me  bowe,  I  found  tbis  feaer  first  ? 
What  fits  I  feele  ?  what  distance  ?  what  delayes? 
Wbat  gpriefe  ?  what  eese  ?  what  lyke  I  best?  what 

worst  ?  Cpalne, 

Tbese  thinges  they  telly  which  seeke  redreiie  of 
Aod  aa  wyli  I,  althougb  I  coumpt  it  raine, 
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I  liue  in  loue,  eaen  to  Ilonę  to  liae, 
(Oh  happie  state,  twise  bappie  be  that  flndea  it) 
But  loue  to  life  this  cognisance  doth  geue, 
This  badgethis  markę,  to  euery  man  that  mindesky 
Loue  lendeth  life,  which  (dying)  cannot  dye^ 
Nor  lyuing  liue:  and  such  a  life  leade  I. 

Tbe  Sunny  dayes   which  gladde  the    saddrat 
wightes, 
Yet  neuar  shine  to  cleare  my  misty  rooone  : 
No-^uiet  sieepe,  amidde  the  mooneshine  nigfatcsr 
Can  close  minę  eyes,  when  I  am  woe  be^ne. 
Into  such  shades  my  peeuisbe  sorrowe  shrowdes, 
That  Suune  and  Moone  are  still  to  me  in  cIovdea» 

And  feuerlike  I  feede  my  fancie  styli, 
With  such  repast,  as  most  empaires  my  healtfa, 
Wbich  feuer  first  I  caught  by  wanton  wylł, 
When  cples  of  kind  dyd  stirre  my  blood  by  sfcealthr 
And  gazing  eyes,  in  bewtie  put  such  trost, 
That  loae  enflamd  liiy  liuer  al  with  lost. 

'  My  dts  are  lykfe  the  f  uer  Ectick  fits', 
Wbich  one  daye  ąuakes  witbin  and  burnes  witboo^ 
The  next  day  heate  witbin  the  boosoms  sita. 
And  shiniring  culde  the  body  goes  about. 
So  u  my  heart  most  bote  when  hope  is  colde, 
And  ^uaketh  most  when  I  most  heate  bebold. 

Tormtoted  tbus  «'ithout  delayes  I  stand, 
Ali  wayes  in  one  and  euermore  shalbe, 
In  greatest  griefe  when  helpe  is  nearest  hand. 
And  best  at  ease  if  death  might  make  me  fnse  : 
Delighting  mo^t  in  that  which  hnrtes  my  heart. 
And  bating  change  which  might  relieue  my  smaiit. 

ŁENDCnrB. 

Yet  you  deare  damę :  to  whome  thrs  coie  pertatiiea, 
D>3ui8e  by  times  some  drammes  for  asy  dii 
A  noble  naroe  bball  be  yoorgreatest  gaisea, 
Whereof  be  surę,  if  yo^  wyli  worke  mioe 
And  tboogh  fond  fooles  set  forth  their  fittes-sw  foat, 
Yet  graunt  with  me  that  my  strauDgepassioa  past, 

^aerorJiaiMr. 


A  STRAUNGE  PASSIOK  OF  A  LOUER. 

Amio  my  Bale  I  bath  in  biłsse, 
I  swim  in  heauen,  I  sinke  in  hdl : 
I  find  ameiids  for  euery  mis^p. 
And  yet  my  moane  no  tongue  can  tell. 
1  liue  and  loue,  what  wold  you  morę: 
As  neuerkmer  lłu'd  before. 

I  laugh  sometimes  with  little  last, 
So  iest  I  oft  and  feele  no  ioye : 
Myne  ease  is  builded  all  on  trust : 
And  yit  mistrust  breedes  myne  ano]^. 
I  liue  and  lacke,*  1  lacke  and  haue: 
t  haue  and  misse  tbe  tbing  I  craue. 

Theae  things  aeeme  strange,  yet  ara  tbey  trew« 

Beleene  me  aweete  my  state  is  such. 

One  pleasure  which  I  wold  eschew, 

Both  slakes  my  grief  and  breedes  my  gmtdu 

So  doth  one  palne  which  I  would  shoon, 

Renew  my  ioyea  where  grief  begoon. 

Then  like  the  larke  that  past  the  night, 
In  beauy  sieepe  with  cares  opprest : 
Yit  when  sbee  spies  the  pleasaunt  ligbt, 
She  sends  sweete  notes  from  out  hir  bnsst. 

' '  Tbere  iś  indeed  suche  a  kinde  of  forar* 
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So-ciof  I  now  becaaae  I  thinke 

H(>v^  ioyes  apprpch,  when  sorrowes  tbńnke. 

And  as  fayre  Philomene  againe, 
Can  watch  and  singe  when  other  sleepe : 
And  taketh  pleasure  in  hir  payne. 
To  wcay  the  woo  that  nmkes  hir  weepe. 
So  sing  I  now  for  to  bewray 
The  lothsome  life  I  lead  alway. 

• 

1*he  which  to  tbee  (d«»jc&  w£nche)  I  write, 
That  kDow'8t  my  mirtb,  bat  not  my  moane: 
I  praye  God  graunt  tbee  deepe  deltght, 
To  liue  in  ioy«8  when  I  am  gone. 
I  cannot  liue,  it  wyli  not  bee : 
I  dye  to  thinke  to  parte  from  thee* 

finndo  Naiun, 


THE  DWORCE  OF  A  LOUEB. 

DicoRCE  me  nowe  good  death,  from  loue  and 

lingring  life,  [was  my  wife. 

Tbat  one  hath  been  my  concubine,  that  other 

In  youth  I  lined  with  loue,  she  had  my  lastye 

dayes.  [w^dering  wais, 

łn  agc  I  thought  with  lingering  life /to  stay  my 
But  now  abnsde  by  both,  1  come  for  to  complaine, 
To  tbee  good  death,  in  whom  my  helpe  doth  wholy 

now  remaio, 
My  libell  loe  behold :  wherein  I  doe  protest, 
The  processe  of  my  plaint  is  true,  in  which  my 

cricfe  doth  rest.  [trimme, 

First  loue  my  concubine  (whome  T  hane  kept  so 
Enen  she  for  whome  I  secmd  of  yore,  in  seas  of 

ioy  to  swimme: 
To  whom  I  dare  auowe,  that  1  hane  serued  as  well, 
And  played  my  part  as  gallantly,  as  he  that  beares 

the  beli) 
Sbe  cast  me   of  long  sińce,  and  holdes  me  in 

disdaine,  [i^  but  vaine. 

I  cannot  pranke  to  please  hir  nowe,  my  vaunting 
My  writhled  cheekes  bewraye,  that  pride  af  beatc 

18  past,  [turę  fadeth  fast, 

My  fltagring  steppes  eke  tell  the  trueth,  that  na- 
My  Guaking  crooked  ioyntes,  are  combred  with 

the  crampe,  [feede  my  lampę. 

The  boxe  of  oyle  is  wasted  wcl,  which  once  dyd 
The  greenesse  of  my  yeares,  doth  wyther  now  so 

8ore,  [*ne  no  morę, 

That  lusty  loue  leapes  quitc  awaye,  and  lyketh 
And  loue  my  lemman  gone,  what  lyking  can  I  takc'  ? 
In  lothsome  lyfe  that  croked  croane,  although  she 

be  my  make  ?  [cold, 

8hec  cloyes  me  with  the  cough,  hir  comfort  is  but 
Sbe  bids  me  giue  raiiie  age  for  almes,  wher  first 

my  jouth  was  sold.  [brali. 

No  day  can  passe  my  Bcad,  but  she  beginnes  to 
Ko  mery  thoughts  conceiued  so  fast,  but  she 

coofourids  them  al.  ^        [still, 

"When  I  pretend  to  please»  she  ouerthwarts  me 
When  1  would  faynest  part^with  hir,  she  ouerwayes 

my  will.  [hand, 

Be  iudge  then  gentle  deatb,  and  take  my  cause  in 
Consider  euery   circumstaunc^,  markę  how  the 

case  doth  stand.  [nonę  see, 

Percase  thon  wilte  aledge»  that  cause  tłiou  ^anst 
Bot  that  I  like  not  of  that  one,  that  other  likes 

not  me : 

1  Such  a  sect  there  is  that  desire  no  longer  lyfe 
then  wbiłeś  they  are  in  Iove. 


Yes  gentle  iudge  giat  eare^aad  thou  shalt  see  mt 

proue. 
My  concabine  ineontinent,  a  commonwhoreislone. 
And  in  my  wyfe  I  find,  such  discord  and  debatę, 
As  no  man  liuing  can  endure  the  tonneptes  of 

my  State.  [theni  both, 

Wherefore  thy  scntencc  say,  deuorce  me  from 
Since  only  thou  mayst  rigbt  my  wronges,  good 

deatb  nowe  be  not  loath. 
But  cast  thy  pearcing  dart,  into  my  panting  brest, 
That  1  may  leaue  both  loue  and  life,  and  thereby 

purcbase  rest. 

Haud  ictus  sapio. 


m 


E  LULLABIE  Of  A  LOUER. 

SiNG  lullaby,  as  women  doe, 
Wherewith  they  bring  their  babes  to  rest. 
And  lullaby  can  I  sing  to, 
As  womanly  as  can  the  best* 
With  lullaby  they  still  the  childe, 
And  if  I  be  not  mucli  begniM, 
Fnll  many  wancon  ^abes  haue  I, 
Which  must  be  stild  with  lullabie. 

First  lullaby  my  yonthfull  yeares,    . 

rt  is  nowe  time  to  go  to  bed,     ' 

For  croocked  age  and  hoary  heares, 

Haue  wone  the  hauen  with  in  my  bead : 

With  Lullaby  then  youth  be  still, 

With  Lullaby  content  thy  will, 

Since  courage  ąuayles,  and  commes  behind. 

Go  sleepe,  and  so  b^^ile  thy  młnde. 

Next  Lullaby  my  gazing  eyes, 
Which  wonted  were  to  glaunce  apace. 
For  euery  Glasse  maye  nowe  sufHse, 
To  shewe  the  furrowes  in  my  face : 
With  Lullabye  then  winkę  awhile* 
With  Lullabye  your  lookes  beguile : 
Lette  no  fayre  face,  nor  beautic  brighte, 
Entice  you  efte  with  vayne  delighte. 

And  Lullaby  my  wanton  will, 
Lette  reasons  rule,  nowe  reigne  thy  thought, 
Since  all  to  late  I  finde  by  skylł,' 
Howe  deare  I  haue  thy  fansies  bougbt : 
With  Lullaby  nowe  tak  thyne  ease, 
With  Lullaby  thy  doubtes  appease : 
For  trust  to  this,  if  thou  be  styli, 
My  body  shall  obey  thy  will. 

Thus  Lullabye  my  youth,  myne  eyes. 
My  will,  my  ware,  and  all  that  was, 
I  can  no  mo  delayes  deuise, 
Bot  welcorae  paync,  let  pleasure  passe : 
With  Lullaby  now  take  your  leaue, 
With  Lullaby  your  dreames  deceiue. 
And  when  you  rise  with  waking  eye, 
Remember  then  this  Lullabye. 
Ener  or  Nęuer, 


TffE  LAMENTATION  OF  A  LOUER. 

Now  haue  I  found  the  watę,  to  weepe  and  wayle 
my  filł,  [my  will. 

Now  can  t  ende  my  dolfuH  dayes,  aud  so  content 
The  way  to  weepe  inough,for  sach  as  list  to  wayle, 
ts  this.-  to  go  abord  the  ship,  Mrheic  pleasure 
bearCh  sa^le. 
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And  there  to  markę  the  iestet,  of  euery  ioyfull  | 

wight. 
And  witlł  what  wtnde  and  wane  they  fleet,  to 

nourish  their  delight. 
Tor  as  the  striken  Deare,  tbat  seeth  bis  fellowes 

feede,  [to  bleede, 

Amid  the  lustie  heard  (vnhurt,)  alnd  feeles  himselfe 
Or  as  the  seely  byrd,  that  with  the  Bolte  is  brosd, 
Aud   lieth  aloofe   among  the  Jeaues,   of  jt\   hir 

,  phea res  ref usd ,  [reioyce. 

And  heares  them  sing  fuli  shi^ill^  yet  cannot  »he 
Nor  frame  one  warbling  oote  to  passe,  out  of  hir 

mournfuU  roycet  [payne, 

Euen  so  I  finde  by  proofe,  that  pleasure  dubleth 
Unto  a  wretched  wounded  hart,  wbich  doth  in 

.  woe,  remaine.  [ioye, 

I  passe  wheie  pleasure  is,  I  heare  some  sing  for 
I  see  som  laugh,  som  other  dauce,  ia  spight  of 

'  darke  anoy. 
But  out  alas  my  inind,  amends  not  by  their  myrtb, 
I  deeme  al  pleasurs  to  be  paine,  that  dwell  aboue 
the  eartb.  [breith, 

Such  heaay  humors  feede,  the  bloud  that  lendes  me 
As  mery  medcins  cannot  serue,  to  keepe  my  corps 
from  deatb. 

SpToaa  tamtn  włwiL 


Certa] ne  rerses  written  to  a  Gentlewoman  whome 
hee  liked  rery  wel,  and  yet  Bad  ncoer  any 
oportunity  to  disconer  his  affection,  being  al- 
wsiyes  bridled  by  ielonse  lookes  which  attended 
them  both,  and  therefore  gcssing  by  hir  lokes, 
that  she  partly  also  liked  him :  be  wrote  in  a 
booke  of  hirs  as  foloweth,  being  termed  with 
the  rest  that  follow 

THE  LOKES  OF  A  LOUER  ENAMOURED. 

Thou  with  thy  lookes  on  whom  I  loke  fuli  ofte« 
And  fińd  there  in  great  cause  of  deepe  delight : 
Thy  face  is  fayre,  thy  skin  is  smoth  and  sofie, 
Thy  lippes  are  sweet,  thine  eyes  are  cleere  and 

bright. 
And  etiery  part  seemes  pleasant  in  my  stght. 
YetwpteUiou  well,  those  lokeshaue  wrougbt  my  wo, 
^icause  1  looe  to  looke  vpon  them  so. 

For  firat  those  lookes  allurd  minę  eye  to  loke. 
And  straygbt  minę  eye  stii'd  up  my  bart  to  loue: 
And  cruell  loue  with  deepe  deceitfull  booke, 
Chokt  vp  my  mind  whom  fancie  cannot  moue. 
Kor  bope  releeue,  nor  other  belpe  bebone : 
But  still  to  loke,  and  thougb  I  loke  to  much, 
Needes  must  I  loke  bicause  I  see  nonę  such. 

Thus  in  thy  lookes  my  lone  and  life  haue  hołd-, 
And  witb  such  life  my  death  drawes  on  a  pace  : 
And  for  such  death  no  medcine  can  be  told. 
But  loking  śtill  vpon  thy  louely  face^ 
Wherin  are  painted  pitie,  peace,  and  Krace, 
Then  thoogh  thy  lokes  sbould  cause  me  for  to  dye, 
Needes  must  1  looke,  bicause  I  liqe  therby. 

Since  then  thy  lookes  my  lyfe  |iaue  so  in  thrall, 
As  I  can  like  nonę  other  lookes  but  thine: 
Lo  here  I  yeelde  my  lyfe,  my  loue,  and  all 
loto  thy  hands,  and  all  things  else  resigne^ 
But  libertie  to  gazę  Tpon  thyne  eyen. 
Which  when  I  doe,  then  think  it  were  thy  part, 
To  Jookf  again,  and  linkę  with  me  in  hart. 
Si/(9rtunai4it  i/ffje&c. 


With  tbese  rerses  you  sbiOl  łodge  tbe  <{niclce 
pacilie  of  the  Lady :  for  sbe  wrote 
this  short  aunswere. 

IX>OKE  aslong  as  you  lyst,  but  sorely  ifl  t&ke 
looking,  1  will  looke  with  you. 


And  for  a  further  proofe  of  this  Dames  qiiicke 
vnderstanding,  you  shall  now  ▼nderstandey  that 
sonę  after  this  aunswere  of  hirs,  the  same  Auc- 
thour  chansed  to  be  at  a  supper  in  hir  cutupauy, 
where  were  also  hir  brotber,  hir  hosband,  and 
an  old  loner  of  hirs  by  whom  shee  bad  beaie  long 
Buspected.'  Motre,  althougfa  there  wanted  no 
delicate  viandes  to  content  them,  yet  tbeir 
chiefe  repast  was  by  entreglaocing  of  lokes.  For 
the  Aucthour  being  stong  with  hotte  afiectioo, 
coulde  nooe  othemryse  relieue  his  panion  bot 
by  gazing.  And  the  Damę  of  a  cnrteous  eodi- 
nation  deigned  (nowe  and  then)  to  reąiiite  ttie 
same  with  glancittg  at  him.  Hir  olde  looer  oc^ 
cnpied  his  eyes  with  watching :  and  her  brotber 
perceiuing  all  this  couide  not  abstaine  firom 
winking,  whereby  hee  might  putte  lus  Syster  in 
remembraunce,  leastshesboolde  too  mnich  fbrget 
hir  selfe.  But  most  of  all  ber  husbaode  bebold^ 
ing  tbe  first,  and  being  eoyll  pleased  with  the 
seconde,  scarce  contented  with  the  thirde«  and 
niiseonstruing  the  fourth,  was  coostrayned  to 
playe  the  fiftb  part  in  frowarde  frownii^.  Tbia 
royall  banąuet  thus  passed  ouer,  tbe  Aoctbor 
knowing  that  aftei'  supper  they  should  passe  tbe 
ty  me  in  propoonding  of  Ryddles,  and  making 
of  purposes :  contriued  all  tbis  conceipt  ia  • 
Itiddle  as  foltoweth.  The  which  was  no  soner 
pronouced,  but  shee  coulde  perfectly  perreiue 
his  intent,  and  draue  outonenayle  withaootber, 
aS  also  enseweth. 

His  Ryddle. 

I  ĆAfiT  minę  eye  and  sawe  ten  eyes  at  once, 

All  seemelye  set  vppou  one  louely  lace  : 

Twoo  gaz*d,  twoo  glancM,  twoo  watched  for  the 

oonce. 
Twoo  winked  wiles,    twoo  fround  with  frowaid 

grace. 
Thus  cuerye  eye  was  pitched  in  his  place. 
And  euerye  eye  which  wruught  eche  otbers  wo^ 
Saide  to  it  selfe,  alas  why  lookt  I  so? 
And  euerye  eye  for  ielousic  did  pine. 
And  sigb*d  aud  sayde,  I  would  that  eye  were  mioei 
Si  forŁunaiiu  infteUs, 


In  all  this  louelie  company  was  not  one  that  coolde 
and  would  expound  the  meaning  hereof.  Ai 
last  the  Damę  hir  sełie  aunswered  oń  tbis  wIk. 
I  Syr,  qndd  she,  because  your  darke  speacb  is 
much  to  curiotts  for  this  simple  company,  I  wyl 
bee  s6  bólde  as  to  qnit  one  ąuestion  wiih  sn* 
other.  And  when  you  haue  aunswered  minę,  it 
maye  £di11  out  peraduenture,  that  I  sball  soise- 
what  the  better  iudge  of  yours. 

Hir  Suestion. 

What  tbing  is  that  wfaich  swimmes  in  bliste^ 
And  yet  consumes  in  burniog  griefe : 
Which  being  piastę  where  pleasure  is, 
Can  yet  recouer  no  reliefe. 
Wbich  sees  to  slghe,  and  sighes  to 
All  this  is  one,  irhaf  maye  it  b^ } 
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He  bdd  hłm  setfe  herewitfa  contented :  and  after- 
wardes  when  they  were  better  acąuainted,  he 
cbaunsed  once  (p^piiig  iii  łier  pocket)  to  find 
a  letter  of  htr  olde  louers :  and  thynkiog  it  were 
better  to  wincke  than  vtterłye  to  put  out  his 
eyes,  seemed  not  to  ynderstande  tbis  first  of- 
fence:  bat  soooe  afer  finding  a  lemman  (the 
which  he  thougbt  he  aawe  hir  olde  lemman  pat 
tbere)  he  deuised  therof  thas,  aod  deliuered  it 
VDto  hir  ID  writing. 

» 

1  OROOPBD  in  thy  pocket  prctty  peate, 
And  foand  a  Lemman  which  I  looked  not : 
So  foande  1  once  (wfaicb  nowe  I  must  repeate) 
Both  leaues  and  letters  which  I  lyked  not. 
Such  hap  haae  I  to  finde  and  seeke  it  not, 
But  sińce  I  see  no  faster  meanes  to  bind  them, 
I  wyli  (hencefoortb)  take  Lemmans  as  I  finde  them. 

Tbe  damę  within  Terie  short  space  dyd  aunswere 

it  thos. 

A  ŁYMOHE  (bat  no  Lemmane)-8yr  you  fbund. 
For  Lemmans  beare  their  name  to  broadę  befbre : 
Tbe  wbicb  sińce  it  hath  giuen  you  such  a  woond, 
That  you  seeme  now  offended  very  sore : 
Content  your  selfe  you  shall  find  (there)  no  morę. 
But  take  your  Lemmans  benceforth  whereyou  lust^ 
For  I  wyli  sbewe  my  letters  wbere  1  trust. 


THE  LOOKES  OF  A  LOUER  FORSAKEN: 

tnUTTEII  BY  A  OENTŁEWOMAN  WHO  PASSED  BY 
HIH  WITH  HIR  ARME8  SET  BRAGGING  BY  HIR 
ftlDBSy  AHD  ŁBFTE  IT  TNFINISHEP  A8  FOŁ- 
LOWETH. 

Wbre  my  hart  set  on  hoygh  as  thine  is  bent, 
Or  in  my  brest  so  braue  and  stout  a  will : 
7*ben  (long  ere  this)  I  coulde  haue  bene  content, 
With  sbarpe  reueng  thy  carelesse  corpcs  to  kiU. 
For  why  thon  knowest  (althougb  thou  know  not 

all) 
'What  rule,  wbat  ntygne,  what  power,  what  segnory , 
Thy  melting  minde  did  yeeld  to  me  (as  thrall) 
"When  first  1  pleasd  thy  wandring  fantisie. 
IflThat  lingring  lookes    bewray'd    thyne  inward 

thought, 
What  panges  were  poblisht  by  perplexcitie^ 
S^ch  reakes  the  ragę  of  loue  in  thee  had  wroHght 
And  no  gramercie  for  thy  curtesie. 
1  list  not  Taunt,  but  yet  I  dare  aąowe 
j(Had  bene  my  harmelesse  hart  as  harde  as  thine) 
I  coulde  haue  bouode  thee  then  for  starting  nowe, 
In  bondes  of  bale,  in  pangs  of  deadly  pyne. 
For  why  by  profe  tbe  field  is  eath  to  win, 
Wbere  as  the  chiefieynes  yeęld  theip  sclues  in 

chaynes ; 
The  port  or  passagę  plaine  to  enter  in, 
Wbere  porters  list  to  leaue  the  key  for  gąynes. 
But  did  I  then  deuisę  with  crueltie, 
(As  tyrants  do)  to  kiU  tbe  yeelding  pray } 
Or  dłd  I  bragge  and  boast  triumphauntly, 
As  wbo  ihoald  saye  tbe  field  were  minę  that  daye? 
Did  i  retire  my  selfe  out  of  thy  sight 
To  beat  afiresb  the  bulwarkes  of  thy  brest  \ 
Or  did  my  mind  in  cboyce  of  change  deligbt, 
Aod  reoder  thee  as  reffuse  with  the  rest? 
Ńo  Tygre  uo,  the  lyon  is  not  lewd, 
He  shewes  no  force  on  seel  j  wounded  sheepe,  &c. 


Wbiles  he  sat  at  the  dore  of  bis  lodging,  deuisin^ 
tbese  yerses  aboue  rehersed,  the  same  Gentle- 
woman  passed  by  agaiue,  and  castalooge  looke 
towardes  him,  whereby  he  leftbis  former  inuen- 
tion  and  wrote  thus. 

HowB  long  she  lookt,  that  lookt  at  me  of  late, 
As  who  would  say,  hir  lookes  were  all  for  loue  : 
When  God  he  kiiowes  they  came  from  deadly 

hate. 
To  pinch  me  yit  with  pangs  which  I  must  proue. 
But  sińce  my  iokes  hir  liking  maye  not  moue, 
Looke  where  sbe  likes,  for  lo  this  looke  was  cast. 
Not  for  my  loue,  but  cuen  to  see  my  iast. 
Si  fortunatut  infafUsc. 
-■  ■   '        i' 

rOTHER  SONET  WRITTEN   BY  THE  SAME   GE1I« 
TLEWOMAN,   VPPON  THE  SAMB  OCCASIODI. 

I  LOOKT  of  late,  and  sawe  thee  loke  askance,  .~ 
Upon  my  dore,  to  see  if  I  satte  tbere, 
As  who  should  say:  if  he  be  there byehewce, 
Yet  maye  he  thinke  I  loke  hłm  euery  wbere. 
No  cruell  no,  tbou  knowest^and  1  can  tell, 
How  for  thy  loue  I  layd  my^okes  a  side : 
Though  tbou  (par  case)  hast  lookt  and  liked  wcl, 
Some  newe  founde  lookes  amide  this  world  so  wide. 
But  Since  tby  lookes  my  loue  haue  ib  in  chayod 
That  to  my  Iokes,  thy  likiag  now  is  past: 
Loke  where  thou  likest,  and  let  thy  hands  be 

staynd, 
In  tnie  loues  bloud,  which  thou  shalt  lack  at  Iast,- 
So  looke,  so  lack,  for  iu  these  toyes  thus  tost, 
My  lookes  thy  loue,  thy  lookes  my  life  haue  lost. 
Si  forłunaius  infatUt, 


TO  TriE  SAME  GENTLEWOMAW  BECAUSE  SHE  CHAŁ- 
LENGEDTHE  AUCTHOUR  FOR  HOLDING  DOWNB 
HIS     HEAD    ALWAIES,     AND    FOR    THAT    HER 

'     LOOKED  NOT  VPPON  HIR  IN  WONTED  MANNER. 

y 

You  must  not  wonder    thQugh  yqu  thinke  it 

straunge. 
To  see  me  holde  my  lowring  head  so  lowe : 
And  that  myne  cyes  take  no  delyght  to  raungp, 
About  tbe  gleam^s  which  on  your  face  doe  growe. 
The  mouse  which  once  hath  broken  out  of  Uappc, 
Is  sildome  tysed  with  tbe  trustlesse  bayte. 
But  lyes  aloofe  for  feare  of  morę  misbappe. 
And  feedeth  styli  in  doubte  of  deepe  deceipte. 
The  skorched  flye  which  once  hath  scapttheflame. 
Wyli  baidlye  come  to  playc  againe  with  fyre. 
Whereby  I  Icarne  that  greeuous  is  the  gamę, 
Which  foUcwes  fansie  dazled  by  desire. 
So  that  I  wynke  or  dse  holde  downe  my  head, 
Because  your  blazing  eyes  my  bale  hąu^  bred. 


THE  RECANTACION  OF  A  LOUER, 

Now  must  I  needes   recant  the  wordea  which 

once  1  spoke, 
Fond  fansie  fumcs  so  nie  my  noose,  I  nedes  must 

smell  tbe  smoke : 
And  better  were  to  beare  a  Faggot  from  tbe  fire, 
Than  wylfully  to  bume  and  blaze,  in  flames  o 

vaine  desire.  [^  *'* 

You  Judges  then  giue  eare,you  people  markę  me 
I  saye,  both  beauen  and  earth  record  tbe  tąlą. 

which  I  <hall  tcU. 
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eASCOI6N£'S  FOEMS. 


Aod  knówe  thatdread  of  deatb,  nor  bope  6f  better 

hap,  [<^P' 

Haue  forced  or  perswaded  me  to  take  my  turniog 
But  etieo  thatmigbtye  loue,  of  bis  great  elemencie, 
Hatb  giaeii  me  grace  at  lasŁ  to  iudge»  tbe  trueth 
from  hereste :  [beart, 

I  saye  then  and  professe,  with  firee  and  faithfull 
Tbat  womSs  yowes  are  notbing  els,  bat  snares  of 

secret  smart: 

Their  beauties  błaze  are  baites  wbicb  teeme  of 

pleasant  taste,  [for  rcpast : 

Bat  wbo  deuoares  tbe  bidden  hooke,  eates  poyson 

Tberr  smyling  is  deceipt,  tbeir  faire  wordes  traines 

of  treasoD,  [of  reason. 

Tbeir  wit  alwaies  so  ftill  of  wyleo,  tt  skorneth  rules 

Percase  some  present  berę,  baue  beard  my  selfe  of 

yore,  [tben  tłre  morę : 

Both  teacb  and  preach  tbe  contrary,  my  fault  was 

1  gi*aunt  my  workea  were  these,  first  one  Anatomie, 

Wherein  I  painted  eaery  pangof  louers  perplexitye : 

Next  that  I  was  arraignde,  with  George  bolde  vp 

thy  band,  [to  stand : 

Wberein  I  yeelded  Bewties  tbrall,  at  hir  oommaimd 

Idyne  eyes  so  blinded  were,  (good  peopłe  markę 

my  tale)  [weary  Bale: 

Tbąt  once  I  song,  I  Batbe  in  Blisse,  amidde  my 

And  many  a  frantike  ve»e,  tben  from  my  penne 

dyd  passe,  [was, 

In  waues  of  wicked  heresie,  so  deepe  I  drowned 

AU  whicfa  I  nowe  recant,  and   here  before  you 

borne  [tippet  berę  I  tamę. 

Tboee  trifling  bookes,  from  whose  lewde  lore  my 

And  hencefoorth  wyl  I  write,  howe  mad  is  that 

mans  minde,  [kind. 

Which  is  entist  by  any  traine  to  trust  in  woman- 

I  spare  not  wedlocke  I,  wbo  lyst  thatstate  aduaoce, 

Aske  Astolfti>  king  of  .Lumbardie,  howe  trim  bis 

dwarfe  coulde  daunce. 
Wherefore  fayre  ladies  yoU|  tbat  beare  me  what 
I  saye,  [astraye: 

^  yo«  bereafter  see  me  «łtppe,  or  seeme  to  goe 
Or  if  my  tongue  reaoite  from  tbat  wbich  nowe  it 
aayth,  [my  faytb. 

Tben  plagaeme  tbns,  Befeeue  it  not,  (br  ^is  is  nowe 

Haud  iełus  sapio. 
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IN  PRAY8E  OF  BRJDGES,  NOWE  LADY 

8ANDES. 

In  Conrt  wbo  so  demaandcs  wbat  Damę  doth  most 

excen,  [bearcs  tbe  beli: 

For  my  conceyt  I  mast  needes  say,  Hiire  Bridges 
Upon  wbose  Haely  oheefce,  to  prooae  my  iudge- 

ment  trae,  [of  hewe: 

The  Rosę  and  Lillieseemetp^triuie  foreqaall  change 
And  therewithall  so  wel]  ber  graces  all  agree. 
No  frowning  cbeere  dare  once  presume  in  hir 

sweete  face  to  bee.  [other  best, 

AIŁbough  some  lauishe  lippes,  wbich  like  some 
Wyli  saye  tbe  blemisfae  on  hir  bro«e  di^graoeth 

all  tbe  rest^. 
Tbereto  I  dias  repKe,  Ood  wotte  tbey  iitle  kttow, 
'^^^  bidden  cause  of  tbat  misbap,  norhow  tbe 

barme  dyd  grcw. 


the 


The 


>  Astolf  being  the  goodliest  personne  in 
ii'orlde  foande  a  dwarfe  lying  with  his  wife. 

*  She  had  a  scar  on  ber  forehead.    See  Percy'a 
Relics,  vol.  2.  p.  150.  Edit  1765.  C. 


For  wben   Damę  nitare  firśt  had  franMle  )M 

heauenly  iace,  [of  grsoe: 

And  thoroaghly  bedecked  it,  with  goodly  gleanet 
It  l3rked  bir  so  well :  Lo  here  (quod  sbee)  apeece, 
For  perfect  shape  that  pasaeth  all  Apdles  worla 

in  Oreece.  [God  of  Łote, 

This  bayte  may  chaance  to  catcbe  the  greatest 
Or  mighty  thandring  loue  bimaelf  that  rules  tbe 

roast  abooe.  fraioe^ 

But  out,  alas,  those  wordes  wefe  Taunted  all  ia 
And  some  vnsene  were    present  there  (poora 

Bridges)  to  thy  pain. 
For  Capide  craftie  boye,  close  in  a  comer  stoode, 
Not  blyndfold  then,  to  gazę  on  hir,  I  gesseitd^ 

bim  good. 
Yet  when  be  felt  the  flame  gan  kindle  in  his  brest, 
And  bard  damę  naturę  bodst  by  hir,  to  brcake  bin 

of  his  rest, 
His  hote  newe  chosen  loae^he  chauoged  iatobate^ 
And  so<]ain1y  with  mighty 'mace,  gan  rap  bir  ob 

the  pate. 
It  grieaed  Naturę  much  to  see  the  cruell  decdo: 
Me  seemes  I  see  hir  how  she  wept,  to  see  fair 

dearling  blede.  (hdpe  I  trow^ 

Weil  yet  (quod  she)  this  hurt  shall  haue  some 
And  quicke  with  tkin  she  couered  it,  tbat  wbiter 

is  tbenrsnowe,  [flsiiie, 

Wberewith  Dan  Cupid  fled,  for  feare  of  fortber 
WhS  angel  like  be  saw  hir  shine,  whom  be  bad 

sroit  with  shame; 
Lo  thus  was  Bridges  burt,  in  cradel  of  bir  kin|l, 
Tbe  coward  Cupid  brake  hir  brow,  to  wreke  bil 

wouded  mind,  [it  ^ 

The  skar  styli  there  remaines,  no  force,  tbere  kt 
There  is  jio  clowde  that  cau  edipse,  so  brigbt  a 

sunne  as  she. 

•    Etter  or  jgeuer. 


INPRAYSE  OPZOUCUE  LATE  THEUdY 
GREYE  OF  mLTOK  WHOM^  THE  AUC- 
^  TOR  FOUND  INA  HOMELYHOUSE. 

Thbse  ruslie  walles  whotne  cankredyearesdeface, 
The  comely  corps  of  seemHy  Zoucbc  endose, 
Whose  auncient  stocke  deriudc  from  wortby  raoci 
Procures  hir  praise,  where  so  the  caikas  goes: 
Hir  aungels  face  declares  byr  modest  minde, 
Hyr  louety  lokes  the  gazing  eyes  alfure, 
Hyr  deedes  deserue  some  endlesse  prayse  tofiodA) 
To  blaze  suche  brute  as  euer  might  codure. 
Włierfbre  my   penne  in  trcmbling   fearc  shall 

staye, 
To  write  the  thfaig  that  doth  surmount  my  skillf 
And  I  will  wiah  of  God  Wh  nigbt  aod  daye,. 
[Some  worthier  place  to  guide  hir  worthy  willA 
5 Wliefe  prinees  peeres  hir  due  deterfes  maye  ^ 
And  I  content  hir  seruaunt  there  to  bee. 

Ener  orNeuer, 

ga'1'i  I  nu  \ 

GASCOIGNSS  PRAISE  OF  HIS  MISl^E^ 
Thb  bap  wbich  Paris  had,  as  due  for  bis  desert, 
Wbo  faaoitl  Yenus  for  hir  &cei  and  riwr»f 

Meneruas  art:  f***!!II!« 

May  serue  to  Warne  the  wise  that  tkey  no  m*^ 
•The  glistering  glosse  of  bewtiM  blace,  than  »•«» 

should  it  deme. 


FLOWERS. 
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Dan  Frimis  yonger  ton,  ftnnid  out  th^^ftkirestclftine, 
Tbat  euer  trode  on  Troyantt  mold,  wbat  foiowed 

of  thc  same  ? 
I  list  not  brat  bir  bale,  let  others  spread  it  forth, 
But  for  bis  parte  tu  speake  my  minde  his  cboice 

was  little  wortb,  [shewe. 

My  meaning  is  but  tbif>  wbo  narkes  tbe  outward 
And  neuer  grops  for  graftes  of  grace  wbicb  iti  tbe 

mind  should  gprow :  [had, 

May  cbance  Tpon  sucb  choise  as  trasty  Troiłaś 
And  dwel  in  dole  as  Paris  did,  wben  be  would 

iaine  be  glad.  [flnde, 

How  faappte  tben  am  I  wbose  bappe  batb  bene  to 
A  mittresse  first  tbat  doth  excell  in  yertues  of  tbe 

mind.  [sucbe  grace, 

And  yet  tberewitb  bath  ioynd»  sncb  fauoure  and 
Aa  l4indara  niecę  if  (sbe  wer  here)  wonld  quickly 

giue  bir  place.  [to  dwel, 

Witb  ia  wbose  wortby  brest.  Damę  Bounty  teekes 
And  aaith  to  beawty,  yeeld  to  me,  sińce  I  doe 

tbee  excell.  [appeare, 

Betwene  wbose  beanenly  eyet,  doth  rigbt  remorse 
And  pitie  placed  by  tbe  same,  dotb  mucbe  ameude 

bir  cheere.  [mee  good, 

Wbo  in  my  danngers  deepe,  dyd  deigne  to  doe 
Wha  did  relieue  my  beauy  heart,  and  songbt  to 

saue  my  blood.  [my  fooes, 

Wbo  first  encreiflt  my  friendet,  and'  ouertbrew 
Wbo  loned  al  tbem  tbat  wiibl  me  wel,  and  Uked 

nonę  but  tbose. 

0  Ladies  giue  me  leaue,  I  piayse  not  bir  to  farre, 
Since  sbe  dotb  pas  you  al,   as  nraob,  as  lltan 

staines  a  starre.  [aerne, 

You  bold  sncb  senmuntes  deare,  as  able  ara  to 
5he  held  me  deare,  wben  I  poore  soule,  could  no 

good  tbing  desenie. 
You  set  by  tbem  tbat  swim  in  a11  prosperitie, 
She  set  by  me  wben  as  I  was  in  great  calamitie. 
You  best  esteeme  tbe  brane,  and  let  tbe  poorest 

passe,  [as  it  was. 

8bee  best  esteemde  my  poore  good  wyli,  all  naked 
But  wbetber  am  I  went  ?  wbat  bumor  guides  my 

braine  ?  [p^pper  grain. 

1  seeke  to  wey  tbe  woolsack  down,  witb  one  poore 
I  seeme  to  penne  bir  praise,  tbat  doth  surpasse 

my  skitl,  [tbe  bill. 

I  striue  to  rowe  against  tbe  tide,  I  boppe  against 
Tben  let  tbese  fewe  sufflse,  sbee  Helenę  staines 

for  hewe,  [Tbisbye  tnie, 

Dydo  for  grace,  Cretsyde  for  cheere,  and  is  as 
Yet  if  you  forder  craue,  to  baue  bir  namedisplaide, 
]>ame  Fauor  is  my  mistres  name»  damę  Fortune 

is  bir  maid. 

Attomen  ad  so&iwn. 


GASCOIGNES  GOOD  MORROJT: 

You  tbat  baae  spenŁ  tbe  silent  nigbt, 

In  sleepe  and  quiet  rest. 

And  ioye  to  see  tbe  cbeerefull  lygbt 

Tbat  rysetb  in  tbe  East : 

Now  cleare  your  Toyce,  now  cfaere  your  hart, 

Coma  belpe  me  nowe  to  sing : 

£cbe  willing  wight  come  beare  a  part^ 

To  prayse  tbe  beauenly  King. 

And  you  wbooM  care  in  priaon  keepasy 
Or  sickenes  doth  suppresse, 
Or  secret  sorowe  breakes  youv  ikapM^ 
Or  daloiin  do«  diftraiM: 


Yet  beare  a  parterio  dolAil]  wise, 
Yea  tbinke  it  good  accorde, 
And  exceptable  sacrifice, 
Ecbe  sprite  to  prayse  tbe  lofde. 

Tbe  dreadfult  nigbt  witb  darkesomnesse^ 
Had  ouer  tpread  tbe  ligbt, 
And  sluggtsb  sleepe  witb  drowsynease* 
Had  ouer  prest  our  migbt : 
A  glasse  wberin  you  may  bebolde, 
Ecbe  storme  tbat  stopes  our  breatb, 
Our  bed  tbe  gmue,  our  clotbes  lyke  moldr, 
And  sleepe  like  dreadfull  deatb. 

Yet  as  tbSs  deadly  nigbt  did  laste. 
But  for  a  Kttle  space, 
And  beaaenly  daye  nowe  nigbt  is  past, 
Dotb  shewe  bis  pleasaunt  foce : 
So  must  we  bope  to  see  Oods  face, 
At  last  in  heanen  on  bie, 
Wben. we  baue  cbang*dtbis  mortall  plac«i 
For  Immoitalitie. 

And  of  such  bappes  and  beaaenly  ioyęiy 

As  tben  we  bope  te  bolde, 

Ail  earthly  sigbtesaod  wordly  toyes, 

Are  tokcns  to  bebolde. 

The  daye  is  like  tbe  daye  of  doome, 

The  sunne,  tbe  Sonne  of  man, 

Tbe  skyes  tbe  heaoens,  tbe  earth  tbe  tombe 

Wherein  we  rest  till  tłśsn, 

Tbe  Rainbowe  bendlng  in  tbe  skye, 
Bedecktc  witb  sundrye  bewes, 
Is  like  tbe  seate  of  God  on  hye. 
And  seemes  to  tell  tbese  ncwes  : 
Tbat  as  tbereby  be  promised. 
To  drowne  tbe  world  no  morę, 
So  by  tbe  blond  wbicb  Christ  batb  sbead^ 
He  will  our  beltb  restore. 

The  mistie  cloudes  tbat  fali  somtime^ 
And  ooercast  tbe  skyes, 
Are  like  to  troubles  of  our  thne,^) 
Wbicb  do  but  djrmme  our  eyea : 
But  as  suche  dewes  at^  dryed  vp  quite, 
Wben  Pbodms  shewes  his  foce, 
So  are  such  fonsies  put  to  fitgbte, 
Where  God  doth  guide  by  g^oe. 

Tbe  earyon  Crowe,  tbat  lotbsoma  bcast, 
Wbicb  cryes  agaynst  tbe  nyne, 
Both  for  bir  bewe  and  for  tbe  resi, 
Tbe  Deuill  resembletb  playse ; 
And  as  witb  gonnes  we  kill  the  C90w«, 
For  apoyting  our  rdeefe, 
The  Deoill  so  miust  we  ouerthrowe,     ^ 
Witb  gonshote  of  beleefe. 

Tbe  litde  byrde  wbicb  sing  so  swete, 
Are  like  tbe  angelles  Toyce, 
Wbicb  render  God  bis  prayses  meete. 
And  teache  ys  to  reioyce : 
And  as  tbey  morę  esteeme  tbat  myrtby 
Than  dread  the  nigfats  anoy, 
So  mncb  we  deeme  our  days  on  eartb^ 
But  heli  to  beauenly  ioye. 

Unto  wbicb  Joyes  for  to  attayne 
God  grauot  vs  all  bis  grace. 
And  sende  vs  aCter  worldly  payne^ 
In  beanes  to  baue  a  plącf*. 
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Where  wee  maye  fUll  enioye  th#t  ligbty 
Which  Deuor  ahall  decaye : 
Lorde  for  thy  mercy  lend  ts  might. 
To  see  tbat  ioyfoll  daye. 

Haudidus  Mio, 


GASCOYGNES  GOOD  NTGBT. 

Whek  thou  bast  spent  tbe  lingring  day  io  plea- 

8ure  and  deligbt, 
Or  after  toyle  and  wearie  waye,  dpst  seeke  to 

rest  at  nigbte: 
Unto  thy  paynes  ór  pleasnir^B  past,  adde  this  one 

labour  yet,  [Ood  forget, 

£re  sleepe  close  vp  thyne  eye  to  last,  do  not  tby 
But  searche  within  thy  tecret  thooghts,  wbat 

deeds  did  tbee  befal:  [caJl. 

And  if  thou  find  amisse  in  ougbt»  to  God  fprmercj 
Yea  though  tboa  find  nothing  aipiss^,  which  thoa 

canit  cal  to  mind,  [behind : 

Yejt  euer  morę  remember  this,  tbere  is  tbe  morę 
And  thinke  how  well  so  euer  it  be,  tbat  thou  hast 

spent  tbe  daye,  [waye. 

It  came  of  God,  and  not  of  tbee,  so  to  direct  thy 
Thus  if  thou  trie  thy  dayly  deedes,  and  pleasure 

in  this  payne, 
Thy  Ufe  shall  clense  tby  come  from  weeds,  and 

thine  shal  be  thegaine :    .  |to  winke^ 

But  if  thy  sinftill  sluggishe  eye,  will  yenter  for 
Before  tby  wading  will  may  trye,  bow  far  tby  soule 

maye  sinke,  [smoth  is  roade, 

Bewareand  wa(e/  for  eise  tby  bed,  wbich  soft  and 
May  beape  morę  harm  irp5  thy  head,  than  blowes 

of  enmiei  blade.  [thou  doest  lye, 

^bus  if  this  pain^procure  thine  ease,  in  bed  as 
Perbaps  it  shall  not  God  diąpiease,  to  sin^  thus 

soberl  V ; 
I  see  tbat  sfeepe  u  lent  ine  here,  to  eaęe  my 

wearye  bones,  [greeuous  groni^s. 

As  death  at  laste  shall  eke  appeere,  to  ease  my 
Af y  dayly  sportes,  my  panch  fuli  fed,  haue  causde 

my  drousie  eye,  [soule  to  dye : 

As  carelesse  life  in  quiet  led,  roight  cause  my 
Tbe  stretcbing  armes,  tbe  yauning  breath,  which 

I  to  bedward  yse,  [me  refuse: 

Are  patternes  of  tbe  pangs  of  death,  when  life  will 
And  of  my  bed  ecbesundrye  part  in  sbaddowes 

doth  resemble, 
The  sudry  shapes  of  detb,  whose  dart  ąhal  make 

my  flesb  to  trSble. 
My  bed  it  setfe  h  like  tbe  graue,  my  sbeetes  tbe 

winding  sbeete,  [me  męst  meete : 

My  clotbes  tbe  roould  which  I  must  haue,  tooouer 
The  hungry  fleas  wbicb  friskeso  freabe^  to  wormes 

I  can  cSpare,  [tbe  bones  ful  baref 

Whicb  greedily  shall  gnaw  my  flesbe,  and  leane 
Tbe  waking  Cock  tbat  early  crowea  to  weare  tbe 

oigbl  awaye,  [tbe  latter  day. 

JPuts  in  my  minde  tbe  tmmpe  tb^  blowes  before 
And  as  I  ryte  yp  luśtily,  wben  slnggisb  sleepe  is 

past,  [ląst 

So  hope  I  to  rise  ioyfully,   to  Judgement  aft  the 
Thus  wyli  I  wake,  tb«w  wyli  I  sleepe,  thus  wyl  I 

hope  to  rysf,  [godly  wyse. 

Thus  wyli  I  neither  waile  nor  weepe,  but  sing  in 
My  bones  sbaJl  \ń  this  bed  remaine,  my  soule  in 

G  od  shall  ^rust, 
By  wbome  I  hope  to  lyse  againe  fróm  death  and 

earthly  dtist. 

Haud  iełut  smpic. 


THE  INTRODUCTKW  TO  7VS  P8ALMM 
V  OF  DEPROFUKDIS. 

Tbb  skies  gan  soowle,  orecast  with  misty  dowdes, 
lyben  (as  I  rode  alone  by  London  waye, 
Óoakeiesse,  ynclad)  thus  did  I  sing  and  say: 
Behold  ąuoth  I,  bright  Titan  how  be  sbroades 
His  ^ead  abacke,  ąpd  yęldi  the  raine  his  reach, 
T)ll  fn  his  wrath,  Dan  Xonę  haue  soust  tbe  aoile* 
Ańd  washt  me  wretch  wbicb  in  his  traoaile  toile. 
But  hoUą  (berę)  doth  rudei^sse  me  appeacb, 
Since  loue  iś  Jjord  and  king  of  mighty  power, 
Which  can  pommaund  the  Sunne  to  shewe  his  ' 
And  (when  him  lyst)  to  giue  tbe  ralne  bis 
Wby  doe  not  I  my- wery  miises  frażne^ 
(Altbougb  I  bee  ifęll  spusfd  in  this  showre,) 
To  write  some  Terse  in  bonour  of  his  pąiiie? 
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From  deptb  of  doole  wberein  my  aoule  doth 

dwell, 
From  beauy  beart  which  barbours  in  my  bresŁ, 
From  tioubled  sprite  whicb  sildome  taketh  rest. 
From  hope  of  heauen,  from  dreade  of  darkesosM 

heli. 
Q  graciout  God,  to  tbee  I  crye  and  ydl. 
My  God,  my  Lorde,  my  louely  Lorde  alosme. 
To  tbee  I  cali,  to  tbee  I  make  my  moane. 
Ąnd  thou  (good  Ood)  vottcluafiB  in  gree  to  take^ 
'This  woefuU  plaint, 
Wberein  I  faint. 
Oh  beare  me  tfa^n  for  thy  great  mercies 


Oh  bende  thine  eares  ąttentiudy  to  heare. 
Oh  turpe  thine  fijFes,  behold  me  bow  I  wayle, 
Ob  hearkęn  Lord,  giue  eare  for  minę  auaile^ 
O  markę  in  minde  the  burdens  that  I  beare : 
See  ho  we  1  sinke  in  sorrowes  euerye  where. 
Behojde  ąnd  see  what  doUors  I  endure, 
Giue  eare  ąnd  markę  what  plaintes  I  put  in 
Bende  wylling  eare :  and  pittie  theręwitball,      "■ 
My  wayting  voyce, 
Which  halh  no  choyce. 
But  euermore  Tpon  thy  name  to  cali, 

If  thou  good  Lorde  shouldest  take  tby  rod  in 
bandę, 
If  thou  regard  wbat  sinnes  are  daylye  done, 
If  thou  take  holde  where  wee  our  workes  b<;gone| 
If  thou  decree  in  Judgement  for  to  stande, 
Ąnd  be  extreame  to  see  our  scnses  skande, 
if  thou  take  notę  of  euery  thing  araysse. 
And  wryte  in  rowfes  howe  frayle  our  natura  ia, 
O  gloryous  God,  O  king,*  O  Frince  of  power, 
What  mortall  wigbt, 
Maye  tbte  haue  Kght, 
To  feele  thy  frowne,  if  thou  haoc  lyst  to  Iowie  ? 

• 

But  thou  art  good,  ^nd  hast  of  mercyę  stcKre, 
Thou  not  delyghst  to  siee  a  sinper  fydl, 
Thou  hearknest  first,  before  we  come  to  caD. 
Thine  eares  are  set  wyde  open  euermore,  . 
Before  we  knocke  thou  commest  to  the  doore^ 
Thou  art  moine  prest  to  beare  a  sinner  crjre, 
Then  be  is  quicke  to  climbe  to  tbee  on  hye. 
Thy  mighty  name  bee  praysed  then  alwaye, 
Let  fisyth  and  feare, 
True  witnes9e  beare. 
Howe  iast  they  stand  which  on  thy  meny  sUyę:, 
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I  looke  for  thee  (ny  loadye  Lord)  theiefore^ 
^or  tbee  I  wayte,  for  thee  I  tarrye  tlylU 
Myne  eye8  doe  long  to  gazę  on  thee  my  fyll. 
Por  tbee  I  w»tche,  for  tbee  I  prye  and  porę. 
MTy  Soule  for  thee  attendeth  eoermore. 
BAy  Sonie  doth  thyrst  to  take  of  thee  a  taste, 
BSy  Soule  detires  with  tbee  for  to  bee  piastę. 
A.nd  to  tby  worde  (wbich  can  no  niaa  deceyue^ 
Itf  yne  onely  trust, 
ISAy  loue  and  lust. 
Ttn  confidence  cootinoallye  sball  oleaue. 


Before  the  breake  or  dawning  of  tbe  daye, 
Sefore  tbe  lygbt  be  seene  in  loJtye  Skyes, 
3elbre  the  Sunne  appeare  in  pleasaunt  wyse, 
Sefore  the  watche  (before  the  watche  1  saye) 
Before  the  waide  that  waytes  therefore  alwaye : 

"My  soule,  my  sense,  my  secreete  tbought,  my 
sprite. 

My  wyli,  my  wishe,  my  ioye,  and  my  delight : 

tJBto  the  Lord  that  sittes  in  beaaen  on  highe. 

"With  hastye  winp, 

From  me  doeth  fling. 

And  stryueth  styli,  vnto  the  Lorde  to  flye. 

O  Israell,  O  bousbolde  of  the  Lorde, 
O  Abrahoms  Brattes,  O  broode  of  blessed  seede, 
f}  cbpf^en  ^heepe  that  loue  the  Lord  io  deede  : 
O  hungrye  heartes,  fcede  styli  Tpon  his  worde. 
And  pnt  your  trust  in  him  with  one  accorde. 
For  be  hatb  mcrcye  euermore  at  hande, 
nis  fonntaihes  Rowe,  hi^  springes  doe  neuer  stande. 
And  plenteouslye  hee  loueth  to  redeeme, 
8ach  sinnen  all, 
As  on  him  cali. 
And  &ithfnlly  his  mercies  most  estecme. 

Hee  wyli  redeeme  onr  deadly  drowping  state, 
He  wyli  bnn^  home  the  sheepe  that  goe  astraye, 
He' wyli  heipe  them  that  hope  in  htm  alwaye: 
He  wyli  appease  our  discorde  and  debatę, 
He  wyli  soone  saue,  though  we  tepent  yą  late. 
He  wyli  be  ours  if  we  continewe  his, 
He  wyli  bring  bain  to  ioye  and  perfoct  blisse. 
He  wyli  redeeme  the  flocke  of  his  electe, 
From  all  that  is, 
<Or  was  amissie. 

Sjoce  Abrabams  lieyres  dyd  first  his  Lawes  reiect 

Euer  orneuer. 


If  Menelaus  could  hane  nild  bis  wyli, 
With  fowle  reprocbe  to  loose  his  faire  delight, 
JJt  Then    had   the  stately  towret  of  Troy  stoodą 

styli,  ! 

And  Greekes  with  grpdge  had  dronke  thcir  owne 

despight.  , 

If  dread  of  drsnching  wantej  or  feare  of  fire, 
Had  stayde  tbe  wandring.  Prince  amydde  his 

race, 
Ascanius  then,  the  fruite  of  bis  deaire, 
In  Lauine  Laoide  had  not  possessed  pląpe. 
But  tnie  it  is,  where  lottes  doe  lyght  by  cbaunce, 
Tbere  Fortune  belpes  tbe  boldest  to  aduaunce. 

Sic  tuH, 


1' 
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Written  Tpon  tbis  pccasion.  Hee  had  (in  myddest 
of  his  youtb)  d^termined  to  abandone  all  vaine 
deligbtes  and  to  reti^rne  vnto  Greyes  Inne, 
tbere  to  rndertake  againe  tjie  studdie  of  the 
common  Lawes,  And  beirig  required  by  fiue 
aundry  Gentlemen  to  write  in  rerse  somewhat 
worthye  to  bee  remembred,  before  be  entered 
into  thetr  fdlowshippe,  bee  compiled  tbese  fiue 
sundrie  sortes  of  metre  yppon  fiue  suudrye 
tbeames,  wbicbe  they  deliuered  vnto  him,  and 
the  first  was  at  request  of  Frauncis  Kinwel- 
marshe  who  deliuered  him  tbis  tbeame.  Audaea 
fońftna  iiatai.  And  tbere^ppon  bee  wrote'this 
Sonneta  following. 

|p  yeldtng  foare|  or  cancred  Tiranie, 
in  Czsars  baugbtie  beart  had  tanę  the  charge, 
The  waUes  of  Romę  had  bot  bene  rearde  SQ  bye, 
JTor  y«t  tbe  migbtye  Empire  left  sol  argę. ' 


The  nexte  was  at  reqoest  of  Antooy  Kinweln 
marshe,  wbo  deliuered  him  tbis  tbeame,  Satit 
tuffiaif  and  thereypon  he  wrote  as  foloweth. 

Thb  Taine  exce8se  of  flattering  fortunes  giftes^ 

Enuenometh  the  minde  witb  vanitye. 

And  beates  the  restelesse  braine  with  endlessa 

driftes. 
To  ttaye  the  staffe  of  worldly  dignitiei  - 
Tbe  hig^tif  standes  in  like  extremitie. 
Wherfore  to  lacke  tbe  moste,  and  leaue  tbe  least, 
I  coumpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast 

By  tootoo  much  Dan  Crcesus  caught  his  death. 
And  boughi  with  bloud  the  price  of  glittering 

gold. 
By  too  too  Htle  many  one  lackes  breath 
And  sterues  in  stretes  a  mirroure  to  beholde  i 
So  pride  for  heate,  and  Pouertye  pynes  for  colde. 
Wherefore  to  lacke  the  most,  and  leaue  tbe  least, 
I  coumpt  enough  as  good  os  any  feast. 

Storę  makes  no  sore:  loe  tbis  seemcs  contrarye. 
And  mo  the  merier  is  a  Prouerbe  eke. 
Bat  storę  of  sores  maye  make  a  maladye, 
And  one  to  many  maketh  some  to  seelce, 
When  two  be  mctte  that  bankette  witb  a  leeke ; 
Wherefore  to   lacke  tbe   most    and   leaae   the 

least, 
\  conmpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast. 

The  rych  man  surfetteth  by  glottony, 
Wbich  feedeth  still,  and  neuer  standes  content, 
The  poore  agayne  be  pines  for  penurye, 
Wbich  liues  with  lacke  wben  all  and  morę  ia 

spente: 
So  to  much  and  to  little  botbe  bee  sbente. 
Wherefore  to  lacke  the  moste,  and  leaue  the  least, 
I  coumpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast. 

The  oonąoeronr  with  Tncontented  swaye, 
Doth  rayse  rp  rebelles  by  his  auarice, 
The  recreannt  dotbe  yeeld  himselfe  a  praye. 
To  forraipe  spoyle  by  sloutb  and  cowardyce : 
So  too  much  and  to  little  both  be  ryce. 
Wherefore  to  lacke  the  most,  and  leaue  the  leas^ 
I  conmpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast. 

If  so  thy  wife  be  too  too  foyre  of  face : 
It  drawes  one  gest  too  many  to  thine  inne: 
If  she  be  fowle,  and  foyled  witb  di^grace^ 
In  otber  pillowes  prickstthoii  many  a  pinne: 
So  fowle  poore  fooles,  and  fayrer  fbll  to  sinne, 
Wherfore  to  lacke  the  moste,  and  leaue  tbe  Jeast* 
I  coumpt  enough  as  good  aą  any  feast 
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And  of  enoitgh,  en6ii|^b,  and  nowe  no  morę, 
Ilycanse  ttiy  braynes  no  better  can  deaite, 
W  ben  th  ingres  faie  badde,  a  loiaU  nnnine  make(b 

storę, 
So  of  sucbe  Terte  a  feire  maye  soone  sufflce : 
Yet  still  to  tbis  my  weary  penne  repłyes. 
That  I  ntyde  last,  and  thougb  you  like  it  leatt, 
li  it  eiiough  and  as  good  as  a  feast 

Sie  tuli 


W  ho  spares  tSe  (itst  ańd  keepes  Cbe  iMt  rotpcatj 
Sball  finde  tbat  sparing  yeeldes  a  goodly  rent. 

Sie  ink. 


lobn  Yaughan  deliaered  bim  tbis  theame.     Mag'  [  mindc 


Alexander  Neuilc  deliaared  bioi  tbis  the 
cito,  si  sal  bene^  where^pon  hee  compiled 
seueu  Sonets  in  8equenoe,  tberin  bawiaytog 
cwne  Nimis  ciio:   and  tberwith  bia  flm 
as  folowetb. 

poste  hastę,  wben  flrst  mj  wmndńa^ 


num  veciigal  farcimonia^  wharevppoo  be  wrote 
tbus. 

The  common  speech  ts,  spend  and  God  will  send 
But  wbat  sendes  be  ?  a  bottell  and  a  bagge, 
A  sttfffe  a  wallct  and  a  wofiill  ende, 
For  sach  as  list  in  brauery  so  to  bragge. 
Tben  if  thou  couet  coyne  enough  to  spend, 
Leame  first  to  spare  thy  budget  at  the  brinke, 
So  sball  the  bottome  be  the  faster  bonnd : 
But  he  that  Ust  with  lanisb  band  to  linkę, 
(lo  like  eypence)  a  pcnnye  with  a  pound, 
May  chaunce  at  last  to  sitte  a  side  and  sbrinke 
His  harbraind  head  with  out  damę  dainties  dore. 
Hick,  bobbe,  and  Dick,  with  clouts  rpon  tbeir^ 
knee,  y 

Hane  many  times  morę  gooobote  grotes  in  storę 
And  cbange  of  crownes  morę  quicke  at  cal  tben 

"Wbich  )et  tbeir  lease  and  take  tbeir  rent  before. 
For  he  that  rappes  a  royall  on  bis  cappe, 
Before  be  put  one  penny  in  his  pursse, 
Had  aeede  torne  quicke  and  broch  a  better  tappe, 
Or  els  his   drinke  may  chance   go  downe  tbe 

wursse. 
1  not  denie  but  some  men  baue  good  hap, 
To  climbe  a  lofte  by  scal  es  of  courtly  grace, 
And  winne  the  world  with  libera! itye  : 
Yet  he  that  yerks  old  angells  out  apace. 
And  hath  no  newe  to  purchase  dignitye, 
Wbeu  orders  fSall,  may  chaunce  to  lacke  bis  grace^ 
For  hagc-ard  hawkes  misUke  an  emptie  band :       v 
So  stiffeiy  some  sticke  to  the  mercers  stall, 
Till  sutes  of  silke  hane  swet  out  all  tbeir  land* 
So  ofte  thy  neighbours  banquet  in  tby  hall, 
Till  Dauie  Debet  in  thy  parler  stand. 
And  bids  the  welcorae  to  thine  owae  decay. 
I  like  a  Lions  lookes  not  worth  a  leeke 
"Wheo  euery  Foxe  beguiles  bim  of  bis  praye  : 
What  sauce  but  sorro\v  serueth  bim  a  weeke. 
'Whiob  all  his  cates  consumeth  in  One  daye? 
First  Tse  thy  stomacke  to  a  stand  of  ale, 
Before  thy  Malmesey  come  in  Marchantesbookes, 
And  rather  were  (for  sbifte)  thy  shirte  of  małe, 
Tban  teare  thy  stiken  sleues  wkh  teynter  hokes,  ^ 
Put  feathers  in  thy  pillowes  great  and  smali,       7 
Lette  them  be  princkt  with  plumes,  tli&t  gapa  fbł 

plummes, 
Heape  vp  bothe  golde  and  siluer  sal^  in  hooehe«, 
Catćfae,  snatche,  and  scratche  lor  scrapings  and 

for  crommes 
Before  thou  deckethy  battc(on  high)  with  brooches. 
Lette  firstthyne  one  band  hołd  faste  all  that  commes, 
Before  that  other  leame  his  letting  flie: 
Remember  still  that  soft  fire  makes  sweet  malte. 
Ko  hastę  but  good  (who  meanes  to  multiplye:) 
Bought  witte  is  deare,  and  drest  with  sower  salte, 
RepeotauAct  coromts  to  late,  and  tben  saye  I, 


Bchelde  the  glistring  Courte  with  gazing  eye. 

Suche  deepe  delightes  I  secmde  tberin  to  find«, 

As  might  tłoguile  a  grauer  guest  than  I. 

The  stately  pompę  of  Princes  and  their  peercs^ 

Did  sceme  to  swimme  in  flooddett  of  b^iteo  goald^ 

The  wanton  world  of  yoog  delightfull  yceres^ 

Was  not  ynlyke  a  faeauen  for  to  beboufde. 

Wherein  dyd  swarme  (for  euery  saint)  a  I>ainc^ 

So  faire  of  hue,  so  fresbe  of  thcir  attire, 

As  might  exceil  damę  Cinthia  for  Famę, 

Or  conquer  Cupid  with  his  owne  desire. 

These  and  suche  lyke  were  baytes  that  blazed 

still 
Before  myne  eye  to  feede  my  greedy  wifi. 

■ 

2.  Before  minę  eye  to  feede  my  greedy  will, 
Gan  muster  ekc  minę  olde  acquainted  mates, 
Who  heipt  tbe  dish  (uf  vayne  delightp)  to  fili 
My  empty  mouth  with  dayntye  delicates: 
And  folishe  boldenesse  toke  the  whippe  in  bande^ 
To  lashe  my  life  into  thii  trustlesse  tracę, 
Til  all  in  hastę  I  leapte  a  loofe  from  lande. 
And  hoyste  vp  soyle  to  catche  a  Courtly  grace  i 
Eche  lingring  daye  did  seeme  a  world  of  wo, 
Till  in  tbat  haplessc  bauen  my  head  was  broagfat : 
Waues  of  wanhope  so  tost  me  to  and  fro, 
In  deepe  dispayre  to drowne  my  dreadfuU  thoogbt: 
Eche  houre  a  day  eche  day  a  yeare  did  seeme. 
And  eueiy  yeare  a  worlde  my  will  did  deeme. 


3.  And  euery  yeare  a  worlde  my  will  did 
Till  lo,  at  last,  to  Court  nowe  am  1  come, 
A  seemely  swayne,  that  might  the  place 
A  gladsome  g^est  embrąste  of  all  and  some  : 
Not  tbcre  contente  with  oommon  dignitie. 

My  wandring  eye  in  hastę,  (yea  poste  poste  hastę) 
Bchelde  the  blazing  bad.ae  of  brauerie. 
For  wantc  trherof,  I  tbongfat  my  sdfe  disgraster 
Tben  peeuishe  pride  puAte  vp  my  swclliag  hart^ 
To  furtber  foorth  so  hotte  an  cnterprise  : 
And  comely  cost  beganne  to  playe  his  parte, 
In  praysing  patternes  of  minę  owne  deoise. 
Thos  all  was  good  that  mj^it  be  got  in  hastę. 
To  princke  me  vp,  and  make  nie  higher  piastę. 

4.  To  prinke  me  vp  and  make  me  higher  plastt, 
All  came  to  late  that  taryed  any  time, 

Pilles  of  prouision  plcased  not  my  taste, 
Tbey  madę  my  beeles  to  beauie  for  to  cllme : 
Mee  tbought  it  best  tbat  botighesof  boystroasoake, 
Should  iirst  be  sbread  to  make  my  feathen  gaye. 
Tyli  at  the  last  a  deadly  dinting  stnMke. 
Brought    downe  tbe   bulkę  with  edgetooles  «f 

decaye: 
Of  euery  farmę  I  tben  let  flye  a  le«se. 
To  feede  the  purse  that  payde  for  peeuisbnesae, 
Till  rentę  and  all  were  Silne  In  sucbe  disease, 
As  scaree  coulde  serue  to  m^ntay  ue  desBlyneiit; 
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^  Tbey  booght,  the  bodie,  fine,  fermei  leace^  and 
lande, 
AU  were  to  little  for  the  merchauntes  hande. 

ó 
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5.  Ali  were  to  little  for  the  merchauntes  hande^ 
And  yet  my  brauerye  bigger  than  his  booke : 
But  when  this  hotte  accompte  was  coldly  scande/ 
I  thought  highe  time  about  me  for  to  looke: 
With  heauie  cheare  I  caste  my  head  abacke. 

To  see  the  fountaine  of  my  furious  race. 
Comparde  my  loss,  my  liuing,  and  my  lacke, 
In  eąnall  balance  with  my  iolye  grace. 
And  sawe  expencrs  grating  on  the  grounde 
Like  Inmpes  of  lead  to  presse  my  pursse  fuli  ode, 
When  llght  rewarde  and  recompence  were  founde, 
Fteeting  like  feathers  in  the  wiude  alofte: 
These  thus  comparde,  I  left  the  Courte  at  lerge. 
For  wby  ?    the  gaines  doth  seeldome  quitte  the 
charge. 

6.  For  why?    the  gaines  doth  seldome  ąuitte 

the  charge. 
And  so  saye  I,  by  proofe  too  dearely  bonght. 
My  hastę  mad  wast,  my  braue  and  brainsicke 

barge, 
Did  float  to  &st,  to  catch  a  thing  of  nought : 
With  leasure,  measure,  meane,  and  many  mo, 
I  mought  haue  kept  a  chayre  of  quiet  state. 
But  hastie  heads  can  not  bee  setled  so, 
Till  cToked  Fortune  giue  a  crabbed  matę: 
As  basie  braynes  muste  beate  on  tickle  toyes, 
As  rashe  innention  breedes  a  rawe  deuise, 
So  9odaync  folles  doe  hindrr  hastie  ioyes. 
And  as  swifte  baytcs  doe  fleetest  fyshe  enlice. 
So  hastę  makes  waste,  and  tberefore  nowe  I  saye, 
Ko  hastę  but  good,  wbere  wisdome  makes  the 
.    waye. 

7.  No  hastę  butgood  where  wisdome  makes  the 

For  profe  whereof,  behold  the  simple  snayle,  \ 
(Who  sees  the  souldiers  careasse  caste  a  wayą, 
With  holte  aMautte  the  Castle  to  assayle.)       '     « 
By  linę  and  leysnre  clymes  the  loftye  wali, 
And  winnes  the  tnrrettes  toppe  morę  conningy, 
Than  dotigbtye  Dick,  who  loste  hit  lifc  and  all, 
With  hoysting  vp  his  head  to  hastilye. 
Tfae  8WTfte$t  bitche  brings  foortli  tbe  blyndest 

whelpes, 
Tbe  hottest  Feuers  coIdesŁ  crampet  ensuc, 
Tbe  nakedst  neede  hatfae  ouer  latest  helpes: 
With  Neoyle  than  I  flnde  this  prouerbe  true, 
That  hastę  makes  waste,  and  tberefore  still  1  saye, 
Ko  hastę  bot  good,  where  wisdome  makes  the' 

way». 

Sic  tuli. 


Richarde  Courtop  (the  lastof  the  fiae)  gaue  him 
this  theame,  Durwn  mifteum  8C  fniurahife  ituum, 
and  therevpon  hee  wroto  iu  this  wise. 

Wbkm  peerelesae  Princes  courtes  weite  (ne  from 

flatterie,  [periurie. 

The  lostioe  from  Ti^8qual  doome,  the  que8t  from 

The  piUen  of  the  stato,  lirom  proude  presuroptlon, 

Tbe  dearkes  irom  heresie,  the  commones  from 

rebellion :  [dewe  desarte. 

Hien  righC  rewAfdes  were  giuen,  by  awaye  of 

TiMa  vertiM8  deitinges  might  be  plast«  aloft  to 

pUy  their  part : 


Then  might  they  cootnpt  it  tme,  that  hath  beene 

sayde  of  olde,  [ih  bedfr  of  golde, 

The  children  of  those  happie  dayes,  were  borne 

And  swadied  in  the  same :  the  Nurse  that  gaua 

them  sucke. 

Was  wife  to  liberallitie,  and  lemman  to  good  lucke. 
When  Csesarwoon  the  fielde,  his  captaines  taugnt 
the  Townes,  [ful  of  crownes. 

And  euery  painful  souldiours  purse  was  crammed 
Łicurgus  for  good  Lawes,  lost  his  owne  libertie, 
And  thought  it  better  to  preferre  common  com- 

moditie. 
But  nowe  the  times  9xe  tumde,  it  is  not  as  it  was, 
The  golde  is  gone,  the  siluer  sunke,  and  nothing 
left  but  braase*.  [seeme. 

To  see  a  King  encroacbe,  what  wonder  should  it 
WheObCommons  cannot  be  content,  with  countrie 

Dyadeeme  ? 

ThePrince  maye  dye  a  babę,  trust  vp  by  trecherie, 

Where  Taine  ambition  doth  moue  trustlesse  no- 

billitye.  [hood  failcs, 

Errours  in  pulpit  preache,  where  faith  in  priest- 

Promotion  (not  deuotion)  is  cause  why  cleargie 

quaile8.  [be  plaide, 

Thus  18  tbe  stage  stakt  out,  where  all  these  partes 

And  I  the  prologue  should  pronounce,  but  that  1 

am  afraide.  [as  king, 

First  Cayphas  playes  the  Priest,  and  Herode  sits  > .. 

Pylate  the  Judge,  ludas  the  Jurour  Terdict  in  doth 

briug,  ra»"ay, 

Vaine  tatling  plaies  the  yice,  well  cladde  in  ritohe 

And  poore  Tom  Trooth  is  laught  to  skom,  with 

garments  nothing  gay.  [traine» 

The  woman  wautonnesse,  shee  commes  with  Łicing  •^ 

Pride  in  hir  pocket  plaies  bo  peepe,  und  bawdry  id 

hir  braine.  [aunoe, 

Hir  bandmaides  be  deceipte,  daunger,  and  dalii- 

Riot  and  Reuell  follow  hir,  they  be  of  hir  aliiaunce : 

vNext  these  commes  in  Sim  Swasbe,  to  see  what 

sturre  they  keepe. 
Cl  im  of  tbe  Clough  then  takes  his  heeles,  tis  time 
for  him  to  creepe :  [a  song. 

To  packę  the  pageaunt  ^p,  commes  Sorrow  with 
He  say  these  iestes  can  get  no  grotes,  and  al  this    ■ 

gcare  goth  wrong :  [treble  parte» 

Fyrst  pride  without  cause  why,   he  singes  the 
The  meane  hee  mumbles  out  of  tune,  for  lacke  of 

life  and  hart : 
Cost  lost,  the  counter  Tenor  chanteth  on  apace, 
Thus  all  in  discords  stands  the  cliffe,  and  beggrie 
singes  the  base.  [pence  are  sturring, 

Tbe  players  loose  tbchr  paines,  where  so  fewe 
Their  garmets  weare  for  lacke  of  gains,  and  fret 
for  lack  of  furring.  [but  oue 

When  all  is  done  and  past,  was  no  part  plaide 
For  enerye  player  plaide  the  fbofe,  tyli  all  bespent, 

and  gone. 
And  thus  this  foolisbe  iest,  I  put  in  dogrell  rime,         • 
Because  a  crosier  staffe  is  best,  for  such  a  crooked  y  , 
time.  — ^^ 

Sk  iuU. 

And  thus  an  ende '  of  these  fiue  Theames,  ad« 
mounting  to  tbe  noniber  of.  CCŁVI1I.  yerscs, 
deuised  ryding  by  the  way,  writing  nonę  of 
them  vntiU  be  came  at  the  eńde  of  his  Joumey,' 
tbe  which  waa  no  longer  than  one  day  in  ryding, 
one  daye  in  tarying  with  hia  friend,  and  the 
thirde  in  retomiog  to  Greyes  Inne:  and  ther^' 
fbre  called  Oascoignes  menMriM. 
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GASCOIGNE*S  P0EM9. 


J  GLOXE  VPO}f  TRIS  TEXT,  DOMINUS 
EJUS  OPUS  HABET. 

bILy  recklesse  race  is  ruaoe,  greene  youth  Aod 

pride  be  past,  [as  fast 

My  riper  mellowed  yeerps  begtnne  to  follow  uii 
My  glancing  lookes  aiie  gone,  which  won  ted  were 

toprie,  [miuecie. 

In  enerie  goigious  garisbe  glasse,  that  gljstre^  in 
My  %viht  \%  npw  so  dimme,  it  can  behold  nonę 

siicb,  finy  fansie  miipb. 

No  mirrour  bot  the  merrte  mcanr,  can  please 
And  in  thot  rjoble  glasse,  I  take  delight  to  vewe, 
Tbe  fashions  of  the  wonted  world,  compared  by 

the  newe.  [selfe, 

For  markę  whp  jyst  to  loolce,  epbe  man  is  for  hhn 
And  beatcs  bis  braine  to  bor4  and  heape.  tbis 

trashe  and  woridly  pelfe.  ' 

Onr  bandes  are  closed  yp,  great  giftes  go  not 

abroade,  |^ine  a  loade. 

Fe  we  men  wyli  lende  a  locke  of  heye,  but  for  to 
Giue  Gaue  is  a  good  maq,  what  neede  we  byhe  it 

<^"^» ,  [bids  men  dou^t. 

The  world  is  wondrous  fearcfut  nowe,  for  danger 
And  aske  how  chauncetb  ^is  ?  of  irhąt  meaneę  »łl 

this  meede  ? 
Forsoothe  the  common  aunswerę  is,  becai|se  the 

Lord  hath  neęde. 
A  noble  ie»t  by  gisse,  I  finde  It  in  my  glasse, 
Tbe  same  freeholde  our  sauiour  Christ,  conueyed 

to  bis  asf^e,  ffitte, 

A  texte  to  trie  the  trueth,  and  for  this  time  fuli 

o  where   should  we  our  lessons  leame,  but  out 

ofboly  writte?  [rost, 

First  markę  our  onely  God,  which  ruleth  all  the 
He  sets  a  side  all  pompę  and  pride,  wherin  fond 

wordlings  boest. 
His  trayne  ts  not  so  gręat,  as  filthy  Sathans  band, 
Ą  smaller  heard  maye  senie  to  feede,  at  our  great 

masters  hand.  fwe  sec 

Next  markę  theheathęns  Gods,  and  by  them  shai! 
They  be  not  now  so  good  fellowes,  as  they  were 

woptetobe.  '.    [ręst, 

lone,  Mars,  and  Mercurie,  Damę  Yenus  and  the 
They  baquet  not  as  they  were  wont,  they  know  it 

were  not  best.  [at  Urge, 

So  kinges  and  princes  both,  haue  left  their  halles 
Their  priuie  chambers  co&t  enough,  they  cut  off 

euery  chai^,  [maye  bee. 

And  when  an  oiRce  falles,  as  chaunce  somtiipes 
First  kepe  it  close  a  yere  or  twayne,  then  geld  it 

by  the  fee. 
4nd  giue  it  out  at  last,  byt  yet  with  this  prouiso, 
(A  bridleforabrainsicke  Jadę)  duiante  beneplacito. 
Some  thinkę  these  lad^ers  Iow,  to  climbe  alofte 

with  speede:  [Lord  hath  neede. 

Weil  let  them  creepe  at  leisure  the,  for  surę  the 
Dukes  Earles  and  Barons  bold,  haue  leamt  like 

lesson  nowe, 
They  breake  vp  house  andcometocourte,  th^y  liue 

not  by  the  płowe, . 
Pereasetbeirroomes  be  skant,  not  like  their  stately 

boore,  [floure. 

A  field  hed  in  a  conier  couclit,  a  pallad  oii  the 
But  what  for  that  ?  no  foroe,  they  make  thereof  no 

boast,  [princes  cost. 

Tliey  feede  them  selues  wilh  ddycates,  and  at  the 
And  aa  for  all  their  men,  tlieir  pages  and  their 

swayncs, 
They  cboke  thS  vp  with  chynes  of  beefej  to  multi- 
ply  their  gamet. 


Themselues  He  necre  to  looke,  when  ony  leaft 

doth  fali, 
Such  cromes  were  wont  to  feede  poor  gromet,  boi 

nowe  tbe  Lords  licke  al. 
And  why  >  oh  sir,  because,  both  dokes  and  lofdi 

haue  neede,  [creede, 

I  mocke  not  I,  my  test  is  tnie,  beleeoe  it  as  toot 
Our  Prelates  and  oar  Priests,  can  tell  tbis 'test 

with  mee,  [no  lease  go  free. 

They  can  hołd  fast  their  fattest  fennes,  and  let 
They  haue  both  wifv  and  childe,  which  maye  ikok 

be  forgot,  [fore  blame  tbem  not. 

The  Bcriptures  say  the  Lord  hath  neede,  and  tbere- 
Then  come  a  little  lower,  vnto  tbe  contrsre  kniglit, 
The  sąuire  and  the  gentleman,  they  leaoe  tbe 

conntrye  quite,  [to  loog, 

Their  Halles  were  all  to  large,  their  tables  were 
The  clouted  shoes  came  in  so  faste,  they  kepte  to 

great  a  throng,  [feede. 

And  at  the  porters  lodge,  where  Inbbers  wonte  to 
The  porter  learnes  to  answer  noir,  b^nce  heooe 

the  L^rd  hath  neede.  [^rait^ 

His  gęstej  came  in  to  thićke,  their  diet  was  to 
Their  horses  eate  rp  all  the  bey,  which    sboold 

haue  fed  his  neate :  [and  souse, 

Their  teeth  were  farre  to  fine,  to  feede  on  porke 
Fy  ue  flocks  of  shcepe  could  scarce  maintaine  good 

mutten  for  bis  house.  [berę. 

And  when  this  count  was  cast,  it  was  no  biding 
Unto  the  good  towfie  is  be  gonne,  to  make  hia 

frencis  good  cheere.  [howe  z 

And  welrume  there  that  will,  but  shall  I  tell  yoa. 
At  his  owne  dish  be  feedeth  them,  that  is  tbe 

fashion  nowe, 
Side  bords  be  layed  aside,  the  tables  ende  is  gonne^ 
His  cooke  sball  make  you   noble  cheere,    bat 

hostler  hath  he  nonę.  [to  eate« 

The  chargers  now  be  ohangde,  wherin  he  wqfii 
An  olde  frutedisb  is  higge  ynougb  to  hołd  a  ioynte 

of  meate, 
A  sallad  or  a  sauce,  to  tast  your  cates  with  alf, 
Som  Rtrag  deuise  to  feede  mis  eies»  mfs  stomacks 

now  be  smali.  [ters  lent. 

And  when  tbe  tenanntet  come  to  paie  their  quar- 
They  bringe  some  ibwle  at  Midaommery  a  dish  cf 

Fisb  in  Lent, 
At  Cbristmasse  a  capon,  at  Migbelmasse  a  gooee: 
And  somewbat  else  at  Neiryeres  tide,  for  feare 

their  lease  flie  loose:  -  [groates, 

Good  reason  by  my  troth,  when  Gentlemen  lacke 
Let  Piowmen  pinohe  it  out  for  pence,  and  patch 

their  rnsset  ooates : 
For  better  Fermers  fest,  tban  Mai^ner  bouses  feU, 
The  Lord  hath  neede,  than  says  the  text,  biiog  oki 

Asse,  colt  and  all. 
Weil  lowest  nowe  at  last,  let  see  the  contrjre  lonte^ 
And  markę  faow  he  doth  swink  and  sweat,  to 

bring  this  gearf  ąbout : 
His  feastinges  hę  but  fewe,  cąst  whipstockes  doiit 

his  shoonę,  [doon^: 

The  wheaten  loafe  is  locked  vp  as  aone  as  dinne  s 
And  where  he  wonte  to  kepe  a  lubber,  two  or  tbree^ 
Now  hath  he  leamd  to  kepe  no  morę,  bnt  Sim  his 

sonneandbe,  »*  [tbe  carte. 

His  wife  and  Mafirde  his  mayd,  a  boye  to  pitch 
And  turne    bim  rp  at  Holh>ntide^  to  feele  the 

Winter  smarte;  [meale* 

Darne  Alyson  his  wife  doth  knowe  tbe  piice  of 
Hir  bride  cakes  be  not  halle  lo  bigge  as  sht  w«i 

wont  to  steale ; 


^LÓWEkd. 


tee  WeArń  do  tttiier  bookes,  ftfae  U  content  wUb 

worsse,  [hir  pursse. 

Hir  pendantes  and  hir  siłuer  pitines  she  putteth  in 

Thus  leame  I  by  my  glasse,  that  merrie  meane  is 

bett; 
And  be  most  wise  that  flnds  tbe  meaoe,  to  keepe 

bimseUe  at  rest. 
Perchaunce  soihe  opeil  moatb  will  mutter  now 

and  tban. 
And  at  tbe  iharket  tell  his  matę,  oar  landlordes  a 

zors  man : 
He  lacketb  rp  our  rentes,  and  keepes  tbe  best  in 

band, 
He  itiakes  a  wódroos  deale  of  good  out  of  bis 

own  measne  land : 
Yea  let  suche  pelten  prate,  sainte  Neediimbe 

tbeir  speede, 
We  neede  no  text  to  answer  tbem,  btit-  ifais,  The 
loid  batb  nede.^ 

Euer  or  neur. 
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Nowe  faiUze  not  reader  tboli^fh  wć  stones 
speake, 
Or  write  sometimes  tbe  deedes  of  wortby  ones, 
I  coold  not  holdealthoagh  my  beartsbonld  b'rea^» 
(Because  berę  by  me  buryed  are  his  bones,) 
Bat  I  must  tell  tbis  tale  tbus  for  the  nones 
Wben  men  crye  mnanne  and  keepe  sacb  ^ilence 
long,  (baue  wrong, 

Tbed  Stones  mnst  speake,  eise  deaid  men  śhall 
Finit  quod  Marmaditke  Marhiesione, 


^mtm 


AN  EPITAPff  VPON  CAPTAINE  BOUR- 

CHER 

t^TE  SŁAINE  in  THE  "WARRES  IN  ZBIAEDB,  THE 
WHICH  HATM  BENB  TERMED  THE  TALE  OF  A 
eTONE  AS  FOŁOWETH. 

Fte  captaines  fie,  yonr  tougues  are  tyed  to  close, 
Your  souldioars  eke  by  siletice  purchose  sbame: 
Can  no  man  penne  io  meetre  nor  in  prose, 
/  The  lyfe,  tbe  dcath,  the  val1iaunt  actes,  the  famę, 
i  Tbe  birtb,  behauiour,  nor  tbć  noble  name, 
Of  such  a  feere  as  you  in  fight  haue  lost : 
Alas  sucb  paines  would  quickly'qiiite  tbe  cost. 

Bonrcber  is  deąd ,  wbome  ecbe  of  you  dyd  kncrwe, 
Yet  no  man  writes  one  worde  to  paint  his  praise. 
His  sprite  on  highe,  his  carkasse  here  helowe, 
I>oth  both  coodemne  your  doting  ydle  dayes  : 
Yet  ceasse  tbey  not  to  sounde  bis  wortby  wayes, 
Who  liued  to  dye»  and  dyed  againe  to  linę, 
With  death  deere  bougbt,  be  dyd  his  deatb  foi^E^iae. 

He  migbt  for  byrtb  baue  boasted  noble  race, 
Yet  were  bis  manners  meeke  and  alwayes  milde, 
Wbo  gaue  a  gesse  by  gazing  on  bis  face, 
And  iudgde  thereby,  migbt  ąuickly  be  begoilde, 
Infielde  a  Lion,  and  in  Towne  a  Childe, 
Fi^E^.Uł  !il8  ft)e,  burcroitcouseTS" bis  friende, 
Alas  tbe  while/bislT!e~8o~9odne'8bóiiI9  ende? 

To  serue  bis  Prince  bis  life  was  euer  prest«  . 

?'<lj£i:«e  BICGpd,  his  death  he  thought  but  dewi 
n  all  attempts  as  fóye^anil  as  the  hosij 
And  all  to  forewardes,  which  we  all  may  rew, 
His  life  so  shewed,  his  death  eke  tried  it  true  : 
.  for  where  his  foes  in  thickest  prease  dyd  stande, 
Sourćber  caught  bane  with  bloodie  sworde  in 
bandę. 

And  markę  tbe  coiirage  of  a  noble  heart, 
W  hen  he  in  bed  laye  wodnded  wondrous  sore, 
'  And  beard  allarme,  he  soone  forgot  bis  smart 
And  calde  ibr  armes  to  ibewe  his  seruice  morę  : 
I  wyli  to  fieldę  (^uod  be)  and  Gdd  before. 
lVbich  sayde,  be  sailde  into  morę  quiet  coast. 
Styli  praysing  God,  and  so  gaue  vp  the  ghost. 


■  in  the  dld  editions  of  our  poH  ibls  ^loze  is 
printed  also  EBdong  bis  Heaibes.  C. 


A  DEtlt^E  OFA  MASKĘ  FOR  THE  RJGHT 
HONORABLE  nSCOUNT  MOUNTA" 
CUTE, 

Written  vpon  tbis  occasaon,  whcn  the  sayde  L. 
had  prepared  to  solemnize  twoo  marriages  be- 
tweene  his  sonne  and  heyre,  and  the  Daughter 
of  syr  William  Dormcr  Knight,  and  bustweene 
the  sonne  and  beyre  of  syr  William  Dormer, 
and  tbe  Daughter  of  the  said  Ł.  Mountacute: 
there  were  eight  Gentlemen  (all  of  blood  or 
alUaunce  to  tbe  sayd  L.  Mountacute)  wbich 
had  determined  to   present  a  Maskę  at  tbe 
daye  appointed  for  the  sayde  marriages^  and 
so  farre  they  had   proceeded    therein,    that 
they  had  alreodye  bonght  furniture  of  Sitkes^ 
9tc,  and  bad  caused  their  garmentes  to  bee 
cut  of  the  Yenetian  fashion.    Nowe  thcn  they 
begau  to  imagine  that  (without  some  speciaH 
demonstration)  it  would  seeme  somewbat  ob- 
scure  to  baue  Yeoetians  presented  rather  tban  - 
other  couotrey  men.  Wherevpon  they  entreated 
the  Auctbour  to  deuise  some  verses  to  bee  vt- 
tered  by  an  Actor  wherein  migbt  be  some  dis- 
course  ctaueołent  te  render  a  good  cause  of 
tbe  Yenetians  presence.    The  Auctbour  calling 
to  minde  that  there  is  a  noble  hoose  of  the 
Moontaeutes  in  Italie,  and  tberwithall  that  the 
L.  Mountacute  here  doth  qoarter  the  coate  of 
an  auncieot  English  Gentleman  called  Moun* 
thermer,  and  batb  tbe  inheritaunce  of  the  sayde 
bouscy  dyd  therevpon  deuise  to  bring  in  a  Boye 
of  the  age  of  twelue  or  xiiii.  yeeres,  who  should 
faine  that  be  was  a  Mounthćrmer  by  the  fis- 
thers  side,  and  a  Mountacute  by  the  mothers 
side,  and  that  bis  father  being  slaine  at  the  last 
warres  against  the  Turke,  and  be  there  Uken, 
hee  was  recouered  by  the  Yenetians  in  their 
last  Tictorie,  and  with  them  sayling  towardet 
Yeoice,   they  were  driuen  by  tempest  Yjpon 
these  coastes,   ańd  so  came  to  the  marjage 
vpon  report  as  fo1Iowetb»  and  tbe  sayde  Boye 
pronounced  the  deuise  in  tbis  sort. 

WsAt  wóder  you  my  Lordes  ?  wby  gazę  you  gcn- 

themen  } 
And  wherefore  maruaile  you  Mez  Dames,  I  pnfya 

you  tell  mee  then  ? 
Is  it  so  rare  a  sight,  or  yet  so  straunge  a  toye, 
Amongst  so  rhany  noobtó  peeres,  to  see  one  Pouer 

Boye  ?  [age» 

Why  ?  boy  CS  hatie  benć  alldwed  in  euerye  kinde  of 
As  Ganymede  that  ptetye  boye,  iu  Heauen  is  lóue 

bis  pilge. 
Cupid  that  mighty  God  altboagh  his  force  be  fearse. 
Yet  is  be  but  a  naked  Boye,  as  Poets  doe  rchearse.. 
And  many  a  prettjre  boye  a  mightye  man  hath 

próued,  [bee  loued« 

And  seraed  hit  Prince  at  sU  assayes  dey^ruing  tq 
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Percase  mj  straufę  ąttire  my  glittęriog  golden 

głte,  [yoii  with  delite. 

Doth   eyther  make  yoq  maroąite  tbui^  or  raoue 

Yet  woader  not  my  Lprdes  for  if  your  bpnours 

pleaae,  [doubtós  appease. 

But  euen  to  j^iae  me  eare  a  while,  I  wyli  your 

Aod  you  sball  knowe  tbe  caiise,  wherefore  tbese 

roabes  are  worue,  [lisbe  borne. 

And  ^by  I  goe  outlandishe  lyke«  yet  being  £og- 

AAd  wby  1  tbus  presume  to  presse  into  tbis  płacę, 

And  wby  1  ^simple  buye)  am  bolde  to  looke  sacb 

men  lu  face. 
Fyrst  tben  you  must  perstande,  I  am  no  straunger  I, 
But  English  boye,  iu  Engtand  bornej  and  bred  but 
euen  hereby.  [name, 

My  fatber  was  a  knight,   Mount  Hermer  was  bis 
My  motber  of  tbe  Mountacutes,  a  bouse  of  worthy 

famc,   . 
My  fatber  from  his  youth  was  trained  ^p  in  6eld, 
And  alwayes  toke  his  cbiefe  deligbt,  in  helmet 

speare  and  shielde. 
Soldado  for  bis  Iife»  and  in  his  bappie  dayes, 
Soldado  Iłke  hath  lost  his  life,  to  his  immortall 
pniyse.  [worlde  so  wyde, 

The  tfaundering  famę  wbich   blewe   about  tbe 
Howe  that  tbe  Christian  enemye*  the  Turke  that 
Prince  of  pride,  *  [seąs, 

Addressed  had  his  power,  to  swarme  yppon  the 
Witli  Gallies,  foists,  aud  such  like  sbips,  well 
armde  at  al  assaies.  '  [gl^t, 

And  that  he  madę  his  vaunt,  tbe  greedy  fishe  to 
With  gobs  Qf  Christian  carkasses,  in  cruell  peeces 
cut.  [eares, 

l^hese  ne\Tes  of  tbis  report,  did  pearce  my  fathers 
But  neuer  touched  his  noble  heart,  with  any 
sparke  of  feares.  [warres. 

For  well  he  knewe  the  trade  of  all  tbe  Turkishe 
And  had  amongst  them  shed  his  biood,  at  matiy 
cruell  iarres.  [man, 

In  Rbodes  his  race  begonne,  a  słender  tale  yong 
Where  he  by  many  martiall  feats,  his  spurres  of 
knighthood  wan.  [styli, 


so 


ha 


And  first^hia  raaniom^  psyde,  with  tbat 

dy^  remaine,  [Britlaiii& 

He  rigged  vp  a  proper  Barkę,  was  called  Leifioit 
And  lyke  a  reoturer  (betides  lum  sęeoiely  scMe) 
Determined  for  to  venture  me  and  all  his  worMly 

pelfe.  [i 

Perhappes  some  bope  of  gaiae  perswadea 
For  surę  h\ą  haoty  beart  wu  beut,  s«iiie 

eiEploite  to  finde.  £sailes, 

Howe  80  it  were,  tbe  windes  nowe  hoysted  Tp  o«r 
Wee  furrowing  in  the  foming  flooddas,    to  tak* 

our  best  auailes. 
Now  hearken  to  my  wordes,  and  markę  yoa  wcłl 
the  same*  [hyther  caiiw^ 

For- nowe  1  wyli  dedare  thę  cause,  wherefore  I 
My  fatber  (as  I  saye)  had  set  Tp  all  his  rest. 
And  tost  on  seas  both  daye  and  night,  disdayning 
ydle  resty  [Fraance^ 

We  lefl  onr  forelandes  ende,  we  past  tbe  eoast  of 
We  reacht  the  cape  of  Finis  Terre  our  couree  for 
to  aduauiice<  [descried. 

We  past  Marroćchus  streightes,  and  at  tbe  lasC 
The  fertile  coastes  of  Cyprus  soile,  which  I  ray 
seife  first  spyed.  [pl^t. 

My  seife  (a  foreward  boye)  on  highest  top  was 
And  tliere  I  saw  the  Cyprian  sboare,  wbereto  «9 

sayld  in  hastę. 
Wbich  when  I  had  declared  vnto  the'maBters  matę, 
He  lepie  for  ioye  and  thanked  Qod»  of  tbat  onr 
.   happy  State.  [loiąg  } 

"  But  what  remaincs  to  man,  that  can  continoe 
What  sunne  can  shine  so.  cjeare  and  bńgbt  but 

cloudes  may  rysc  among  ?*' 

Wbich  sentence  soone  was  proued,  by  our  ▼n- 

happy  bap,  [light  in  enemies  lap. 

We  thought  our  selues  fuU  neere  our  friendes,  and 

The  Turke  the  Tirant  he,  with  siege  had  girte  the 

walles,  [them  tbralleSi 

Of  famous  Famagosta*  tben  and  soughtto  make 

And  as  he  laye  by  lande,  in  strong  and  stately 

trencbcy  [to  drendie. 

So  was  bis  power  prest  by  Sea,  his  Christian  foei 


Yea  though  the  peece  was  lost,  yet  won  be  bohour  [  Vpon  the  waltring  waues,  his  Foiates  and  Galiies 
And  enermore  agaiust  tbe  Turkes  he  warred  by 

his  wyli, 
At  Chios  many  knowe,  how  bardily  be  fougbt> 
And  howe  with  streames  of  stryuing  blood,  his 

honoure  deare  hee  bought. 

At  length  enforst  to  yeeld  with  many  captaines 

•  mo,  [goodes  ago, 

He  bought  his  libertie  with  Landes,  and  let  his 

Zechines*  of  glisteiing  golde,  two  thousand  was 

his  price,  [be  were  Tnwise. 

Tbe  which  to  paye  his  landes  must  leape,  for  else 
Beleeue  me  nowe  my  Lordes  although  tbe  losse  be 

minę,  [to  pine. 

Yet  I  confesse  them  better  solde,  tban  lyke  a  slaue 
**  For  landes  maye  come  againe,  but  lybertie  once 

lost,  [the  cost.>* 

Can  neuer  finde  sućh  recompenceascouoteruailes 
My  seife  now  know  the  case,  who  lyke  my  fathers 

lot,  [xvot. 

Was  lyke  of  late  for  to  haue  lost  my  libertie  God 
My  fatber  (as  I  saye)  enforste  to  leaue  his  Unde, 
In   mortgage  to  my  mothers  kinne,   for  ready 
coyue  in  handc,  [rehearse, 

Gan  nowe  vpon  tbese  newes,  which  earst  I  dyd 
Prepare  himselfe  to  saue  bis  pawne,  or  else  to 
leesc  his  phearce. 


'  A  peace  of  gold  likc  tha  Cnisade. 


I  fleete,  '[meetei 

Morę  forreat  like  tban  orderiy,  for  such  a  man  most 
Tbis  heauy  sight  one  seene,  we  tumde  oot  course 

apace,  [furie  plaoew 

And  aet  yp  al  our  sailes  in  hastę,  to  gioe  suche 
But  out  alas,  our  willes,  and  windes  were  eon-* 

trarie,  [enimie* 

For  ragiog  biaates  did  blowe  rs  still  yppon  our 
My  fatber  seeing  tben,  whereto  be  needes  must  go, 
And  that  the  mighty  band  of  God,  had  it  ap- 

pointed  so.  [death) 

Most  like  a  Worthy  knight  (though  certainc  of  his 
Gan  cleane  forget  all  wayling  wordes,  as  lauishe 

of  his  breath.  [he  tołd^ 

And  to  his  Christian  crewe,  thls  (too  shorte)  tale 
To  comfort  them  which  seemde  to  faint,  and  make 

the  coward  bold,  [tbe  chargei 

"  Fellowes  in  armes,  quod  hee,  although  1  beare 
And  take  ypon  mee  chieftaiues  namey  of  tbis  yu^ 

happy  barge, 
Yet  are  you  all  my  pheares,  and  as  one  companie^ 
Wee  must  like  true  companions,  togeather  Itue 

and  die,  [band, 

You  see  qood  hee  our  foes,  wkh  furious  foroe  at 
And  in  whose  handes  our  handfull  heere,  vnable  is 
to  standy 

*  The  cbiefe  citic  in  Cyprus. 
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'W^bat  lesteCh  iheo  to  doe,  skoold  «e  mto  tbem 

yceld?  [cannot  weld. 

JLud  wifiilly  receiue  tbat  yoke,  wbicb  Cbristians 

Ko  flore,  hereof  be  jure,  our  łiues  were  so  ynsure, 

•Jlod  tboqgh  we  lilie,  yet  80  to  liue,   as  better 

death  endure.  [phemie, 

7o   beare  tbose  bellńbe  fiendes  ta  ragingr  blas« 

X>efye  onr  onely  Sauiour,  were  tbia  no  miserie? 

To  see  tbe  fowle  abuse  of  boyes  in  tender  yeeres, 

Tbe wbicb  Ikuowe mott needes abborre all  hontst 

Cbristians  eare*.  [feane, 

.  To  see  maides  rauished,  Wiuei,  Women  forst  by 

And  Bucb  morę  miMbiefo  tban  tbis  time  can  let 

me  Ytter  beie. 

Alas,  qaod  be,  I  tell  not  all,  ny  tongue  is  tyde, 

.But  all  tbe  siaueriet  on  tbe  eartb,  we  sbouid  witb 

tbem  abide*  [inse, 

How  mucb  ^rere  better  tban,   to  dye  ih  wortby 

And  SQ  to  make  our  carkastet,  a  wyliing  Sacrifice. 

So  shall  we  pa  ye  tbe  debt,  wbicb  vnto  6od  is  dae, 

.60  słiall  you  die  in  bis  defence,   who  deind  to  dic 

for  yoo.  [cao  qaell, 

-And  wbo  with  bardy  band,  most  Turkisb  tikes 

LłBt  hira  accompt  la  conscienoe,  to  ptease  bis 

maker  well.  [on  mee> 

Yo«  aee,  guód  be,  my  sonae,  wberewith  bee  lookt 

Whome  but  a  babę,  yet   baue  1   bEought,  my 

partoer  here  to  bee.  [nowe. 

For,   bjm  I  mnat  confesse,  my.heart  is  peivsiue 

To  Jcaue  bim  ly  uing  thus  in  youtb,  to  dk  I  know 

not  how. 
Bat  sińce  it  pleasetb  Ood,  I  may  not  mnnmice  T, 
If  God  had  pleased  we  both  sbouid  liue,  and  as 

God  wyli  we  dye.** 
Thus  with  a  braying  sigh,  his  noble  tongue  he 

stayde.  [laide. 

Commaunding  all  tbe  ordioauoce,  in  order  to  be 
And  placing  all  bis  meo  in  order  for  to  figbt,. 
Pell  iproueliog  stjil  vpon  bis  face,  before.tbeaiadl 

in  sigbt. 
And  when  in  secreete  so,  be  whtspered  bad  a  while, 
He  raisde  bis  head  with  cbeereAiU  looke,  bis  sor. 

rowes  to  begnile :  [bie, 

And  with  tbe  rest  be  prayde,  to  Ood  in  beauen  on 
Which  ended  thos,  Tbou  ooely  Lord,  canst  helpe 

in  miserie.  [about, 

Tbis  sayd  (bebold)  the  Turkes  enclosde  ts  round 
Aod  seemde  to  wonder  tbat  we  durst  resist  so 

great  a  ront.  [was  slender, 

Wherat  they  doubt  not  long,  for  tbougb  our  power 
We  sentthem  signes   by  Canon  shot,  tbat  we 

ment  not  to  render. 
Tben  might  we  see  tbem  chafe,  tben  mightwe 

heare  tbem  ragę,  [ńlly  cage. 

And  all  atonce  they  bent  tbeir  force,  about  our 
Onr  ofdinannce  bestowed,  our  men  tbem  selues 

defendt  l^^E  contend. 

On  euery  side  so  tbicke  beset,  tbey  might  not 
Bot  as  tbeir  captaine  wilde,  ecbe  man  his  ibrce, 

did  strayne,  [bellisbe  tnyne. 

To  sende  a  Tiirke  (sumę  two  or  tbree)  voto  tbe 
And  be  himselfe  which  sawe,  he  might  no  morę 

abide,  [hoooar  died. 

Did  tbrost  a  mide  the  thickest  throng,  and  so  with 
With  bIm  tbere  dyed  like  wise,  his  beit  aproned 

men,  [courage  tben. 

The  rest  did  yeeld  as  men  amasd,  tbey  bad  no 
toongest  the  wbicb  my    selfe,  was   tanę  by 

Torkes  alas^  [must  I  passe. 

^nd  wtth  tha  Torkes  a  turkj«ba  Ufc,  in  Torkie 


I  was  oot  doiie  to  death  ior  so  1  ofteo  craode,  # 
Bat  like  a  siane  before  the  Gattes,  of  Famagosta 
aaude.  [ueyed, 

Tbat  peece  once  put  to  sacke,  I  tbither  was  con- 
And  vnder  sauegard  efiermore,  I  silly  boye  wuś 
stayed.  [pricke, 

Tbere  dyd  I  see  such  aigbtes,  as  yet  my  heart  do 
I  sawe  the  noble  firagadineS,  when  be  was  fleyd 

quicke. 

First  like  a  ^laue  eoforst  to  beare  to  euery  breach, 

Two  baskets  laden  fuU,  with  eartb  MusŁaffa^  dyd 

htm  teacb.  [grounde. 

By  whome  he  might  not  passe  before  he  kyst  the 

These  cruell  tormentes  (yet  with  mo)  tliat  worthy 

souldłor  found.  [chayre. 

His  eares  cat  from  his  head,  tbey  set  bim  in  a 

And  from  a  maine  yard  boisted  him  aloft  into  tho 

ayre,  [spigbt, 

Tbat  so  he  might  be  shewed  with  cnieltie  and 

Ynto  ¥8  all,  wbose  weeping  eyes  dyd  mucb  ab- 

horro  tbe  sigbt. 
Alas  why  do  I  thus  with  woefull  wordes  rebearse, 
Tbese  werye  newes  which  all  onr  beąrtes  with 

pittie  needes  must  pearce  ? 
Weil  tben  to  tell  you  forth,  I  styli  a  slaue  re- 
maind,  [styli  enchoind. 

To  one,  wbicb  Prelybassa  hight,   who  beld  ma 
With  bim  I  went  to  Seas  into  tbe  gulfe  of  Pant, 
With  many  cbristians  captiues  mo,  which  dyd 
thiir  freędom  wit.  [to  staye, 

Tbere  with  the  Turkisbe  traine  we  were  enforst 
With  waltriog  styli  vpon  the  waues,  dyd  waits 

for  furder  praye. 
For  why?  they  had  aduise,  tbat  the  Yenetian  flecte, 
Dyd  floote  in  Are^ostelly  then,  with  whome  they 

bopte  to  meete. 
And  as  they  waltered  thus  with  tides  and  billowea 
tost,  [to  tiieir  cost. 

Tbeir  bope  bad  hap,  for  at  the  last  they  met  them 
As  in  Octuber  last  vppon  the  seuenth  daye, 
They  found  tbe  force  of  Christian  knightes  addrest 
in  good  aray.  [oourse. 

And  shaU  1  trie  my  tong  to  tell  tbe  wbole  dis- 
And  bowe  they  did  euoooiiter  first,  and  howe  tbey 

ioynd  in  force  ? 
Tlien  barken  nowe  my  lords,  for  snre  my  memorye« 
l>otb  yet  recorde  the  very  plot  of  all  tbis  victorye, 
The  Christian  crew  came  on,  in  formę  of  battayle 
pight,  [to  aght. 

And  like  a  cressent  cast  tbem  selues  preparing  for 
On  other  side  tbe  Turkes^  wbicb  trusted  power  to 
mucb,  [was  sucb« 

Disorderly  did  spread  tbeir  force,  tbe  will  of  God 
Well  at  the  last  they  met>  and  first  with  cannones 
thnnder,  [sbips  In  suuder. 

Eache  other  songht  with  (urious  force  to  slit  tbeir 
Tbe  barkes  are  battered  sore,  tbe  gallies  gald  with 
shot,  [his  lot. 

Tbe  hulks  are  hit,  and  euery  man  must  stand  vnto 
Tbe  powder  seudes  his  smoke  into  tbe  cruddy 
skies,  [fume  offends  our  eies. 

Tbe  smoulder  stops  onr  nose  with  stench,  tbo     - 
The  ^ts  of  limę  ynsleakt,  from  highest  top  aro 
cast,  [slip  as  fast 

Tbe  parebed  pease  are  not  forgot  to  make  them 
The  wilde  fire  worlu  are  wrought  and  cast  m  foe- 
mens  face,  [are  pusht  a  pace. 

The  grappling  books  are  strecbed  forth,  tbe  pikat 

s  Tbe  generał  of  the  Tnrks. 
^  The  goyernour  of  F&magoita. 
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Tbe  balberts  hewe  od  hed,  tlie  browne  biUes  brase 

thę  bones, 
The  barqaebush  doth  spit  his  spight,  wtth  pręty 

persing  stones. 
The  drammes  crie  dub  a  dob,  the  bmjring  tram- 

peU  blow, 
The  whistling  iifieB  are  lelddtai  herd,  thftse  sóuńds 

do  drowńe  thC  so.  [fayot, 

The  Yoyce  of  warlike  wights,  tocoiftfort  them  that 
Tbe  pitious  plaints  of  golden  Iflirts,  wbićb  were 

with  fearcs  aftaibt  [breath, 

The  grooiog  of  such  ghosts  as  gasped  nowe  for 
Tbe  praiers  of  the  bett^  stfrt,  prepared  YotodePath. 
And  to  be  short,  eache  griefe  wbich  on  the  eaith 

maye  growe,  [to  flowe. 

Was  eath  aod  easie  to  be  fbuitd,  vpon  thete  Aoodes 
If  aoy  sight  on  earth,  maye  Yoto  heli  resemble, 
Then  surę  tbis  was  a  beUisfae  sighbe,  łt  makes  me 

yet  to  tremble  :  [śpent. 

And  in  thisbtoudie  fight,-  wbefi  balfb  <h^  daye  was 
It  pleazed  God  to  helpe  bis  ilocke,  which  tbus  in 

pond  was  pent. 
The  generall  of  Spayne,  grfti  gald  that  galley  sore, 
Wbere  in  my  Prely  Bassa  was,  and  gńeude  it  morę 

and  morę:  [ńame, 

ypon  that  other  side,  with  force  of  sworde  and 
The  good  Yenetian  Generall  dyd  charge  vpdn  the 

same.  [pride, 

At  leength  they  came  aboorde,  and  ifl  hii  raging 
Stroke  of  this  Turkish  captains  head,  wbich  blas- 

phefnd  as  it  didfe  : 
pfa  howe  1  feele  ibe  blond  nOw  trickle  ifi  my  brest. 
To  thinke  what  ioye  then  pierst  my  heart,  and 

how  I  tbought  mć  blest. 
To  9tit  that  cruell  Turke  which  beld  me  as  bis 

slaue,  [to  bane: 

By  happie  band  of  Chfistians,  his  paiment  thńs 
His  head  from  shoulders  cut»  vpon  a  Pikę  dyd 

stand,  [tridmpbant  band. 

The  which  Dpn  John  Of  Atistrye,.  heMe  iń  bis 
The  boldeitt  Bassa  then,  that  dyd  in  life  remaine, 
Gan  tremble  at  the  sight  hereof,  for  prłuy  griefe 

and  paine.  [vńtyl  nigbt, 

Thus  wfaen  these  fierce  bad  fbught,  from  momtng 
Christ  gaoe  his  flocke  the  rictory,  and  put  his 

foes  to  flight;  [Galley s  tańe. 

And  of  the  Turkishe  trarne,  were  eyght  score 
Fifteene  sunke,  fiue  and  twenty  burnt,  and  brought 

vnto  their  bane,  [sand  soules, 

Of  Christians  set  at  laige  were  fourteene  thoó- 
Turkes  tn^entie  thousand  r^stred  iu  Belzebub  bis 

roUes.  [their  fight, 

Thus  haue  you  nowe  my  Lordes,  the  snmme  of  all 
And  trust  it  all  for  true  I  tell,  for  I  was  styli  in 

sight:  [to  deare, 

But  wben  the  Seaś  were  calme,  ond  skies  began 
Wben  foes  were  all  or  dead  or  fled,  and  yictors 

dyd  appeare.  [friende, 

Then  enery  Christian  sotight  amongst  V8  for  his 
His  kiiisman  or  companioń,  some  saccour  them  to 

Innde : 
And  as  thejr  ransakte  so,  loe  God  his  wyli  it  was, 
A  noble  wise  Yenetian,  by  me  dyd  chauiTce  to 

passe :  [well, 

Who  gazing  oń  my  face,  dyd  seeme  to  lyke  me 
And  what  my  nanie,  and  whence  I  was,   com- 

maunded  me  to  tt\ : 
I  now  wbich  waxed  bolde,  as  one  that  ścaped  had, 
From  deepest  heli  to  higbest  heauen,  began  for  to 

be  glad :  • 


And  with  a  linely  tiirite;  begiaii  16  pleade  my  ed^ 
And  bid  not  from  this  worthy  mao,  myoe  anntieat 

wortby  race :  [socnfc, 

And  toMe  my  fatbera  name,  and  howe  I  dyd  dt* 
From  Moautacotes  by  Mothert  aide,  oor  thoc 

my  tale  dyd  ende. 
Bnt  fbrthemiore  I  toldemy  Fathers  latieeupk^te, 
And  bow  be  left  his  landa,  goodes  and  life,  to  psy 

son  Dien  son  droit.. 
Nor  of  my  selfe  1  craued  so  creditod  to  bee. 
For  lo  there  were  remaining  yet*  Theae  fouiwbon 

berę  ydn  aee^.  [notlyed, 

Which  all  were  Engliahe  boroe,  and  knewe  Iksd 
And  were  my  latbers  sooldiors  eke,  and  sawe  hin 

how  be  dy0d« 
This  grane  Tenetian  who  heard  tbe  lamoos  dsbc^ 
Of  Mountacuies  jnehersed  there,  wbich  loi^  hi 

bene  óf  fiime. 
In  Italy,  and  be  of  selfe  same  wortby  race, 
Oan  straight  with  many  curteooś  woids  in  sm 
.  me  to  imbrace.   .  [ch«ac, 

And  kyssed  me  on  cheeke,  and  bad  me  make  pnd 
And  thank  tbe  mif^ij  band  of  Ood^  for  tlist 

whieh  hapned  there, 
Confessing  that  he  was  him  selfe  a  Moantacnte, 
And  bnre  the  sdie  same  annes  that  I  dyd  ąositer 

in  my  scute : 
And  for  a  fiirtber  proofe,*  be  śbe^ed  in  his  hat^ 
This  toked^  which  the  MonntśCntea  dyd  bein 

alwaies,  for  that.  [pun, 

They  couet  to  be  knowne  from  Capds  wbere  tbcy 
For  auncient  gnitcb'  whićb  l^ago,  twenetkie 

two  btfuaes  was.  ' 

Then  tooke  me  by  tbe  band,-  and  ledd^  me  » 

abooMe, 
His  Galley:  where  tberewere  yfeere,  fallmoy 

k  comely  Lordd:  [plw^ 

Of  wbonke  eyght  Mountacutes  dyd  sitte  io  higiwA 
To  whome  this  first  declared  first  my  nanCp  taŁ  • 

then  my  race :  [Moab, 

Ło  Łordings  here  (qnod  be)  a  bąbe  of  our  órae 
Wbó  Torks  had  tanę,  bis  father  slaine,  #ith  lont 

of  lands  and  guods:  [<^*» 

See  how  God  iauours  ys»  that  1  sboald  fiod  bin 
1  straunge  to  hiiA,  be  straunge  to  mee,  we  met  I 

knownotbowe. 
But  surę  wben  f  him  saw,  and  gazed  ia  bii  hce. 
Me  thougbt  he  was  a  Mountacutę,  I  chose  bim^ 

bis  grece.  [deede, 

Herewith  be  dyd  rehearse  my  Fathers  ralisnnl 
For  losse  of  whome  eche  Mountacute,  did  mtat 

in  heart  to  bleede.  [n>«y  «**? 

They  all  embrast  me  tben,  and  straigbt  ai  yos 
In  comely  gaimeots  trimde  me  Tp^  as  bctoe  is 

brauemaybee:  . 

I  was  in  sackcloath  I,  nowe  am  I  cladde  in  Goide, 
And  weare  snob  roabes,  as  I  my  selfe  tske  ples^ 

surę  to  beholde;  l^"^ 

Amongst  their  otber  gifties,  this  token^they  we 
And  bad  me  lyke  a  MounUcuteS,  my  selfe  siny 

bebaue. 

*  Tbe  fouiTe  torche  bearers,  that  came  in  *>t*» 
the  Actor.  .^^ 

6  The  Actor  bad  a  token  in  bis  cap  Vkt  to  vm 
Moantacutes  óf  Italie. 

•»  The  token  that  he  dyd  weare  in  his  csppe. 

«  The  Montacutes  and  capels  in  Italye  do  ^ 
tokens  in  th^r  cappes  to  be  kno**"*'"'  "^ 
anptfaer. 
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Ifowe  beaiictti  tlien  my-Loidei,  I  staying  on  the 

Seas.  [and  with  ea«e, 

In  <OD8ort<of  theae  louely  Lordes,  with  comfort 
I>etenuinad  with  them  in  Italie  to  dwelly 
And  there  by  traine  of  youtbfoll  yeeres  io  know- 

ledge  to  excell. 
That  ao  I  migbt  at  last  reedifye  the  walles, 
Which  my  gOod  father  had  decaide  by  toaaiDg 

fortu  nes  bailes. 
And  while  tbeyalice  the  Seas  to  their  deeired  ahore, 
Beholde  a  lytle  gale  beg^o^  encreasiDg  morę  and 

morę.  [dyd  blowe, 

At  laat  with  raging  blaet,  which  firom  Soutbeast 
Oąn  nende  our  laileB  vpoo  tbeae  sbores,  which  I 

fal  wel  did  knowe. 
1  apyed  the  Chalkie  Clyues  Tpon  the  Kentishe  coast, 
Wbereby  our  Lande  bight  Albyon,  aa  Brutus  once 

dyd  boast. 
Which  1  no  soooer  sawe,  but  to  the  rest  I  sayde. 
Siatę  di  boona  voglia,  my  Lordes  be  wetl  apaide; 
I  see  by  certaine  signes  tbese  Tempestes  luue  vs 

cast,  [at  last: 

Ypon  my  natiue  countrey  coastes  with  happy  hap 
And  if  your  honours  plea«e  tbis  honbur  me  to  doo, 
In  Rnglishe  hauens  to  barbour  you,  and  see  our 

Cittiea  too:  [would  bee, 

Lo  London  is  not  farre,  wbereos  my  friendes 
Ri^t  i^ad,  with  fanour  to  reąuite  your  fauour 

shewed  to  mee :  [strand, 

V6ach8afe  my  lionles  (quod  1)  to  stay  vpon  this 
And  whiles  your  Barksberigged  new,  remaine  with 

me  on  land.  [slaine, 

Who  though  I  bee  a  Boye,  my  Fatber  dead  and 
Yet  sbaU  you  see  I  haue  some  friendes  which  wyli 

you  enŁertaine. 
These  NoUe  men  which  are,  the  flowre  of  curtesie, 
Dyd  not  disdaine  this  my  reqaest,   but  tooke  it 

tbankfbliie.  [be  cast, 

And  firom  their  battered  Barkes  commaunded  to 
Some    Gondalaes^y  wberin   vpon  our    pleasant 

streames  they  past.  [port, 

Intę  the  mouth  of  Thames,  thus  dyd  I  them  trans- 
And  to  London  at  the  last,  whereas  I  heard  report. 
Euen  as  we  landed  first,  of  tbis  twise  happie  day, 
To  thinke  whereoo  I  leapt  for  ioye,  as  I  both  must 

and  may. 
And  to  these  louely  Lordes,  which  are  Magnificoes, 
1  dyd  declare  the  wbole  discourse  in  orderaslt  rosę: 
That  you  my  Lorde  who  are  the  chiefest  Mounta- 

cute,  [staye  impuŁe, 

And  he  whome  Englishe  Monntacutes  their  onely 
Had  found  the  meanes  tbis  daye  to  roatch  your 

sonne  aud  hcire,  [fresh  andf  aire, 

In  marriage  with  a  worthy  dame>  which  is  both 
And  (as  reportes  arespread)  of  goodly  ąoallyties, 
A  virgin  trayned  from  hir  youth  in  godiy  esercise, 
Whoae  brother  had  lifce  wise  your  daughler  Une 

towife,  ,  [louerslife: 

And  so  by  double  lynkes  enchaynde  themselues  in 
Tbese  noble  Mountacutes  wbich  were  from  Ymice 

dronen,  [had  strouen, 

By  teropest  (as  I  tolde  before)  wherewitb  they  long 
Qan  nowe  giue  tbaqkes  to  God  which  so  did  them 

coDuay,  •  [day. 

To  see  suche  bonours  of  their  kinne  in  sucha  happie 
And  straight  they  mee  intreat,  whom  they  migbt 

wel  commaund,  [recommaupd. 

Tbat  I  should  come  to  you  my  Lord,  first  them  to 
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And  then  this  boone  to  craoe,  that  mder  your 

protectioa,  [suspection. 

They  might  be  bolde  to  enter  here,  deuoyd  of  all 
And  so  in  frSeudly  wise  for  to  conselebrate',  [state. 
This  happie  match  solemnized,  according  to  your 
Lo  this  isall  they  craue,  the  which  I  can  not  doubt. 
But  that  your  Lordship  soone  will  graunt,  with 

morę,  if  morę  ye  mought ; 
Yea  were  it  for  no  morę,  but  for  the  Curtesie, 
Which  as  I  saye  they  shewde  to  me  in  greate  ex- 

tremitye : 
They  are  Yenetians,  and  though  from  Yentce  i'ert, 
They  come  in  soch  Yenecian  robes,  as  they  on 

seas  had  left :  [too  by  blood. 

And  Since  they  be  your  friendes,  and  kinsmen 
I  trust  your  entretainement  will  be  to  them  right 

good:  [drumme, 

They  will  not  tarry  long,  lo  nowe  1  heare  their 
Bebold,  lo  nowe  I  see  them  here,  in  order  howe 

they  come,  [wayes, 

Recdue  tbem  well  my  lord,  so  shall  I  praye  all 
.That  God  rouchsafe  to  blesse  this  house  with  many 

happie  days. 

Afterthe  maskę  was  doue,  the  Actor  tooke  master 
Tho.  Bro.  by  the  hand  an  brought  him  to  the 
Yenetians,  with  these  words : 

Gyardatb  Signori  my  louely  Lordes  behold, 
Tbis  is  anotber  Mountacute,  hereof  you  may  bee 

bold.  [cute, 

Of  such  our  patrone  here,  The  riscont  Mounta- 
Hatb  many  comely  seąuences,  well  sorted  all  iu 

9ute« 
But  as  I  spicd  him  first,  1  could  not  let  him  passe, 
I  tooke  the  carde  that  likt  me  best,  in  order  as  it 

was. 
And  here  to  you  my  lords,  I  do  present  the  same, 
Make  much  of  him,  I  pray  you  then,  for  he  is  of 

your  name.  [man  bee. 

Por  whomc  I  dareadnante,  he  may  your  Trouncb- 
Your  herald  and  ambassadour,  Ict  him  play  all 

for  mfe. 

• 

Then  the  Yenetians  embraced  and  receiued  the 
same  maister  Tho.  Browne,  and  after  they  had 
a  while  whispered  with  him,  he  torned  to  the 
Bridegroomes  and  Brides,  saying  thus. 

Brothcr,  these  noblemen  to  you  nowe  haue  me 

tent,  ^helr  iotent 

As  for  their  Trounchman  to  exponnd  the  effect  of 
They  bid  me  tell  you  then,  they  likc  your  worthy 

choyce,  [and  reioyce. 

And  that  they  cannot  choose  therin  but  tńumph 
As  fiarre  as  gesse  may  giue,  they  seeme  to  praise 

it  well,  [tilezza  dwell. 

They  saye  betweene  your  Ladyes  eyes,  both  Gen- 
I  termę  it  as  they  doe,  their  Englishe  is  but  weake. 
And  I  (God  knowes)  am  al  to  yong,  beyond  sea 

speach  to  speake. 
And  you  my  sister  eke  they  seeme  for  to  coromend, 
With  such  good  workes  as  may  beseeme  a  cosin 

and  a  friend.  [your  sake, 

They  lyke  your  chosen  pheare,  so  praye  they  for 
Thathe  maye  alwayes  be  to  you,  ataythfnll  louing 

make. 
This  in  eflTect  is  all,  but  that  they  craue  aboone, 
That  you  wUt  giue  tbem  licence  yet»  to  come  «n4 
'    see  you  soone. 
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Then  will  tbey  speake  them  lelttes,  mch  eogiith 
•     as  tbey  can,  [english  mań 

I  feare  much  beitrr  iben  f  siieeke,  that  am  an 
Lo  nowe  tbey  take  their  leanet  of  yoo  and  of  your 
dameSy  [by  tbeir  nams. 

Hera  ątter  sbal  you  see  fbeir  lace  and  knowe  tbem 

Then  when  tbey  bad  taken  tbeir  leaues  the  Actor 
did  make  an  ende  thng. 

And  I  your  Seniidorc,  ▼ibascio  le  mani, 
These  wordes  I  learnt  amongst  them  yet,  aithougb 
1  learnt  not  many. 

Haud  ictas  sapio. 


,  THE  REFUSAL  OF  A  WUER, 

\  Writen  to  a  gentlcwoman  who  bad  refased  bim 
\  and  cbosnti  a  busband  (as  be  tbougbt)  mncb 
infejk-ior to bimselfe,  botb  in  knowledge,  birth, and 
parsonage,  wberin  be  bewraieth  both  their 
names  in  clowdes,  and  bow  sbe  was  won  from 
bim  wich  swete  glooes,  and  broken  ringes. 

I  CAN  NOT  wisb  thy  griefe,  aithougb  thou  worke 

my  wooe,  [fbe: 

Since  I  prufest  to  be  thy  friend,  I  cannot  be  thy 
But  if  thinges  done  and  past,  migbt  welJ  be  cald 

agayhe,  [haue  spent  in  rtiyue : 

Then  wonid  1  wishe  the  wasted  wordes,  wbich  I 
Wete  yet  vntołd  to  tbee,  in  eamest  or  in  gamę, 
Ai)d  that  my  doubtfull  musing  mind,  bad  neuer 

thoucrht  the  same.  [speot, 

For  wbiles  I  tbee  beheld,  in  carefuU  thoughtes  I 
My  liking  I  ust,  my  luckelesse  loue  wbich  euer 

truely  ment. 
Ard  whiles  1  sought  a  meane,  by  pittie  to  procure, 
Too  latte  I  fouod  that  gorged  haukes,  do  not 

esteme  the  lure. 
Tbis  vauntage  hast  thou  then,  thou  mayest  wel 

brag  and  boast.  [with  the  most 

Thou  mijrhtest  haue  had  a  lustye  lad  of  statuie 
And  eke  of  noble  mind,  his  Tertues  «otbing  base, 
Do  well  declare  that  he  desends  of  auncient  wor- 

thy  race.  [tell, 

Saue  that  I  >  not  bis  iiame,  and  thougfa  I  coułd  it 
My  friendly  pen  shall  let  it  pasw,  bicause  1  loue 

bim  weli. 
And  tbou  hast  chosen  one  of  meaner  parentage, 
Of  stature  smalę  and  tberewithall,  ▼nequaU  for 

tbine^age.  [desirc, 

His  thewes*  vnlike  the  first,  yet  hast  thou  hote 
To  play  thee  in  his  flitting  flames,  God  graunt 

tbey  proue  not  fire.  [bee. 

Him  holdest  thou  as  deare,  and  he  thy  Lord  ahalł 
(Too  late  alas)  thou  louesi  him,  that  neuer  loued 

thee. 
And  for  iust  profe  beieof,  markę  wbat  I  tell  is  tme, 
Some  dismold  daye  shall  chaunge  his  minde,  and 

make  him  seeke  a  new.  [in  hastę, 

Then  wylt  thou  much  repeot,  Iby  bargaioe  madę 
And  mach  lament  those  perfiuad  Gloues,  wbich 

yeeld  such  sower  taste. 
^d  eke  the  falsed  fiuth,  wbich  larkes  in  broken 

ringes,  [know  such  thinges. 

Thougfa  band  in  band  say  otberwise,  yet  do  1 
Then  shalt  tbou  sing  and  saye,  (arewell  sąy  trusty 

Sqnyer,  [instdesire. 

Would  God  my  mind  bad  yecUed  ooca,  vn|o  thy 
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Thns  shalt  tboa  Wayle  my  wa«t,  and  I  tby  giHl 

vnresŁ,  [broken  brert. 

Whicb  cmel  Copid  kradled  hatb,   witbio  tfajr 

Thus  shalt  tbou  flnd  H  gridb,  whicłi  eust  ihm 

thonghtest  gamę,  [ing  fiuK. 

And  I  shall  beare  the  wearie  newes,  by  Irue  report- 
Łamenting  thy  mlibap,  in  soorce  of  sweHiag  tesres, 
Hanling  my  beart  with  croell  care,  whieh  froses 

fiinsie  beares.  [monei 

And  ibongh  my  iust  desert,  thy  pittie  coald  not 
Yet  wyl  I  washe  in  wayting  woi4e%  thy  csrekt 

childishe  loue.  [morę, 

And  saye  as  Troylus  śayde,  sińce  that  1  c«i  no 
Tby  wanton  wyli  dyd  waner  ooee,  and  woe  is  m 

therefore. 

Si  Ibrtonatns  infiidis. 


PRIDE  IN  COURT, 

Written  by  a  Oentlewoman  in  Gourt,  who  («k!t 
shee  was  there  j^aoed)  seeoied  to  <fiidaine  hio* 
oontrarie  to  a  former  profeasion. 

WuEM  daunger  keepes  the  doore,  of  Łsdye  bew- 

.  ties  bowre,  [strógest  tonc 

WhS  ielouse  toyes  haue  chased  Trust  oat  of  bir 

Then  faith  and  trooth  maye  dye,  then  fidifaooi 

winnes  the  field, 
Then  feeble  naked  fsutlesse  beartes,  for  Iscke  of 

fence  must  yeeld.  pijU, 

And  then  preuailes  as  mnch  to  hoppe  agaioit  the 
As  seeke  by  suitę  for  to  appease  a  froward  Lsdies 

wyli.  [in  Tsiac^ 

For  oathes  and  solempne  vowes,  are  wasted  thes 
And  truth  is  compted  but  a  toye,  when  soch  fosd 

fancies  rąigne.  [)u^ 

The  sentcnce  sonę  is  sayde,  when  will  it  selfe  ii 
And  ąuickly  is  the  quarrell  pickt,  whea  Ladies  list 

to  gnidge.  [wilg) 

Tliis  sing  I  for  my  selfie,  (which  wroate  tbis  węszy 
Who  iostly  may  complaine  my  case,  if  eoer  mas 

had  wrong. 
A  Łady  haue  I  seruM,  a  lady  bane  I  loa'd, 
A  ladjes  good  wyli  once  I  had,  hir  yll  wyli  lata 

1  prou*d.  [caugbt  kir, 

In  countrey  first  I  knewe  hir,  in  coontrey  fint  I 
And  out  of  countrey  nowe  in  Conrt,  to  my  corf 

haue  I  sought  bir. 
In  Court  where  Princes  raigne,  bir  place  is  oote 

assignde,  [not  mkiodei 

And  well  were  worthy  for  the  roome,  if  sbeweis 
There  I  (in  wonted  wise)  dyd  shewe  my  lełfe  d 

late. 
And  found  thaf  as  the  soile  was  changM,  so  lons 

was  tumd  to  bate. 
But  wby  ?  God  knowes,  not  I:  saue  as  I  ssyde 

before,  [keepes  the  doce. 

Pitle  is  put  from  porters  place,  aod  dsunger 
If  courting  then  haue  skill,  to  chaunge  good  Lsdisi 

80,  [ofmylikcwo. 

God  send  eche  wilful  Damę  in  Court,  sonie  woasd 
That  with  a  troubled  head,  she  may  both  tonie 

and  tosse,  [of  lOue  the  losse* 

In  restlesse  bed  when  she  should  sleepe  aod  ftele 
And  I  (sińce  porters  put  me  from  my  wooted 

place)  [me  out  of  grsce : 

And  deepe  deeeipte  had  wronght  a  wyle  to  wi«t 
Wyłl  home  againe  to  cart,  as  fitter  were  for  ineCr 
Then  thus  in  court  to  seroe  aod  stanie^  when 

such  proude  porters  bee. 

Si  fortunatas  iofioelJSi 


FLOWERS. 


^2W 


van  ogntsum  bęuio  psoim>vhi«o  st  a  dam b 

YHTO  THE  AUCTHODR,   TO  V1TTJIB|  WHY    HB 
SaOUŁD  WUTSy 

8PRBTA  TAMEN  FIUĘFNT, 

HB  AI/MSWBRBTę  TUVą» 

DsspTSBD  thiiigs  may  liue,  allhough  they  pine 

ia  payne :  [rise  againe. 

And  tbings  ofte  trodden  ynder  foote,  oia^y  once  yet 

The  8tone  tbat  Iktb  £uU  lowe,  inąy  cliine  at  last 

fali  hye :  ^eniay  eye. 

And  stand  a  lof^  <m  stately  towr'^  m  siglit  of 

The  cruell  Azę  whioki  felle«  U^  tręe  tbat  grew 

fuli  straight :  [vp  oo  heigbt 

Is  wonie  witb  r«a)^  w^)^  it  reaei^eą,  ąnd  sprip^etb 

Th«  rool^  oC  soUeB  ręed^ą  ib  swelliog  teas  are 

iieene: 
And  whea  ecbe  ti4iB  hatU  toit  hi^  worat,  they  grow 

•gąine  f<4  gjcęenf, 

Thus  m.«cłł  to  pću^  tf^j  aeU^,  ▼npleasa^Qtły  I 

sing.  [ofenuies  Sting. 

And  shrich  to  ease  my  morning  minde,  in  spite 

I  am  a^e  let  filii  Ugbt,  who  eant  was  dearely 

lou*d : 
^m  neir  foad  ckoise  it  Biora  es^e^d,  t^n  tłiąt 

wbicia  wel  was  prQu'd. 

Some  Diomede  is  crępt  into  Oamię  Ccessides  bart: 

.  And  tnistie  Troylus  nowe  is  taoght  in  vaine  tP 

playae  bis  part. 

What  Kttelb  then  for  me  2.  bat  tbos  to  wadę  in  wo: 

And  hang  in  bope  of  bettt:r  cbaunce,  wben  cbaunge 

appointelh  so. 
I  see  no  sigbt  on  earth,  bal  it  to  Gbaiuige  emslines: 
As  litie  dowdes  oft  oneicast,  tbe  brigitest  Sunne 

tbat  sbines. 

No  Fbwer  is  so  freshe,  hut  frost  can  it  defeoe : 

No  Dian  so  surę  in  auy  seale,  but  be  maye  leese 

his  place.  [mind) 

So  that  I  stand  conteni  (thoagh  ttucb  against  ny 

To  take  ia  wurth  this  lotbsome  lot,  wbicb  łuck  to 

me  assynd,  [are  vp: . 

And  trust  to  see  the  time,  when  they  that  nowe 

May  feele  the  wbirle  of  fortunes  wheele,  and  tast 

of  sorrowes  cup.  [mee : 

God  fcnoweth  I  wisbe  it  not,  it  had  bene  bet  for 

Styli  to  hane  kept  my  qaiet  cbayns  in  hap  of  high 

degree.  [mustraigne: 

Bat  sińce  withoat  recare.  Damę  Ghaunge  iu  looe 

I  now  wish  chaunge  that  sought  no  chauge,  but 

constat  did  remaine. 
And  if  sochę  chaange  to  cbaunce,  I  ^owe  to  clap 
my  hands,  [my  fimsie  standes. 

And  laugh  at  them  wbich  laught  at  me:  lo  thus 
Spreta  tamen  Tiuunt 


/y  TRUST  IS  TREĄSOIf, 

WBITTBM  BY  A  I.OUBR,  LBANING  0«BLYB  TP  HIS 
Ukpin  PRQMI9B9,  AKP  FiUlilW  JBtM  'ĘC 
FAYLB. 

Thk  straightest  Tree  that  growes  vpon  one  oncly 

roote :  [do  it  bopte. 

If  that  roote  fayle,  wyli  quickly  fąde,  no  props  can 

1  am  that  fiiding  plant,  wbich  od  thy  grace  dyd 

growę,  [al>  »»  ^^^ 

Thy  grace  is  gone  wbercfinre  I  o^onę,  and  wither 

The tallest  sbip  that sailes,  if  shee  to  Ancors  trust: 

^hen  Ancors  slip  and  Cables  breake,  her  helpe 

lyes  in  tbe  doit. 


I  am  the  ship  my  seHe,  minę  Aacor  wap  thy  fiiith : 
Which  now  is  fled,  thy  promise  broke,  and  I  an^ 
driuen  to  death.  [bowe : 

Who  dimeth  oft  on  bie»  and  trusts  the  rotten 
If  that  bow  breake  may  catch  a  fali,  such  state 
stand  1  in  qow.  [suret 

Me  tbought  I  was  a  loft,  and  yet  m]c  ąęate  fuli 
Xby  heart  dyd  seeme  to  be  %  iiock  which  ^ęt 

migbt  endurc. 
And  see,  it  was  bat  sand,  whome  seas  of  subtiftie: 
Haue  Boked  so  witb  waaton  wąaes^  t^^  faith  wa^ 

forst  to  flye, 
The  ilooddes  of  fic^lepeme  l^uę  vi^^^i7n,in.9<}  so, 
Tbe  first  foundątiou  of  my   ioy,  t,ł)at  m^i^h  is 
ebb*d  to  wo.  [n^  time: 

Yet  at  lowe  water  mafkes,  I  lye  ajad  wayte  my 
To  mend  tbe  breach,  but  all  in  yaine,  it  caimot 
passe  tbe  prime.  [ragę  begoon: 

For  when  the  prio^e  flood  comes,  wbich  all  this 
Then  waues  of  wyli  do  worke  so  &st,  my  ptles 

are  ouer  roon. 
Dntie  and  diiiigence  which  are  my  workmen  there, 
Are  glad  to  Uke  Yp  tooles  in  hastę,  aod  run  away 

for  feare. 
For  lansie  bath  such  force,  it  ouerflpweth  all^ 
And  whispring  tales  do  blow  the  hlasts,  tbąt  moke 
it  rysę  and  falL  [stand: 

Thus  in  tliese  tempesU  tost,  my  restl^  Ufe  doih 
Because  I  builded  on  thy  wocdes^  as  1  ^^  borne 
tnhand.  [stay: 

Thoa  weart  that  only  stake,  whereby  I  mcnt  to 
Alas^  alas,  thon  stoodst  so.  weake,  the  hedge  is 

borne  away. 
By  thee  I  thoaght  to  liue^  by  tbee  npw  most  I  dye : 
I  madę  thee  my  Phisicion^  thou  art  my  mf  Mady. 
Por  thee  1  kmgde  to  liue,  for  thee  no^re  welcome 

death: 
And  welcome  be  th^t  bapjiie  pan^,  that  stopa  my 

gasping  breath. 
Twise  happie  were  that  axe,  would  cut  my  rotes 

downe  right: 
And  skcred  were  that  swelling  sea,  which  would 

consume  me  quight. 
Blest  were  that  bowe  would  breake  to  bring  downe 

climing  youth, 
Wbicb  cnks  aloft,  and  quakes  fuU  oft,  for  feare  of 
thiae  vut^tb. 

Feręnda  )(ątąr^ 


THE  CONSTASriB  OF  4  LOiTER 

HATU    THV9    SOMETIMES    BEHB    BBIBFŁT    OE* 

GŁAHkO. 

That  selfc  sąi^ę  tongę  vl^icl\  ftcąt  c^  UlpC  eą^reat 

To  linkę  thy  li^i\g  witl\  my  lackly  lc>«^: 

That  troetie  tonge  mostkowe  thtse  wordes  repeate, 

I  loue  thee  still,  m^  fiaucie  cąoąot  n^m. 

That  dreadlesse   hart  which   ducs^  f^ęiwptt  the 

thoui^ht 
To  wip  thy  will  wUlt  ^luę,  fur  to  coo^ent, 
Matntaines  th^at  tow  which  \oue  in  me  ^vsi  irro^t* 
I  loi^  thee  still,  and  oeuer  fibąll  ccpcnL 
That  happie  hande  which  hardely  did  touch, 
Thy  tender  body  to  my  ^^i»^  ciei^^bt: 
Sball  senie  witb  sword  to  prone  qor  {>ąs8ioąi  sucb, 
As  louesthee  still,  much  q;iore  tban  it  cau  write. 
Tbos  loue  I  still  with  toąigue,  haod,  hart  and  all. 
And  «heo  I  chaunge,  let  Tcngeance  on  me  falU 
Ferenda  If at\ua. 
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GASCOIGNE'S  POEMS. 


THE  FRUITE  OF  F0E8 


WfUTTEN  TO  A.  GENTŁEWOMAN,  WHO  BŁAMED 
IDM  FOR  YfRlTlNG  HIS  FRIENDI.Y  AUUI8E  IN 
V£R8E  VNTO  ANOTHER  JLOI7ER  OF  Q^RS. 

Thb  cruell  bate  which  boyles  within  thy  buming 

brt^t,"  [loue  thee  best: 

And  seekes  to  sbapea  sbarpe  reuenge,on  them  that 
May  warue  all  iaithfułl  friendes,  in  case  of  ieo. 

pardie, 
Howe  tbey  shall  pot  tbcir  harmelesse  bandt,  be- 

tweeoe  the  barek  and  tree. 
And  I  among  the  rest,  whicb  wrote  this  weary  song, 
Most  nedes  alledge  iii  my  defeiice,  tbat  thou  basi 

dpue  jnę  wfong.  [napie, 

for  if  in  simple  verse,  I  cbaunc'd  to  toych  tby 
And  toucht    the  same  without   reprooh,  was  I 

therefore  to  blame  ? 
And  if  (of  great  good  will)  I  gaiie  my  bett  aduise, 
Tben  tbus  to  blame  without  cause  wby,  me  tbinkes 

thou  art  not  ^ist^, 
Ąmongst  olde  written  Ules,  this  one  I  bcare  ip 

.    .     ">»'»<'»  [pentfind. 

A  simple  spulę  muph  like  my  aelfc,  dyd  once  a  ser- 
Whicfh  (almost  dead  for  colde)  lay  moyling  in  the 
myre, 

yrhen  he  for  pittje  tooke  it  yp,  and  brougbt  it  to 

the  fyre. 
No  sooner  was  the  Silake,  reoured  of  hir  griefe, 
Bukstrajght  shee  sougbt  to  hurt  the  mao,  that  lent 

hir  siich  reliefi*. 
Soch  Serpent  seemest  thou,  such  simple  soule  am  I, 
That  for  the  wcight  of  my  good  wil,  am  blam*d 

without  cause  wby. 
gut  as  it  best  beseemes,  the  harmelesse  gentje  bart, 
Ratber  to  take  an  open  wrong,  than  for  to  piaine 

his  part: 
I  must  and  will  endore,  thy  spite  without  repent, 
The  blame  is  minc,  tb^  trjumph  thinę,  and  1  ąm 

irell  content 

Meritum  petere,  graue, 


J  LOUER  OFTEN  WARSED, 

ARD  OWCE  AGAINB  DROUCIN  IW^O  FANTA8TICAŁŁ 
FI.AMB8  BY  THE  CHASE  OF  COMPArY,  DOJH 
THU»  BEWATŁB  |I||  B|ISFORTllNES. 

I  THAT  Biy  race  of  youtbfull  yeers  bad  roon, 
Alwayes  vntyed,  and  not  (but  once)  in  thrall, 
£uen  I  which  had  the  fieldcs  of  freedome  woon. 
And  liu»d  at  large,  ąnd  playde  with  pleasurs  bali: 
Lo  nowe  at  last  am  tanę  agayne  apd  taught, 
To  tast  such  sorowes,  as  I  neuer  sough^ 

I  loue,  I  loue,  alas  I  loue  indeede, 
I  crie  alas  bot  no  man  pityes  me: 
My  woundes  are  lyide,  yet  seme  tbey  not  to  Wecd, 
And  hidden  infouodes  are  hardly  heald  we  see. 
ench  is  my  lucke  to  catch  a  sodain  clappe, 
Of  great  mischaunce  in  8ee|cing  my  good  happe. 

My  moming  minde  which  dwelt  and  dyed  in 
Sougbt  company  for  solące  of  the  same :       [dole, 
My  cires  wcre  cold,  and  craued  comfoiłs  coele,  * 
To  warme  my  will  with  llakes  of  friendly  flame. 
I  Borfght  and  found,  I  crau'd  and  did  obtaine. 
I  woon  my  wisb;  and  yet  1  got  no  gfiine. 


For  whiles  I  ionght  the  ćheare  of  oomptnjr, 
Fkyre  fellowship  did  wonted  woes  reuine: 
And  crauing  medcine  for  my  maladie. 
Damę  pleasures  plasters  proa*d  a  corosiue. 
So  that  by  myrth,  I  reapt  iio  froite  but  monę. 
Much  worse  I  fere,  than  when  I  was  alone. 

The  cause  is-thisi  my  lot  did  tight  to  tatę, 
The  Byrdes  were  flowen  befbre  I  found  the  nesti 
The  steede  was  stolłen  t»efore  I  shut  the  gate, 
The  cates  oonspmd,  before  I  smelt  the  feast. 
And  I  fond  foole  with  emptie  band  must  cali, 

The  gorged  Hauke,  whicb  likes.no  lure  at  all. 

» 

Thus  still  I  toyle,  to  till  the  barndne  land. 
And  grope  for  grappes  among  the  bfamble  biierts 
1  striue  to  saile  and  yet  I  sticke  on  aand, 
I  deeme  to  liue,  yet  drowne  in  deepe  desirea. 
These  lottes  of  łoue,  are  fitte  for  waołon  will, 
Which  fiodes  too  much,  yet  must  be  seddag  itDL 
Meritum  petere  grane. 


THE  LOUER  ETfCOURAGED  BY  FORJdER 
EXAMPLES,  DETSRMINETH  TO  MĄKĘ 
VERTUE  OF  NEGBSSITIE. 

When  I  rccord  with  in  my  musing  mind, 
Tbe  noble  names  of  wightes  bewicht  in  lope: 
Such  solące  for  my  selfo  thenn  I  finde, 
As  nothing  maye  my  fired  fansie  moue: 
Bot  pactently  1  will  endore  my  wo,  . 
Beceuse  I  fee  the  heauens  ordayne  it  ao. 

For  whiles  I  read  and  lyfle  tbeirestatea, 
In  euery  tale  I  notę  mioe  owne  anoyes 
But  whiles  I  markę  the  meanings  of  their  matea, 
I  seeme  to  swime  in  such  a  sugred  ioye, 
As  did  ({>ałcase)  entise  them  to  delight, 
Though  tunid  at  last,  to  drugges  of  sower  despite, 

Peruse  (who  list)  Dan  Dauids  perfect  deedea, 
There  sball  be  fiod  the  biot  of  Bersabe, 
Wberon  to  thinke,  my  heauy  hart  it  bleedea, 
When  I  compare  my  loue  like  hir  to  be: 
Vrias  wife  before  minę  eyes  tbat  shines. 
And  Dauid  1,  from  dutie  that  declinea. 

Then  Salomon  this  prinoely  Prophetes  ponne, 
Did  PbaraoB  daughter  make  him  fali  or  no? 
Yes,  yes,  perdie  his  wiadome  ooulde  not  sbooiM^ 
Hir  subtill  snares,  nor  from  hir  coonsell  go. 
I  nam  *  (as  hee)  tbe  wisest  wight  of  all» 
Bq^  well  I  wot,  a  woman  holdes  me  thralL 

So  am  I  lyke  tbe  pi^onde  Assirian  kntght, 
Which  blasphemM  God,  agd  all  the  worki  de$ed: 
Yet  could  a  woman  ouer  come  bis  m.ight, 
And  daunt  his  force  in  al|  his  Pompę  and  Prid«. 
1  Holi  fenie,  and  dronken  brougbt  to  bead, 
By  loue  lyke  ludith,  cuttiqg  of  my  head. 

If  I  were  strong,  as  some  haoe  mada  accompt, 
Whose  force  is  like  to  that  wbich  Sampson  had: 
|f  I  be  bolde,  whose  courage  can  suimount, 
The  heart  of  Herctiles,  which  nothing  drad? 
Yet  Dalila,  and  Deyanyraes  loue,  [prooę. 

Dyd  t^ąch  them  both,  such  paoges  aa  1  mu^ 

?  Am  notf 


t>AN  BARTHOLMEW  OF  BAtH£. 
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.    Weil  let  these  passe,  and  thinke  od  Nasoes  name, 
tVlio8e  skilfuU  rerse  dyd  flowe  in  leanied  style: 
Dyd  hee  (thinke  you)  not  dote  Tpon  his  Damę?  ■- 
Corinna  fayre>  dyd  sbee  not  htm  begnile? 
"Yes  Ood  he  knowe%  forverse  nor  pl^isannt  rymes, 
Can  constant  keepe,  the  key  of  Cressides  crimes. 

So  that  tt>  ende  my  tale  as  I  began, 
1  see  the  good,  tbie  wise,  the  stonte,  the  boUe: 
The  strongest  champion  and  the  learnedstman, 
Hane  bene  aod  hee,  by  Inst  of  lone  controlde. 
Wbich  when  to  thinke,  I  hołd  me  well  content, 
'1*0  Uue  in  lone,  and  neuer  to  fepent. 
Meritom  petere,  g^mue. 


^HS  OCŁBCTABŁB  HIltORT  OF  lUlIDRT  AlUDSlI. 
TDRB0  FA8SBD  BY 

-      .^y  BAĄTHOLMEW  of  SATHEi 

THB  RBPÓRTBR. 

'Fo  teU  a  tale  withoat  anthoritye> 

Or  Fayne  a  fable  by  inuencion, 

Xhat  one  proceedes  of  quicke  capacitye, 

Tbat  otber  prones  but  smaH  discretion, 

Yet  haue  botb  one  and  other  oft  bene  done. 

And  if  I  were  a  Poetjis  some  be, 

Yoa  mighl  perfaappes  here  some  such  tale  of  me. 

• 

But  far  I  fynde  my  feeble  skyll  to  fiiynti 
To  faioe  in  figurs  as  the  learned  can. 
And  yet  my  tongiie  is  tyde  by  due  constraint, 
To  tell  nothiog  but  trueth  of  eoeiy  man : 
1  will  assay  euea  as  1  first  began» 
To  tell  yon  nowe  a  tale  and  that  of  initb, 
W'hich  I  my  aelfe  sawe  protted  in  mf  youth« 

1  neede  not  seeke  so  farre  in  coates  abrode, 
As  some  men  do»  which  write  strange  historyesy 
For  whiles  at  home  I  madę  my  cheife  abode 
And  sawe  our  louers  plaie  their  Tragedyes, 
I  found  enongh  which  seemed  to  sumce, 
To  set  on  worke  flmre  finer  wittes  than  minę, 
In  paynting  out  the  panga  which  make  them  pine. 

Amongst  thę  rest  1  most  lemember  one 
Which  was  to  me  a  deere  familyar  friend, 
Whose  doting  dayet  sińce  they  be  pastę  and  gone^ 
And  bis  annoye;(neare)  come  ^nto  an  ende, 
Although  be  seeme  his  angry  brow  to  bend, 
I  wyli  be  bold  (by  his  leaoe)  for  to  tell, 
The  restlesse  state  wherein  he  long  dyd  dwell. 

Learned  he  was,  and  that  became  him  best» 
'Por  though  by  birth  he  came  of  wortby  race,« 
Yet  beutie,  byrth,  braue  personage,  and  the  rest, 
)n  euefy  choyce,must  needes  giueleaming place: 
And  as  for  him  he  had  so  bard  a  grace, 
That  by  aspect  he  seemde  a  simple  man. 
And  yet  by  leaming  much  renowne  he  wan. 

His  name  I  hide,  and  3ret  lor  this  discourse, 
Let  cali  his  name  Dan  Bartholmew  of  Bathe, 
Since  in  the  ende  he  thitber  had  recourse« 
And  (as  he  sayd)  dyd  skamUe  there  in  skathe: 
Indeede  the  ragę  which  wrong  him  there,  was  rathe^ 
As  by  this  tale  I  thinke  your  selfe  will  gesscy 
And  then  (with  me)  his  lothsome  lyffs  confene. 

For  thoiigh  he  had  in  adl  his  learned  lorę, 
.  Both  redde  good  rules  to  bridle  fimtasie, 
Aud  all  good  anthonrs  taugh  jbim  <aei]|iore» 


To  lone  the  roeane,  and  leaue  extremitie^ 
Yet  kind  hath  lent  him  such  a  qualitie, 
That  atthe  la»t  he  quite  forgat  his  boukes, 
And  fastoed  iansie  with  the  foirest  lookes. 

For  proofie,  wben  greene  youth  lept  out  of  hit 
eye. 
And  left  him  now  a  man  of  middle  Age, 
His  happe  was  yet  with  wandring  lookes  to  spie, 
A  fayre  yong  impe  of  proper  personage, 
Eke  borne  (aa  he)  of  honest  parentage: 
And  truth  to  tell,  my  skill  it  cahnot  serue. 
To  pliaise  hir  bewŁie  as  it  dyd  desenie* 

First  for  hir  head,  the  heeres  were  not  o^  doUl, 
But  of  some  other  metali  farre  morę  fine,  - 
Whereof  eache  crinet  seemed  to  behołd» 
Like  glistring  wiers  against  the  Sunne  that  shine, 
And  there  withall  the  blazing  of  hir  eyne^ 
lVas  like  the  beames  of  Titan,  tnlth  to  tell» 
Which  glads  vs  all  that  in  this  worid  do  dwelK 

Upon  hir  dheekeb  the  Łillie  and  the  Rosę, 
Did  entremeete,  with  equal1  change  of  hewe« 
And  in  hir  giftei  no  lacke  I  can  suppoae. 
Bat  that  at  last  (alas)  she  was  yntnie, 
Which  flinging  fiiult,  bicause  it  is  not  new# 
Nor  seldome  seene  in  kits  of  Cressides  kind, 
1  martiaile  not,  nor  beaie  it  much  in  mind. 

Damę  Natures  friiits,  wherewitb  hir  iiKe'wM 
fhiught, 
Were  so  froit  bitten  with  the  cold  ci  craft, 
That  all  (saue  such  as  Cupidęs  suares  had  caught) 
Mi^ht  soone  espie  the  fethers  of  his  shaft: 
But  Bartholmew  his  wits  did  so  bedaft, 
That  all  seemd  good  which  might  of  hir  be  gotteHf 
Although  it  proude  ao  sooner  tipe  than  rotten. 


That  month  of  hirs  which  seemde  to  itowe 
In  speeche,  in  Toice,  in  tender  toncb,  in  tast,  [mell, 
That  djrmpled  chin  wherein  delight  dyd  dweU, 
That  ruddy  lippe  wherein  was  pleasure  piast, 
Those  well  shapt  banda,  flne  aimea  and  slender 


With  al  the  giftes  which  gane  hir  any  grace, 
Weresmilingbaites  whichCaught  fond  fooles  apace. 

Why  striue  1  then  to  paint  hir  name  with 
praiae? 
Since  formę  and  frnites  were  ibond  so  (hrre  Tnlyke^ 
Since  of  hir  cage  Inconstance  kept  the  keyes. 
And  Change  had  cast  hir  hononre  downe  in  dike: 
Since  fickle  kind  in  hir  the  stroke  did  strike, 
I  may  no  prayse  vnto  a  knłfe  bequeath, 
With  rust  yfiet,  thongh  paynted  be  the  sbeath. 

But  sińce  1  niust  a  name  to  hir  assigoe, 
Let  cali  hir  now.Fersnda  Natura, 
And  if  thereat  she  seeme  for  to  repine. 
No  force  at  all,  for  hereof  am  I  siire  a, 
That  sińce  hir  prankes  were  for  the  most  Topore  a, 
I  can  appoint  hir  well  no  better  name, 
Than  this  where  in  damę  Naturę  bears  the  blame* 

And  thtts  1  say,  when  Bartholmew  had  spent 
His  pride  of  youth  (vntide  in  linkes  of  looe) 
Behold  how  happe  contrary  to  intent, 
(Or  destenies  oidained  firom  aboue,         ' 
From  which  no  wight  on  earth  maye  well  reaoue) 
Presented  to  his  vew  this  fierie  damę. 
To  kiQda«  coles  wbęn  farithad  bene  no  twauh 
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Whome  when  he  sawe  to  ihine  in  Miemely  gracci 
Aod  thereiHthall  gan  markę  hir  tender  yoatb, ' 
He  tlioaght  hotitke,  that  ynder  sućb  aftioe 
She  could  ooouey  the  treason  of  rntrutb: 
Whefeby  he  vowed  (alas  the  morę  bis  rutb) 
TO  semetbig  śaynt  for  termę  df  all  his  )ife, 
Lo  berę  both  rooleand  rind  of  all  bis  strife. 

1  cknnot  nowe  in  lotaing  tennes  displaye 
His  suitę,  bis  feruioe,  nor  bis  sorie  fiire: 
His  (^Meruatmoes,  nor  bis  queynt  aray. 
His  skaMing  sighes,  nor  yet  bis  coolitig  care. 
His  wayting  stlll  tę  snatcb  bimselfe  in  siidre, 
I  can  not  write  wbat  was  his  sweetest  soure, 
Por  I  ihy  selfe  was  neuer  Paramoure. 

But  to  conclode,  mnch  worth  m  litle  writte, 
Tbe  higbest  flying  bauke  will  ^toupe  bt  laste, 
The  wildest  beast  is  drawne  with  bungrye  bitte. 
To  eate  a  bomlye  bayte  some  times  in  hast. 
Theprieice.of  kinde  can  n^tier  be  TDplaste, 
And  so  it  seemed  by  this  dayntye  damę, 
Whome  be  at  łast  witb  labour  did  reclame. 

And  wben  be  bad  wHblnlokf*!  payne  procured 
Tbe  calme  cotisetit  df  hir  vnweldie  will, 
Wben  he  had  hir  byfaith  andtroth  assured. 
To  like  hiitł  beste,  and  aye  to  louć  him  stitl, 
Wben  fbnsie  hin]  df  flatterie  fedde  bis  filt, 
I  not  disceme  to  tell  my  talearight, 
^hat  man  but  be  bad  eaer  such  deligbt  ? 


.    The  liogńog  daycs  he  spent  in  trifting  iofeSf 
To  whette  tbe  tooles  wbich  carued  bis  contente: 
Tbe  poasting  nigbtes  he  past  in  pleasiog  ioyesi 
Wearing  the  webbe  wbich  loue  to  him  bad  lente: 
*In  saćb  a  pinfolde  were  bis  pleasures  pent 
Tbat  set  de  he  could  hir  company  eschewe, 

Or*leaae  sttcb*  leokes  ss  migtit  hiti  8|^fC  ■  rńoewc.  ) 

» 

Bat  if  by  Ibree  he*f«reed  %pere  to  parte,  ( 
Then  Bugbte yousce  bowe fiunte fedde hifUiiide, 

TbaiaHaioiiełieiiimedon  bis^UMitte.  t 

All  company  seemde  then  (but  hirs)  TnkHid:  j 

'Tben  seot  he  toketos^troe  loue  iiM"to  bind,  I 

Then  wrote  he lettiers,  li ries  Wnd' łouing  hjm,  \ 

80  to  beguile  bis  absent  dolefiall  dayes.  j 

And  sińce  I  know  as  otbers  eake  can  tell,  { 

What  8k3Hrhe  h$Ay  and  bdWe  he  eouhl  endite^ 
Me  thkikes  I  cianttot  bettśr  doe  tlnm  well. 
To  set  downe  hete,  hłtfdftties  of  delyght, 
For  so  at  least  1  maye  my  selfe  aeqttite, 
And  Taunt  to  shewe  soiiie  terses  yet  ^dknówoe, 
V9^  worthy  prayie  tlMti|h  tio&e  of  thMk  myne 
ownc* 

No  force  for  that,  take  yon  them  as  tfaey  be, 
Since  minę  emprice  is  but  to  make  report: 
Imagine  th«n,  before  you  tbat  you  see 
A  wight  bćwitcht  in  mśny  a  subtile  sort, 
A  Łouer  lodgd  in  pleasures  prineely  port, 
Yaunting  in  rerse  what  ioyes  be  dyd  posaesse. 
His  triumpbes  beie  1  tfainke  wyli  she  we  no  lesse. 

Dalf' BAATHOŁMBW  KlS  KRAT  TRtUlf  PItK. 

Kbsignb  king  Priams  sonnes,  that  princes  were 

in  Troy,  [moreofioy: 

Itesigne  to  me  your  happy  dayes,  and  boast  no 

»  Lacke. 


8yt  Fkriy  flfst 'stand  fbrtb  Budce  miuwcn  for  fkf 

pbearfe. 
And  If  tiiou  cMśt  defend  libr  cautfe,  Mioaie  Troy 

did  bye  ao  deare:  [^^^'b  aomelilamey 

What?  IHiish  not  ftian,  he  bold,  althougfa  tboa 
l^n  trtrth  at  last,  iMid  so  be  sofe  to  saoe  &y  selfe 

from  sbame. 
Then  tpeiftle  Sbeapfaaard  say :  wbat  aadiifsif  dyi 

tfaee  rnoue^  [for  tby  łooe? 

To  cbóose  of  all  tbe  flowerti-m  Oreeoe,-foirie  Heleafc 
Needs  raust  I  coumpt  hir  fo«tfe»  whoae  fint  frutfeś 

were  forlorne? 
Altbottgb  she  sokle  bir  ■eoonie  obaffe,  abooe  the 

price  of  come. 
Alas,  shee  madę  of  tliee,  anoddye  for  the  noncą. 
For  Menelaus  lost  hir  twise,  thoagh   tbou  hir 

found!^'bdt'once.  [peece, 

But  yet  if  in  Ihine  eye,  sbee  si^liide  a  peerdeae. 
Aske  Theseus  tbe  nighty  Duke,  what  towfts  ihe 

knew  in  Greece?  [fire, 

Aske  him  what  itkadt  bir  leaue  blr  wofoll  aged 
And  steale to  Atheds  gygiot  like;  wbat?  lAatbot 

foule  desire? 
Alas  poore  Paris  tbou  didst  nothiiifelae  bot  gtemie, 
The  partched  eares  wbich  he  east  by,  whea  be  ftaS 

reaped  clesnm; 
He  sliude  the  gentleiUppe,wfaickeould'botlitwilt 

and  twind,  [came  behind. 

And  growtng  left  the  broken  braunchy  for  tbe  that 
Yet  hast  tbou  JSłd  the  world  witb  brute,  (tbe  mors 

tby  błame,)  [stotdy  damei 

And  sayest,  that  Helleris  tfewty  past  each  other 
For  profo  thoo  canst  ^Iłedgethe  tast  of  ten  yeait 

warre,  [©r^ee  and  Tifoy  to  iute 


And  how  htr  Mażing  beaftMte  'ftrst  brought  both* 
No  no,  thou  art  deceinde^the  draj^df  foule  despift, 
Did  worke  in  Meoelans  will,  not  łoase  ef  sucfa  de- 

lighte,  [daiAt 

Not  loue,  bot  lothsome  hate»  not  dolour,  but  .dis- 
Did  make  him  selfe  a  sharpe  reoege,  til  both  "Uf 

fcfes  were  slain, 
Tby  brotber  Troyloa  eke»  that  gemmę  of  genda 

deedes,  [bleedef: 

To  thidke  howe  he  abused  'was^  alas  my  beatt  ii 
He  bet  abotittbe  b««be,'Whiles  other  eragkt  thi 

blrds, 
'Who0ie'crAfty  6rdsti#etiioć%tHo  mncbe,  yet<Ne 

'him  4tiU  with  wtyrds.  f  sproi^  n^e. 

And  gtd  be  knowetb  toot  %  «ho  plockt  bh*  first 
Since  Łollias  and  Chaocer  beth,  mtoke  doabt  vpoa 

thAtgJoae. 
Bttt  this  I  knowe  to  well,  and  he  to  farre  it  Mte, 
How  Diomede  Tndid  his  knots,  and  caught  boA 

brooch  and  belt, 
And  how  she  chcae  to  change,  and  how  she  chaaged 

still,  [win. 

And  how  she  dyed  leaper  like,  against  hir  looelt 
Content  you  then  good  knigbtes,  your  triaoipbęta 

resigne, 
Confesse  your  starres  bath  dimme  and  dvk^ 

wheras  my  sunne  doth  shine: 
Forthis  I  dare  avow,  witbout  vaunt  be  tt  toMt 
My  deriing  is  morę  foire  tfaan  tbe,  for  wbomeprooi 

Troy  was  sokle.  [cofr 

Morę  constant  to  conteyne,  tban  Cresside  to  ^ 
No  Calcas  can  contriue  the  ctaft,  to  traine  bir  out 

of  Troye, 
No  Diotnede  cAn  drawe  hir  setled  harte  to  chaog^ 
Nomadding  moode  can  moue  hir  Halndg  oor  W^ 
rfair  tbougt^te;  to  nu^ge,  « 
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Voi-  hir  alone  it  10,  tliat  Cupide  UindibUe  gocB, 
Aodilarenotlooke  for  feue  leut  he  hit  libertie 

.ihoold  loose: 
At  hir  d«ine  Yenat  cfa^fei,  and  pinet  in  iclowsiey 
Lea^st  blondy  Mara  thould  hir  espie^  and  chaDg 

his  fimtasie, 

Of  liir  Um  Suene  of  Heauan  doth  itand  in  dread- 

fuli  douht,  [find  hir  out. 

l^eatt  lone  should  meltein  drops  of  gold,  ifonce  he 

Ob  that  my  tonge  Iwd  fkiU,to  teU  hir  prayse 

arijfht, 

Or  that  my  pen  hir  due  desertes,  in  worthy  wersc 

could  write:  [oeiae, 

Or  that  my  mind«  oonld  ma8e,or  bappie  hcart  con- 

Sonse  words  that  migbt  reMund  hir  woith,  l^  high 

Mioenias  leaue.  fbrest, 

Oh  how  tbe  biooming  ioyes,  do  hlossome  in  my 

To  think  wiihm  my  secret  thooght,  hoir  fiu-  she 

stein€8  the  rest. 

Me  thjnkes  I  beart  hir  speake,  me  thioket  I  see 

bir  stiJI,  [hir  #ill. 

Me  thinkas  Ifeele  hir  feelingly,  me  thhikes  I  know 

Me  thinkes  I  see  tbe  sUtes  whieh  sue  to  hir  for 

grace,  [all  apace, 

Me  thiukes  I  see  one  looke  of  hira  repulse  them 

Me  thinkes  that  hoare  is  yet,  and  euermore  sball 

be,  [face  to  see  1 

M^^herein  my  happie  happe  was  firKt,  hir  heauenly 

Whcrein  1  spide  the  writte,  which  woond  betweene 

hir  eyne»  [thine. 

And  sayd  behoM,  be  bold,  for  I,  am  borne  to  be  bat 

Me  thinks  I  feele  the  ioyes,  which  neoer  yet  were 

felt, 
Whome  flame  before  yet  nenertoncht,  me  thinks 

I  feele  them  melt. 

One  word  and  there  an  eud»  me  thinks  she  is  the 

8nnne»  [world  were  done. 

Which  only  shineth  now  a  daies,  she  dead,  the 

Tbe  rest  are  twinkling  starres,  or  Moones  which 

borów  light. 
To  comfort  other  carefoll  soulesy  which  wander  in 
ftheaigbt.  [bets. 

And  night  Ood  knowes  it  is,  where  other  Ładies 
For  surę  my  damę  adornes  the  day,  thers  is  no 
tnniie  but  shee.  [strange, 

Then  louera  by  3roar  leane,  and  thinke  it  nothing 
Jklthongh  I  aeme  with  calafte  oontent,  in  seas  <J 

ioyes  to  raage: 
For  why,  my  sailes  haue  fonnd  both  wind  and 
wanes  at  wyil,  [tranell  styli. 

And  deptbes  of  all  deligfates  in  hir,  with  whome  I 
And  ancors  being  way^,  I  leaue  yon  all  at  large, 
To  steare  this  seemelye  Śhippe  my  sełfo,  suche  is 
my  mistresse  charge. 

Fato  non  fortnna. 

l>Air  BAATHOUlBiy  HIS  SeGORD  TRIOMraB. 

• 

Fyb  pleasure  fye,  thou  cloyest  me  with  delight^ 
TbOH  fylst  my  mouth  with  sweete  meates  ouer- 

much. 
I  wallowe  styli  in  iOye  both  daye  and  night* 
I  decme,  I  dreame,  I  doe,  I  taste,  I  touch: 
Ko  tbing  but  all  that  smelles  of  perfect  bltsse, 
Fye  pleasure  fye,  I  ctfnnot  like  of  this. 

To  taste  (sometimes)  a  baite  of  bytter  gali, 
To  drinke  a  draught  of  sower  Ale  (some  seasou) 
To  eate  browne  bread  with  bomely  handes  in  Hall, 
fiothffluch  encreape  niens  appetites  by  re^son: 


And  makcs  tbe  sweete  morę  sogred  that  ensewes^ 
Since  mindes  of  men  do  styli  seeke  after  newes. 

The  pampred  horse  is  seldome  seene  in  breatb, 
Wbose  mauoger  raakes  hip  groaee  (oftimes)  t9 

melt, 
The  crammed  Powie  comes  qnickly  to  his  death«  ' 
Such  coldes  they  catche  in  hottest  happes  that 

swelt. 
And  t  (much  like)  in  pleasure  scawled  styli, 
Doe  feare  to  stanie  althongh  I  foede  my  fili. 

U  might  suffioe  Uiat  loue  haih  built  his  bowre, 
Betwene  ipy  Ładies  liuely  shyning  eyes, 
It  were  inougb  that  Bewties  foding  flowre: 
Growes  euer  frcsbe  with  ber  in  heauenly  wise. 
It  bad  bene  well  that  shee  were  foire  of  foce. 
And  yet  not  robbe  all  other  Dames  of  grace. 

To  muse  in  minde,  how  wise,  how  foire,  how 
good,  [tme^ 

How  braue,  howe  lianke,  how  curteous,  and  how 
My  Łady 8  is:  doth  but  inflame  my  blood, 
With  humors  such,  as  byd  my  health  adue. 
Since  happe  alwaies  when  it  is  clombe  on  hy^, 
Doth  fali  fuli  lowe,  though  earst  it  reachte  the 
Skye. 

Lo  pleasure  lo,  lo  thns  I  leade  a  Itfe, 
That  laughes  for  ioye,  and  trembleth  oft  for  drea4» 
Thy  panges  are  such  as  cali  for  changes  knife, 
Tocut  tbe  twist,  or  else  to  stretch  the  thread. 
Which  boldes  yfoere  the  bondell  of  my  blisse, 
Fye  pleasure  fye,  I  dare  not  trust  to  this. 
Fato  non  fortnoa. 

nAM  BARTHOŁMBWlft  flU  THIRD  TRnTMPHK. 

Yr  euer  man  yet  found  the  bathe  of  perfect  blisse^ 
Then  swimme  I  now  amid  the  seas  where  nought* 

but  pleasure  is. 
I  loue  and  am  beloued,  without  vaunt  be  it  tolde, 
Of  one  morę  foire  then  she  of  Greece,  for  whomc^ 

proud  Troy  was  solde. 
As  bountifuU  and  good  as  Cleopatm  flueene, 
As  oonstant  as  Penelope,  Tnto  her  make  was  seene. 
What  would  yoo  morę?  my  penne,  Tnable  is  ta 

wrjte, 

The  least  desert  that  seemes  to  sbine  within  tbii 

'    worthy  wight  [on  hye. 

So  that  (for  nowe)  I  ceasse  with  handes  helde  vp 

And  eraue  of  God  that  when  I  chaunge,  I  may  be 

forst  to  dye. 

Fato  non  Fortuna. 

THI  lUBPORYBR. 

TruB  rannting  verse8  with  a  many  mo, 
(To  his  mishap)  haue  come  Tnto  my  handes, 
Wheieof  the  rest  (bicauw  he  sayled  so, 
In  braggers  b<mte  which  set  it  selfe  on  sandes, 
And  brought  him  eke  fast  bound  in  follyes  bands} 
Of  curtesie  I  keepe  them  from  your  sigbt, 
Łet  these  sufflce  which  of  my  selfe  I  write. 

Tbe  higbest  tree  that  ener  yet  could  giowe^ 
Altbough  fnll  foyre  it  florisht  for  a  season, 
Founde  yet  at  last  some  foli  to  bring  it  lowe, 
This  olde  sayd  sawe  is  (God  he  knowetb)  not 
geason:  [sonL 

For  when  things  passe  tbe  reaoh  and  bonnds  of  lea*' 
Thtsy  fali  at  last,  aithougb  they  stand  a  time. 
And  bruse  the  morę,  the  higher  that  they  cUiHf. 
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3o  Barth(Ai|lev  Tnto  bis  peioe  dyd  prooe^ 
For  when  be  thoughi  his  hap  to  be  most  hye, 
And  that  be  onely  reapt  the  fraictes  of  looe. 
And  that  be  svelt  iu  all  prosperitie, 
His  comfort  chamiged  to  calamitie: 
And  though  1  doe  him  wrong  to  tell  the  same, 
Yet  reade  it  you,  and  let  me  beare  tbe  blaltae. 

The  Saint  he  seru^d  became  a  craftie  deuill. 
His  goddesse  to  an  Idoli  seemde  to  chaunge« 
TI^us  ąil  his  good  transformed  mto  euill, 
.  Ailfl  eaery  ioy  to  raging  griefe  dyd  raonge: 
Wnich  Metamorphosis  was  maruets  straange: 
Yet  sball  yoo  seldome  otberwise  it  proue, 
Wbcre  wicked  Lust  doth  beare  the  lume  of  Lone. 

.  This  sodaine  chaunge  when  he  began  to  spye, 
And  colde  suspect  into  his  minde  bad  crept, 
He  bounst  and  bet  his  head  tormentingly. 
And  from  all  company  him  selfe  he  kept, 
Wherby  so  farre  in  stormes  of  strife  he  stcfpt, 
That  nowe  he  seemed  an  Image  not  a  man, 
His  eyes  so  dead,  his  colour  wart  so  wan. 

Apd  1  which  alwayes  beare  him  great  good  wylly 
(Althouch  1  knew  tbe  cause  of  all  his  griefe. 
And  what  bad  trainde  and  tysed  him  theretyll, 
And  pYaine  to  speake,  what  moued  his  miscbiefe) 
Yet  sińce  1  sougbt  to  ease  htm  with  reliefe: 
I  dyd  become  importunate  to  knowe^         [growe. 
The  secreete  cause  wherecm  this  grudge  sbould 

At  last  with  much  ado,  his  trembling  tonge, 
Bewrayde  theffect  of  his  ynwylling  wyli, 
"Which  horę  to  tell  sińce  it  were  all  to  longe, 
And  I  therewith  too  barren  am  of  skyll, 
And  troable  you  with  ledious  tydinges  styli, 
Content  you  now  to  beare  himselfe  rehearse. 
His  strange  afTectes  iu  his  lamcuting  verse. 

Which  ver8e  be  wrote  at  Bathe  (os  earst  was 
sayd) 
And  there  I  sawe  him  when  he  wrote  the  same, 
I  sawe  him  there  with  many  moanes  dismaide, 
1  sawe  him  tbere  both  fryse  and  flasbe  in  flame, 
I  sawe  him  greeuM  when  otbers  madę  good  gamę: 
And  so  appeareth  by  his  darke  discourse, 
Tbe  which  to  reade  I  craue  your  i  ust  remorse. 

DAN  BARTHOŁMEWEg  DOŁOftoUS  DISCOORSES. 

I  HAUE  entreated  care  to  cut  the  tbread, 
Which  all  to  long  hath  held  my  lingńug  lifey 
And  herc  aloofe  nowe  haue  i  hyd  my  head, 
From  company  tbereby  to  siint  my  strife. 
This  soliUrye  place  doth  please  me  best, 
Wbere  I  may  wearemy  wylling  mind  with  moane, 
And  where  tbe  sigbes  which  boyle  out  of  my  brest, 
May  skald  my  heart,  and  yet  the  cause  vn]mowne, 
AW  this  I  doe,  for  thee  my  sweetest  sowre. 
For  whome  (of  yore)  I  counted  uot  of  care. 
For  wbome  with  hungrie  iawes  I  dyd  deuoure, 
The  secrete.baiie  which  lurked  in  tbe  soare: 
For  whome  1  thought  all  forreine  pleasures  paine. 
For  whome  againe,  all  paine  dyd  pleasure  seeme, 
Bot^nely  tbine,  I  found  all  fansies  Tańne, 
But  onely  thioe,  1  dyd  no  dolours  deeme. 
Such  was  the  ragę,  that  whilome  dyd  possesse, 
The  pńaie  corners  of  my  mazed  mind: 
When  hote  desire,dydcompt  those  torroentas  lesse, 
Which  gaind  the  gazę  that  dyd  my  freedome  bind. 
And  now  (with  care)  1  can  record  those  dayes, 
Ąnd  cali  to  mind  the  quiet  lyfe  ł  led. 


Belbie  I  first  beheld  thy  pMi&a  rfe^ 

When  thtne  ▼ntroeth  yet  troabled  not  my  heit 

Remember  thou,  as  I  cao  not  Ibrget, 

Howe  I  had  layde,  botb  łoue,  suid  luat  aside. 

And  howe  I  had  my  fised  &iK»e  Mt» 

In  constant  Towe,  for  euer  to  sibide. 

The  bitter  proofe  of  panges  in  pleaaare  past, 

Tbe  costlye  tast,  of  bony  mizt  with  gali: 

Tbe  painted  heauen,  wbich  turmie  to  beli  at  fait 

The  freedome  fiiiode,  which  brouglit  me  bot  t» 

thrall. 
The  lingring  sute,  well  fed  with  freahe  delayes, 
Tbe  wasted  YOwes  which  ded  with  euery  windę: 
The  restlesse  nigbtes,  to  porchaae  pleasiog  dayes 
The  toyling  daies  to  please  my  reatłesse  minde. 
AU  these  (with  mo)had  bruoed  so  my  breft. 
And  graft  such  grefe  witbin  my  groning  beait, 
TJiat  had  1  left  Dadie  lansie  and  tbe  rest. 
To  greener  yeeres,  which  mi^ht  eDdure  tbe  smait 
My  wearie  boo6s  did  beare  away  the  skarres, 
Of  many  a  wouiid  receiued  by  diadaine: 
So  that  I  found  tbe  fruiteof  all  those  waires, 
To  be  nougbt  elaa  but  pangea  of  vokiio«en  paine. 
And  nowe  minę  eyes  were  shat  from  aaeb  deli|bt. 
By  fensie  ftiint,  my  bote  desires  were  ooiĆ€, 
When  croell  hap,  presented  to  my  aigłit. 
The  maydens  face,  in  yeeres  which  were  not  oMe. 
I  thinke  ihe  Goddease  of  reumge  deuiade, 
So  to  bee  wrcackt  on  my  rebelling  wyli, 
Bicause  I  bad  in  youthfull  yeeres  dispisde, 
To  taste  the  baites,  wbieb  tyste  my  fansie  styiŁ 
Howe  so  it  were,  Ood  knowes,  I  caunot  tell : 
But  if  I  lye,  you  Heaoens,  the  plague  be  minę, 
I  sawe  no  sooner,  how  delight  dyd  dwell 
Betweene  those  litle  infantes  eyesof  thnie. 
But  straight  a  sparUing  cole  of  quicke  desiie, 
Dyd  kindle  flarae  withio  my  frozen  beart. 
And  yeldiog  fiinsie  softly  błewe  the  fire, 
Which  Since  hath  bene  the  cauae  ofall  my  soait 
What  necde  I  say  ?  thy  selfe  for  me  can  sweaie, 
Howe  much  I  tendred  thee  in  tender  yeares: 
Thy  life  was  thcn  to  me  (Ood  knowes)  fidl  dwf, 
My  Ufa  to  thee  is  light,  as  nowe  appeares. 
I  loued  the  6r9t,  and  sball  do  to  my  test, 
Thou  flattredst  first,  and  so  thou  wouldst  doityU; 
For  loue  of  thee  ftiU  many  paines  I  past, 
For  deadly  hate  thou  seekest  me  to  kyll. 
I  cannot  nowe,  with  manly  tongne  reheoise, 
How  sonę  that  melting  mind  of  tbine  dyd  jdęe, 
I  shame  to  write,  in  this  waymentiag  ^^"^^ -. 
With  howe  smali  Aght,  I  vanquisht  thee  in  fidds: 
But  CflBsar  be,  which  all  tbe  world  aabdode^ 
Was  neuer  yet  so  proude  of  Yictorye, 
Nor  Hanybalł,  with  martiall  feates  eiichid& 
Dyd  so  much  please  himselfe  tn  pollicie, 
As  I  (poore  I)  dyd  seeme  to  triumphe  ttaeo, 
*When  first  1  got  the  Bolwark^s  of  tby  brest, 
With  hote  Alaimes  I  comfoited  my  meo, 
Iq  formost  rankę  I  stoode  before  the  rest, 
And  shooke  my  flagge,  not  all  to  sbewe  ^fJJJJ' 
But  that  thou  mightst  tbereby  perceiuc  rof  «""? 
Askaunces  •  lo,  nowe  coulde  I  kyll  thy  coroc, 
And  yet  my  life  is  rnto  thee  resinde. 
Well  let  this  passe,  and  jhinkc  rppon  the  hf^e, 
The  mutuali  loue,  the  confidence,  the  uusl, 
Whereby  we  both  abandoned  annoye. 
And  łedouT  mindes  with  froites  of  łouelf  w* 
Thinke  on  the  Tythe,  of  kysses  got  by  it***'"' 

•  As  who  tbould  my. 


DAM  BARTHOŁMEW  OP  BATHfi. 


IM 


^QT  tweete  diibradii^et  śhoĘfeted  ^  feure. 
Stemember  tbat  which4iid  mftiataine  our  helth, 
Jklms  alas  why  tfboulde  1  name  it  haro. 
AjBd  is  the  midstof  all  tbote  ha|>pie  dayes» 
IDo  not  forget  the  cbauqgiw  ot  my  chaniMe, 
'When  in  the  deptb  of  many  way waide  wayes, 
1  onely  sought,  wfaat  migfat  thy  state  aduatince. 
"Phou  must  confesse  how  much  I  carde  lor  tbee, 
IV hen  of  my  eelfe,  1  carde  not  for  my  selfe, 
A.iid  vben  my  hap  was  in  mishappes  to  be, 
Ssteemd  thee  morę,  than  al  the  worldly  pelfe. 
l^ne  abeente  tbongbtet  did  beate  on  tbee  ałone, 
W  Hen  tbou  faadtt   found  afond  and  nen^oaiid 

•    cboioe: 
For  lacke  of  thee  i  tunke  in  endlesae  monę, 
%vtien  thou  in  chaunge  didst  tamble  and  reioyoe. 

0  mtgfaty  goddes  ne^es  must  1  bonor  yoo, 
^feedea  must  I  iudge  yonr  iodgmentes  to  be  inat, 
Bicauae  ibe  did  for  sake  him  that  was  tnie. 
And  with  folse  loae,  did  ck>ke  a  foined  Inste. 
By  high  dccrees,  yon  ordayned  the  chaunge, 
Tg(  iight  on  sncb,  as  sbe  must  needes  misKke, 

A  meete  retrarde  for  soch  as  like  lo  raiungn, 
Wlien  fonsies  fopce»  their  feeble  flesbe  doth  strike. 
But  did  I  then  giue  brydte  to  thy  fali, 
Tbou  faead  strong  thoo  accuse  me  if  thou  caa? 
Did  1  not  hazard  loue  yea  lifo  and  all, 
To  warde  thy  will,  from  tbat  rnworthy  nanl 
And^when  by  toyle  I  tranayłed  to  fiode, 
The  secrete  catises  of  thy  maddiiig  moode, 

1  found  naught  eise  but  tricks  of  Cressides  kinde, 
Which  playnly  proude,  that  thou  weart  of  bir  blond 
1.  found  tbat  absent  Troylus  was  forgot, 

When  Dyomede  had  got  both  broech  and  bctt, 
Both  gloue  and  band,  yea  bartę  and  all  god  wot, 
When  absent  Troylus  did  in  sorowes  swelt. 
Tbese  tricks  (with  mo)  thou  knowst  thy  self  I 

found, 
Which  nowe  are  needelesse  hare  for  to  reherse, 
Dnlesse  it  were  to  touche  a  tender  wound, 
With  corosiues  my  panting  beart  to  perse. 
But  as  the  Hounde  is  coonted  little  worth, 
Which  giueth  ouer  for  a  loase  or  twaine, 
And  cannot  find  the  meanes  to  single  forth. 
The  stricken  Dcare  which  doth  in  heard  remaine: 
Or  as  the  kiodly  Spanieli  which  bath  spnmg 
The  pręty  Partriche,  for  the  Faloons  iltght, 
Doth  neuer  spare  but  thmsts  the  thomes  among. 
To  bring  tbis  byrd  yet  once  i^aine  to  sight» 
And  thoogh  he  knowe  by  proofe  (yea  deaiely 

bought) 
That  selde  or  neuer,  for  his  owoe  auaile, 
Th)s  wearie  worke  of  his  in  Taine  is  wroógfat^ 
Yet  spares  he  not  but  iabors  tooth  and  nayle. 
So  labord  I  to  saue  thy  wandriog  shippe, 
Wbicfi  reckeieile  then,  was  mnning  on  the  rocfcei, 
JInd  thongh  I  aaw  thee  seeme  to  hang  the  lyppe. 
And  set  my  great-good  wyli,  as  Iight  as  flkickes: 
Yet  hauld  I  in,  the  mayne  sheate  of  the  minde, 
And  ttayed  thy  course  by  ancors  of  aduice, 
I  wooo  thy  wyłl  into  a  better  windę, 
To.saue  thy  ware,  which  was  of  precious  price* 
And  when  I  had  so  harbored  thy  Barke^ 
Iń  happy  hauen,  which  saufer  was  than  Dooer, 
The  Admyrall,  which  knewe  it  by  the  narke, 
Straigbt  chatlengde  all,  and  sayd  thou  wett  a 
Then  was  i  font  in  thy  befaalfe  to  pleade,  [roner. 
Yea  to  I  dyd,  the  Jndge  can  saye  no  lesse, 
And  whUes  in  toyle,  tbis  lotbaome  life  I  leade, 
CaoMit  tiioD  tby  seifo  the  fimltt  for  to  coofosae^ 


And  downe  on  kuce  befora  thy  cmefl-foe^ 
Dydst  pardon  craue,  aocusing  me  for  all. 
And  saydst  I  was  the  caose,  that  thou  didst  S0| 
And  that  1  spoone  the  thred  of  all  thy  thrall. 
Not  so  oontent,  thoi^furŁbermore  didit  sweare 
Thatof  thy  selfe  thou  neuer  ment  to  sweme^ 
For  proofe  wherof  thou  didst  the  colours  weare, 
Which  might  bewray,  what  saint  thou  meot  to 
And  tiiat  thy  blood  was  sacrificed  eke,      [aerue>. 
To  manyfost  thy  stedfiut  martyrd  mynde, 
Till  I  perforce,  constraynd  thee  for  to  seeke, 
Tbese  raging  <eas,  adoentures  thereto  finde. 
Alas,  alas,  aod  out  alas  for  me, 
Wbo  am  enforced,  thus  for  to  repeatćr 
The  faise  reports  and  doked  guyłes  of  thee, 
Wbereon  (to  oft)  my  restlesse  thoughts  do  beatcb 
But  thus  it  was,  and  thus  God  knowes  it  is. 
Which  when  I  founde  by  playneand  perfoct  proofe. 
My  musing  minde  then  thought  it  not  amisse. 
To  shrinke  aside,  lamenting  all  aloofe. 
And  so  to  beate  my  simple  shiftiesse  brayne, 
For  some  deoice,  that  might  redeeme  thy  state, 
Lo  here  the  cause,  for  why  1  take  tbis  payne, 
Ło  how  I  loue  the  wight  which  me  doth  bates 
Lo  thus  I  lye^  and  resUesse  rest  in  Bathe, 
Whereas  I  bathe  not  now  in  blisse  pardie, 
But  boyle  in  Bale  and  skamble  thus  in  sfcatlM^ 
Bycanse  1  thinke  on  thine  vncoostancie. 
And  wylt  thou  knowe  howe  here  1  spend  my  tim% 
And  howe  I  drawe  my  dayes  in  dolours  styli? 
Then  ftaye  a  while:  giue  eare  Tnto  my  rime, 
So  shalt  thou  know  the  weight  of  all  my  wylL 
When  Titan  is  constrained  to  forsake, 
His  Lemans  cooche,  and  cłymeth  to  bis  carte, 
Then  I  begin  to  languishe  for  thy  sake, 
Aod  with  a  sighe,  whtch  maye  bewray  my  smarte. 
1  cleare  minę  eyes  whorae  gumme  of  teare^  had 
And  Tp  on  foote  I  set  my  ghostly  coise,  [glewed. 
And  when  the  stony  walles  haue  oft  reoewed. 
My  pittioos  plaintes,  with  Ecchoes  of  remoKe, 
Then  doe  1  erye  and  cali  ^pon  thy  namę, 
And  thus  1  saye,  thou  curst  and  crueU  botbe, 
Beholde  the  man,  which  taketh  griefe  for  game^ 
And  loueth  them,  which  most  his  name  doe  lothc* 
Behold  the  man  which  ener  trudy  ment,    * 
And  yet  aecusde  as  aucthonr  of  thtne  yll, 
Behołd  the  man,  which  all  his  life  bath  spent 
To  serue  thy  selfe,  and  aye  to  worke  thy  wyli: 
Behold  the  mao,  wjiich  onely  for  thy  loue, 
Dyd  loue  himsdfo,  whome  else  he  set  but  Iight: 
Behold  the  man,  whose  blood  (for  thy  bdione) 
Was  euer  prest  to  shed  it  seUe  outright. 
And  oanst  thou  nowe  conderone  hts.loyałtie; 
And  casst  thou  craft  to  ilatter  such  a  friend  ? 
Aod  canst  thou  s6e  him  sincke  in  ieoperdie? 
And  canst  thou  seeke  to  bring  his  lifo  to  ende^ 
Is  tbis  the  right  reward  for  such  desart? 
Is  tbis  the  fniite  of  seede  so  ttmely  sowne? 
Is  tbis  the  prioe,  appointed  for  bis  part? 
Shall  trueth  be  thus  by  treason  ouerthrowne? 
Then  iarewell  iaith,  thou  art  no  womans  pheasa; 
And  with  that  woid  I  staye  my  tongoe  in  tioM, 
With  rolling  eyes  I  loke  about  eache  whete, 
Least  any  man*  should  heare  my  rauing  riOM* 
And  all  in  rage,,enraged  as  1  am, 
I  take  my  aheote,  my  siippers  and  my  Oo#ae, 
And  in  the  Bathe  ftora  wbence  but  lale  lewus, 
I  cast  my  seHe  in-doBoinrs  tbere  to  dfowne. 

9  Tbese  thihges  are  mistical  and  not  to  bee  r^ 
dentoode  bot  by  Tbaucthour  hin  tęlfo. 
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There  all  «l0iM  I  ««m  my  m^  oomejrc. 

Lito  aonie'oonier  where  1  utvn9oeae. 

And  to  my  selfe  (there  uMked)  caa  I  taye,  [bene. 

Bebold  ttnase  braiMBeialne  armat  vbich  anoe  hane 

Bat  iMTge  aad  luatie,  aUe  ibr  to  figbt,       [knowtt 

Howe  ate   ibey  wiaake,  and  weariahe  Ood  he 

UnaUe  now  to  daunt  tbe  fovłe  deapigbt^ 

Whicb  is  praseatcd  by  ny  eruel  foes. 

My  thighes  are  tbia,  my  body  lanck  and  kaiie, 

It  bath  DO  bmobast  now,  but  skin  and  bonea: 

And  oa  atne  £lbo«e  ai  1  lye  and  leaae» 

I  see  a  trnstie  tokca  for  tfae  hoomI 

I  spie  a  braoelet  bounde  about  minę  afine, 

Which  to  my  afaaddoire  aeemeth  tbas  to  saye, 

^  Beteeae  not  me:  for  I  ute  but  a  Charme*" 

To  make  tbee  lieepe,  wbcni  othen  went  to  płaye. 

And  as  I  g%ze  tfau*  galded  aJł  «ith  grtefe^ 

1  iade  it  iued  aJmost  qaite  in  aonder, 

Then  tfainke  I  tbus:  tbua  iratstetb  my  reliefe. 

And  though  I  fiide»  yet  to  tbe  woiid,  ao  wonder. 

For  as  tbis  lace,  by  leysore  leanies  to  weaie, 

So  mast  1  faiaft,  eaea  as  tbe  CaodJe  wa^deth, 

These  tbongbta  (deera  sweet)  witiiio  my  brest  1 

beare. 
And  to  my  li^  borne,  tbos  my  life  it  hastetb. 
Herewith  1  teele  tbe  droppes  of  swekriag  aireate, 
WbLeb  trieUe  downa  my  laoe,  enfoneed  so. 
And  in  my  body  feele  I  lykienise  beate, 
A  baming  heart  which  tossetb  too  aod  fro* 
Thos  all  in  iaaes  1  sioderly  ke  coasume. 
And  were  it  not  that  wanhope  lendes  ne  wynde, 
Soone  migbt  1  fret  my  feryes  aU  in  fume. 
And  lyke  a  Gbost  my  ghośt  his  graiie  might  finde. 
But  frjrsing  hope  dotb  blowe  fuł  in  my  (blc^ 
And  colde  of  oares  becommes  my  cordtall, 
So  tbat  I  styl  eadore  that  yricsome  plaoe, 
Wfaere  sorrowe  seetbes  to  skaMe  my  skinne  withal. 
And  when  from  tbence  or  company  me  dricot, 
Or  weary  woes  do  make  me  chaiige  my  seate, 
Then  i*  my  bed  my  restleste  paioes  reuioes, 
Until  my  ^lowes  cail  medowne  to  aMate. 
And  wben  1  lyse,  my  corpse  for  to  araye, 
1  take  tbe  głame,  sometimes  (bat  not  for  prtde, 
For  Ood  he  kaowes  my  miode  is  aot  ao  gaye) 
But  foi^  I  irould  in  eofloelynesse  abyde: 
I  take  the  g4aase,  wherein  I  seerae  to  see* 
Such  wylhied  wrincUcs  and  ao  fowle  disgraee, 
That  Ijrtle  manudie  seemcth  it  to  mee, 
Though  thcm  so  weli  dydst  iike  the  noble  foce^ 
The  noble  lu«  was  £iire  aod  fresbe  of  hewc, 
My  wńackled  ftiee  is  fuwks  and  fadetb  fut: 
The  noble  faoe  was  rato  iihee  but  iiewe» 
My  wriucfcled  &ce  it  olde  and  dea«e  aiiteaat: 
Tbe  noble  ftice  might  nwaue  thee  witb  deiigbt, 
My  wrinckled  £sce  eoidd  neaer  please  thioe  eye: 
Lcfe  thos  of  crime  I  conet  thee  to  ^Hitel 
And  styli  accnae  my  seUe  ef  fiarauydry : 
As  one  tbat  am  vnwortby  to  enioyc^ 
Tbe  łasting  Auite  of  suobe  a  kwc  as  tbine, 
Tbus  am  1  tickled  styli  wtth  euery  toye, 
And  when  my  Felłowes  cali  me  downe  io  dyne^ 
No  chaaageof  oseate  ptouokes  miaie  appetiie. 
Nor  saaoe  can  senie  to  taste  my  meates  wMiaU, 
Then  1  denise  the  ii^oe  of  grapcs  to  digfat, 
For  Sugar  and  for  Sinaraon  I  cali. 
For  GiBger,  Onónes,  and  A>r  eche  etber  aptce, 
Vrbcra#itb  I  miae  the  wMe  Winę  apace. 
My  Felloaws  pmysa  tbe  deptb  of  my  deuise, 
Aad  saye  it  is  as  good  as  Ippocrace4, 

♦  Anothor  mtsterie. 


As  Ippoemse  WKft  U  aad  tken  I  awdt. 
My  &ynting  lyośmes  stmigbt  fiUl  into  a  tomwfy 
Before  the  taste  of  Ippocmce  is  Mt, 
The  naked  name  in  ddloars  dotb  mee  drowaSi 
For  then  I  cali  Tnto  my  tronbied  mynde, 
Tbat  Ippocraoe  hath  bene  tby  daylye  dnoke, 
Tbat  Ippocraoe  bath  waUtt  witb  euerye  wiodę, 
in  bottels  tbat  were  fyUed  to  the  brinke. 
Witb  Ippocraoe  tbou  basqiietedsC  luli  ofte, 
With  Ippocraoe  tbou  madat  thy  aelfe  fu!ł  nieny^ 
Such  cheere  bab  set  tby  .new  loue  ao  ak>fte, 
Tbat  okle  loue  nowe  waa  scaroeiy  woith  a  cheny. 
And  then  a|aioe  1  fali  into  a  traunce. 
But  when  my  breth  retumes  a^^inst  my  wyli, 
Before  my  tongue  can  tell  my  wofoU  cbanoce, 
I  heare  my  fisllowes  bow  tbey  wbisper  stilL 
One  saytłi  that  Ippocimce  is  contraryp 
ITnlo  my  oatare^ind  conaplesuoo, 
Wiiereby  tbey  iudge  tbat  all  ny  maltedye^ 
Was  loog  of  tbat  by  alteration. 
An  otber  sayth,  no,  ao  tbis  maa  is  weakey 
And  for  suab  weake,  so  hote  thiąges  are  not  bes^ 
Then  ai  tbe  leat  1  heare  oo  lyar  speafca,  ^^ 
Bot  oae  which  knowes  tha  causa  of  minę  TarsiW 
And  sayth,  tbis  man  is  (for  my  life)  in  loo^ 
He  łmib  peoeiocd  repalae,  or  dioake  disdaiae. 
Alas  crye  I :  and  ere  1  can  remiioey 
lato  a  sowne  1  sonę  returne  againa. 
Tbas  driue  I  fbortb,  my  doolefull  dioing  tiae, 
And  trouUe  otbers  with  my  troubłes  styl), 
But  when  I  berę,  tbe  Bell  hath  jpasaed  priw^ 
lato  tbe  Batbe  1  waUowe  by  my  wyli,       [sń^» 
That   there  my  teares  (yosene)  might  esse  mj 
For  though  I  stame  yet  haae  1  fed  my  fili* 
Io  privie  panges  I  count  my  best  relife. 
And  still  1  stńue  in  weary  voes  to  draoch, 
But  when  I  plondge,  tban  woa  is  at  aa  ebite, 
My  glowing  coles  are  all  to  quicke  to  queochc» 
And  I  (to  warme)  am  wrapped  ia  tbe  webbe, 
Which  makcs  me  swim  agaiaat  tbe  visiMd  laM' 
Lo  tbus  (deare  wencbe)  1  leade  a  lotbsome  hk, 
And  greedely  I  saeke  tbe  givedy  graue, 
To  make  an  endbe  of  all  these  stormes  and  «nie. 
Bot  death  U  deaie^  and  heares  not  my  daaie» 
So  tbat  my  dayes  coattnewe  styl  in  dole. 
And  in  aiy  ni^tes  I  feale  tlie  secreCe  6t% 
Which  cłose  in  embtrs,  ooncbetb  łykea  cslt. 
And  in  the  daye  bath  bene  but  raked  vp» 
Witb  oooeriog  ashas  of  my  eempaiiy, 
Now  breakes  it  out»  and  boylai  tbe  carefnlcup^^ 
Which  in  my  heart  dotb  hang  (uli  bcauily. 
I  melt  in  teares,  1  swelt  in  ebiliing  '"^^^^^^^ 
My  swetliag  heart,  breakes  witb  delay  ^fT^ 
I  freeac  in  hope,  yet  burne  in  basU  of  hes», 
I  wishe  for  deatb.  aod  yet  in  life  »«»f  ^  ««. 
And wbea  dead  sleepedotfa  doae  my  daai^a^^ 
Then  dreadftd  dreames  my  ddow  do  eocresp^^ 
Me  tbiokea  i  lie  awake  in  wofoli  wise- 
And  see  tbee  oome,  my  aorrowes  for  to  ^^^ 
Me  se(mi6sthousai«t(mygood)^bataiJJwc»^ 

What  ay  les  thee  tbus  to  languisb  and '««»" 
How  caa  at  be  tbat  bathing  all  io  bli»M  ^ 
Such  causc  Tnkoowae  disąuiets  tby  ^^^   ^ 
Tbou  daest  me  w»ong  to  keepe  ^^^'^Zbesłtf 
The  «radge  or  griafe,  ««iicb  gńpetb  ^rJ^T 
For  weU  tbou  kaowest,  I  mnst  tby  9^^  "^ 
Ib  bałe,  ia  blisse,  in  «»laQe,  aad  In  """^ 
Alas,  alas,  these  tkings  I  deepe  lo  <*"^ 
But  when  biine  «3«*».^JS^?^^ 


:  wbaie  wifeb  rtft^^^^rS* 


Of  brinishe  teares  their  wonted 
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ttkw^9  as  tlra«ieest  I  vpeiid  boCh  niglites  aad  ^ytB, 
tfftd  for  I  ftod  the  worid  did  Indge  me  muie, 
^  ^writJesBe  wryter  of  (ketę  lonere  Ujra, 
.  ta^e  mj  pen  oodp^per for the  neoce. 
:  Ittyc  eside  Hub  fooKibe  ryding  rime, 
LikI  eM  my  tnmbled  heed  cen  briqg  to  pane, 
L  tłiias  berway  tbe  tormeats  -of  my  time: 
Be&ra  wltii  my  Muse>  it  is  not  as  it  was. 

tato  non  fortuna. 

THB  BTTRBMITIB  OF  H18  PASMOH. 

A.BKOiVG  tbe  toyes  wbich  tosse  my  bramę, 

smd  reaue  my  mind  f rom  quiet  rest, 

^This  one  I  finde,  doth  tbere  remaine, 

to  breede  d^ate  leitbin  my  brest 
^I^Tben  wo  woald  woi1c,to  wound  my  wył, 

I  cannot  iieepe,  nor  waile  my  fyll. 

My  tongne  batb  net  Ibe  tkiłl  to  tett, 

tbe  smallest  griefe  wbich  gripes  my  beart» 

Minę  eyefl  liane  not  the  fKWer  to-swell, 
łoCo  Sucb  feas  of  feciete  smart, 

That  will  mlgbt  melt  to  waaes  of  woe, 
and  I  ttagtit  8«Mlt<hi  Bonrowes  so. 

Yet  ahed  minę  eyes  uo  trickling  teafes^ 
but  flouddes  wbich  flowe  abundauntly, 

"Whefle  fooDtaioe  first  enfont  by  feares, 
ibund  oat  tbe  gappe  of  ieloasie. 

And  by  that  bieacbe,  it  soketh  so, 
tbat  ali  my  &ca,  is  tty-ll  on  flowe. 

My  voice  if  like  Che  raging  wind, 
wbich  roaretb  stiU,  and  neiier  staies, 

Tbe  tbonghtes  wbicb  tombte  in  my  minde, 
surę  like  the  wbeele  wbich  whirles  alwaycs, 

Nowe  here,  nowe  tbere,  nowe  vp,  now  downe^ 
in  depth  of  waues,  yet  canilot  drowne. 

Tbe  sigbes  n^ich  boyle  ont  of  my  brest, 
aie  not  łylce  tbose,  a^ńcbothers  Tse, 

For  louers  sigbcs,  sometimes  take  rest* 
And  lend  their  mindes,  a  leane  to  mufle. 

Bat  minę  are  IHce  the  suiging  Seas, 
whome  calme  nor  qaiet  oan  appeas* 

And  yet<they  bebiit^sOrrotres  emobei, 
my  brestthe  ford^e  when  forie  pteyet. 

My  panting  beart,  yt  strikes  tbe  atroke, 
my  Ibnefoliloweetheilnne  alwaie% 

Tbe  eolca  ate  Idndled  by  desire, 
and  Copide  warmes  bim  by  the  firn. 

Tbus  can  I  nejrther  drowne  in  dole, 
nor  bnme  to  atf  bes  tbougb  I  waste, 

Uiae  eyes  can  neyther  ąuencbe  the  cole, 
wbich  warmes  my  beart  in  all  this  baste. 

Kor  yet  my  ftincie  make  sucb  flame, 
that  I  may  smoulder  in  the  same. 

Wherefore  I  come  to  seeke  out  Caie/ 

beseecbing  him  of  curtesie. 
To  cut  the  thread  wbich  cannot  weaie, 

by  panges  of  soch  perpłexitie. 
^d  bat  be  gnumt  this  boone  of  minę, 

tbns  must  I  liue  and  euer  pine. 
IHtononfbftuna* 

tO^tbus  (deere  beart)  I  force  my  ihmtihe  Muse, 
To  fhnne  a  vttife  in  spite  of  my  despigbt, 
-Kit^btles  I  deotfaese  mirthlesse  meeters  vse, 
Tliis  rashe  conceite  doth  reue  mrliPMDiMifbt 


{] 
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I  całl  to  Biinde  bowe  many  loalng  Ib^bi, 
Howe  many  Sonets,  and  how  many  songei^ 
I  dyd  deniae  within  thoie  liappie  dayes, 
When  ^t  my  wyl,  bad  not  reoeined  wrongeK 
All  wbich  were  eneimore  regarded  so, 
That  litle  fraite  I  teemd  tbereby  to  reape. 
Bat  rather  when  I  bad  bewrayeid  my  woe, 
Thy  kme  was  ligbt,  and  histed  styli  to  leape. 
The  ńmes  whiob  pleased  tbee  were  all  ia  piiaty 
And  minę  were  ragged,  hard  for  to  be  read  ^y 
Ło  deere :  this  dagger  dubbes  me  wttb  this  dm^ 
And  leane  iStkts  woand  within  my  ieloos  head. 
But  sinoe  1  baae  coofessed  vnto  Care, 
That  now  I  stand  Tppon  his  curtesie. 
And  that  the  bale,  wbich  in  my  brest  I  bare» 
Hatb  not  the  skill  to  kylŁ  me  canningly, 
Therefore  witb  all  my  whole  deootion, 
To  Care  I  make  this  supplication. 
Fato  noB  fortuna. 

HII  UBlBŁŁ  OF  BBQUB8T  EXBIB1TBD  TO  CAftB*^ 

O  CURTBOUB  Care,  wbome  otbers  (crueU)  oalL 
And  raile  ypon  (bine  bononrable  name, 
O  knife  that  canst  cot  of  the  tbread  of  tbrali» 
O  sheare  that  shreadst  the  seemerent  sheete  of 
shame. 

0  happy e  ende  of  euery  greeuouB  gamę: 
Vouchfiafe  O  Prince,  thy  vaaiall  to  behold, 

Who  loues  tbee  morę,  than  can  witb  tongue  be 

And  nowe  Touchsafe  to  pittie  this  his.platnt,  [told. 

Wbose  teares  bewn^, 

His  trath  alway, 

Although  his  feeble  tongue  be  forst  to  faiat. 

I  mi^t  confesse  O  noble  king*to  tbee, 
That  I  haue  beene  a  Rebell  ni  my  yontb, 

1  preast  ałwaies  tn  pleasores  court  to  bee, 

I  fled  from  that,  wbich  Copide  stiU  esobctb, 

I  6ed  from  Care,  ło  now  I  tell  the  trath. 

And  in>dełigbtes,  I  loued  toto  dwell. 

Tfay  beauenly  housedyd  seeroc  to  ime  bot  baUL 

Sucb  was  my  nige,  the  wbich  1  noweepent. 

And  pardon  eraoe, 

My  sonie  to  sanę,  ^ 

Befoie  tbe  webbe  of  weary  'life  be  speat. 

Bot  markę  what  fhiites  dyd  groar  on  aacb  a(tMe» 
What  crąp  dyd  rise  Tpon  so  raabe  aowne  seede. 
For  when  I  thought  my  selfe  in  beauen  to  beą, 
In  deptb  of  beli  1  drowned  waa  in  deede: 
Whereon  to  tbinke  my  beauie  bart  doth  bleades  * 
Me  thought  I  swumme  in  Seas  of  all  detigb^ 
When  as  I  sunke  in  puddies  of  deipigh^ 
Alas  alas  I  thought  my  eelfe  belou'^, 
When  deadly  bate, 

Did  pląy  checke  matę,  [fiioa'^ 

With  me  pooie  pawne,  that  no  sucb  praiMika  -hm 

This  when  I  tryed  (ay  me^  to  be  to  true, 
I  Wept  for  woe,  I  pined  all  for  paine, 
I  tarę  my  heere,  I  often  ćhaunged  hewe, 
I  left  delight,  with  dolloure  to  complaine. 
I  shund  eacb  place  wbere  pleasure  dyd  remaiae, 
I  cride,  I  calde  on  euery  kinde  of  deatb, 
I  stroue  eache  way  to  stop  my  faintiog  breatb- 
ShoH  tale  to  make,  1  stept  so  fiirre  ia  itrifę,    ' 
That  stlll  I  sought, 
With  all  my  thottght, 
Sonie  happie-helpe  to  leane  my  lotbed  Ulęi 

^'Anotber  misteria. 
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But  hope*  «^BS  he  ihat  held  my  bandę  abaeke, 
From  ąoicke  dispatcb  of  ftU  my  griping  griefe, 
Wben  beate  of  bate  bad  burnt  my  will  to  wraćke, 
Tbeo  hopa  was  colde,  and  leot  my  life  rdiefe, 
In  enery  choice  bope  cballeogde  to  be  cbiefe. 
Wben  coMett  crampes  bad  cleaoe  orecome  my 

bcart, 
Then  bope  was  bote,  and  warnde  my  weary  smart, 
Tl^en  beart  was  beardie,  bope  was  stili  in  dread, 
Wben  beait  was  fitiot, 
(Witb  feares  attaint,) 
Tbea  bardie  bope  beld  Tp  my  feareliiH  bead. 

Tbus  wben  I  fband  that  neither  flowing  teares, 
Could  drowne  my  beart  in  waues  of  wery  wo. 
Nor  bardy  band  could  ouercome  my  feares, 
To  cut  the  sacke  of  al]  my  sorrowes  so, 
Mor  deatb  would  come,  nor  I  to  death  could  go. 
And  yet  1  felt  great  droppes  of  secrete  smart^ 
Distilling  styli  within  my  dying  heart: 
1  tben  perceiude  that  onely  care  was  be, 
Which  as  my  fnend, 
Might  make  an  end» 
Of  all  tbese  paines,  and  set  my  fknsie  firee. 

Wberefore  (oh  Care)  graunt  thou  my  iust  re- 
quest. 
Oh  kyll  my  corpse,  ob  quickly  kyll  me  nowe* 
Ob  make  nn  ende  and  bring  my  bones  to  rest, 
Ob  cut  my  thread  (good  Care)  I  care  not  howe. 
Oh  Care  be  kinde:  and  berę  I  make  a  vowe, 
That  wben  my  life  out  of  my  brest  shall  part» 
I  wyli  present  thee  witb  my  fąithfuU  bart: 
And  send  it  to  thee  as  a  SacriAce, 
Bicause  tbou  hast, 
Yottcbsaft  at  last. 

To  ende  my  furies  in  this  friendly  wise. 
Fato  non  Fortuna. 

What  greater  glory  can  a  Keysar  gaine, 
]f  madde  moode  moue  bis  subiectes  to  rebdl, 
Tban  that  at  last  (wben  all  the  traytours  traioe, 
Hane  trode  the  pathe,  of  deepe  repentaunce  well. 
And  naked  naede  witb  Cold  and  Hunger  botb, 
Hatb  bitten  tbem  abrode  in  forren  land, 
Wbereby  they  may  tbdr  lewde  deuises  lotb, 
(Wbenhairbraind  hasto,  witb  coldaduise  is  scande) 
If  then  at  last,  they  come  vpon  their  knee. 
And  pardon  craoe  with  due  snbmission: 
And  for  this  cause,  I  thinke  that  Care  of  me. 
Was  moued  most,  to  toke  compassion. 
For  now  I  fiod,  that  pittie  prickes  bis  mind, 
To  see  me  plonged  still  in  endlesse  paine, 
And  rigbt  remorse,  bis  princely  heart  doth  bind. 
To  rule  the  ragę  wherein  I  do  remaine. 
I  feele  my  teares  doe  now  begin  to  stay, 
For  Care  from  thero  their  swelling  springs  doth 
1  feele  my  sighes  their  labours  now  allaye,   [soke. 
For  Care  bath  quencbt  the  coles  that  madę  thS 
1  feele  my  pantiog  heart  begins  to  rest,      [smoke. 
For  Citre  bath  staide  the  bammers  of  my  head^ . 
I  feele  the  flame  which  blazed  in  my  brest, 
Is  nowe  with  carefbll  asbes  ouerspread. 
And  gentle  Care,  halh  whet  his  karuing  knifis. 
To  cut  in  twaine  the  thread  of  all  my  thrall, 
Desired  death  bowe  ouercommeth  life. 
And  wo  still  workes  to  helpe  in  hasto  with  atl. 
But  since  I  feele  tbese  panges  approching  so. 
And  lothed  life  begin  to  take  bis  leaue. 
Me  tbinkes  it  meete,  to  giue  before  I  go,  , 
Such  lahdes,  and  goodes,  as  I  behind  me  leaue. 

6  Hope  is  euer  countrary  to  a  loaen  PaMion, 


So  to  discbarge  my  troubled  c6iiaciai6^ 
And  eke  to  set  an  other  for-my  beyre, 
Who  might  (perbaps)  be  put  to  great  expeao^ 
To  sue  for  that,  wbicb  I  b«qaeath  htm  ban^ 
Wheiefore  (deere  wenchc)  with  all  my  lUl  ialHl\r 
1  thtts  begin  to  make  my  Testament. 
Fato  non  fortuna. 

HIS  LAST  WYŁŁ  AlID  TBSTAHBBT. 

In  looe  his  mighty  name,  this  eigbt  and  twcsdll 

day, 
Of  frosted  bearded  Januar,  the  enemy  to  Uslj: 
Since  Adam  was  creato,  fioe  thousand  yttm  I 

gesse,  [expi«» 

Fiue  bundreth,  forty  morc  and  fiue,  as  stoiiod* 
I  being  whole  of  minde,   (immortall  Gods  hm 

praise)  [paine  ahrsyes, 

Though  in  my  body  languiahing  with  paągw  rf 
Do  tbui  oidaioe  my  wyli  which  ioog  in  woes  htm 

wepte, 
Beseeching  minę  executoarw  to  aee  it  dudy  kept 
Fyrst  1  beąueath  my  soule  oo  Charons  batte  to 

tende,  {\oAft  cafc. 

Untill  tby  life  (my  loue)  at  last  may  liffat  a 
That  there  it  may  awaito,  to  wayte  rpon  tbj  gte^ 
Wha  tbou  hast  quite  and  clene  Ibrgot  wbatprash 

now  please  thee  most. 
So  shall  it  weU  be  seene  wboae  looe  is  lifce  to  mas: 
For  so  i  meane  to  trye  my  tnith,  and  there  tjił 

then  to  pine. 
My  body  be  enbalmde,  and  cloased  i^i  in  chał, 
With  oyntments  and  witb  spiceries  of  eueiy  •««*« 

the  best: 
And  so  pieseruad  styli  Tntill  the  day  do  cooie, 
That  death  diuorce  my  loue  from  life,  and  trt* 

hir  vp  in  tombe. 
Tben  1  bequeath  my  corpe  to  coucbe  bcoeathe  tor 

bones,  ffortbenoBB. 

And  there  to  feede  tbe  greedy  wormes  that  linger 
To  frette  vppon  ber  fleshe»  wbich  U  to  finę  tbeny 

fore,  ["**• 

This  seruice  may  it  doe  hir  yet,  although  it  do  oo 
M  V  beart  (as  beretofore)  I  must  begueathe  to  Can, 
And  God  he  knowes,  I  tbinke  the  gift  to  nmple  Kk 

bis  share.  ^^ 

But  that  he  may  perceine.  I  meane  to  pay  of^' 
I  wUl  it  shall  be  tak«n  qutcke,  and  bons  m 

bleeding  new, 
As  for  my  fbnerals,  I  leane  that  toye  Bt  Ittęe,  ^ 
To  be  as  minę  executoars  wyli  ginę  ^^'^.  ^ 

charge.  i^ 

Yet  if  my  goodes  will  stretebe  mto  my  sW 
Tben  let  this  order  be  obseruM,  nunc  beyrt  »» 

pay  the  price :  _v.j-  rf 

First  let  the  torche  bearers  be  wiapte  in  *««?f  " 

voe,  t*VS; 

Let  all  their  Hghtes  be  viigin  waxe,  became  I  lo«J 
And  caie  not  though  tbe  twist  be  ooaise  tbat  lam 

tbem  light.  .|^ 

If  fansie  fUme,  and  freewil  flame,  tben  ^fj^ 

needs  bum  bright,  [<Wa«"  *3[ 

Next  tbem  let  come  tbe  quier,  witb  ?«"»?  »JJ 
Recording  all  my  rough  repnlse  and  ^'^V^^ 

my  wrong.  Ł*^ 

And  wben  the  deskant  singes,  in  **•?"*.  j^xm 
Tben  let  fa  buiden  say, (by  lowe)  1  Uu»d snd«y" 

for  loue:  i^| 

About  my  beauy  hearse,  some  '"'''""'^^  il^ic 
Who  migh  tlic  same  acoompany  andi*****'^ 
.  tbegiane. 
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Bat  iet  tliem  he  such  meD>  as  maye  confesse  with 
me, 

How  coDtrary  tbe  lots  of  loue,  to  all  trae  louers 
bee.  [conoeipt, 

Let  Patieoce  be  tbe  Pńest,  tbe  Ciarkę  be  Close 
The  Sextin  be  Simplicitie,  wbicb  meanetb  no  dis- 
csetpt.  [doore, 

Łet  alm^  of  Loue  be  delt,  eaen  at  tbe  Cbaunseil 
And  feede  them  tbere  with  fresbe  deiajres,  as  I 

haoe  bene  of  yore: 
Then  Ict  tbe  yongeat  sort,  be  set  to  ring  Loues 
Bels,  [notbing  else, 

And  pay  Kepentance  for  tbeir  paines,  batgiae  thś 
ThuB  when  the  Dirge  is  done,  ie^  euery  man  de- 
part,  [fuli  bart. 

And  learne  by  me  wbat  hanne  it  is  to  haue  a  faith- 
Those  Htle  laodes  I  baue,  minę  beyre  must  needes 

possesse. 

His  name  is  Lust,  tbe  landes  be  losse,  few  louers 

scape  witb  lesse.  [beąrse, 

Tbe  rest  of  all  my  goodes,  whicb  I  not  berę  re- 

Oiue  Ićarned  Poets  for  tbeir  paines,  to  decke  my 

Tombe  witb  Terse; 
And  Iet  tbem  write  tbese  irordes  vpon  my  carefuU 
chest,  [best. 

\jo  berę  he  lies,  tbat  was  as  trae  (in  loue)  as  is  tbe 
Alas  I  had  forgut  tbe  Parsons  dewe  to  paye, 
Aod  80  my  soule  in  Pui^atorye,  might  remaine 
alway*  [stealtli, 

Tben  for  my  priuie  Tytbes,  as  kysses  caugbt  by 
Sweete  collinges  and  such  otber  knackes  as  multi- 

plied  my  wealth: 
I  giue  tbe  Wickar  berę,  to  please  bis  grecdie  wyli, 
A  deiptie  disbe  of  soger  soppes,  but  saust  with 
tforrow  stil:  [dishe* 

And  twise  a  weeke  at  least,  Iet  digbt  them  for  his 
Pn  Fridayes  and  on  Wedoesdaies,  to  sanę  ex- 

pence  of  fishe. 
Kowe  haue  I  much  beąueatbed  and  Htle  Ie(t  be- 
biude,  [vnkinde. 

And  others  mo  must  yct  be  senied  or  else  I  were 
Wet  eyes  and  wayling  wonlesi  £xecutours  I  make, 
And  fur  their  paine^  ten  pound  of  teares  Iet  either 

of  them  take. 
Let  sorrow  at  the  last  my  Suprauisor  be,   . 
And  stŁdłastnesse  my  surest  steade,!  giue  bim  for 

his  fee« 
Yet  in  his  pattent  place  this  Senteoce  of  prouiso, 
Tbat  he  which  loueth  stedfastly,  shall  want  no 

saure  uf  sorrow. 
Thns  nowi  make  an  ende,  of  this  my  wearie  wyli, 
And  signe  it  with  my  simple  band,  and  set  my 
seale  there  tyli.  [be  i  u  rime, 

And  you  which  reade  my  wordes,  aUhough  they 
Yet  reason  may  perswade  you  eke,  Thos  louers 
dote  sometime. 

THE  8UBSCRŁPT10N  AND  8BAŁE. 

My  mansion  hotise  was  Monę:  from  Dolonrs 

dąJe  I  caine,  [name: 

I  Fatn:  Non  Fortuna,  bigbt,  lo  nowyouknow  my 

My  seale  is  sorrowes  sytbe,  within  a  fielde  of  flame, 

Which cuts  iii  twaine acarefull  heart,  tbe  sweltreth 

in  tbe  satne. 

Fato  non  Fortuna. 

AtsAM,  lo  now  I  beare  tbe  passing  Bell, 
Wh\ch  Care  appointeth  carefullye  to  kooule, 
Aod  in  my  brest,  I  feele  my  heart  now  swell, 
7o  hrfaike  the  stringes, whicb  ioynde  it  tp  my  sonie, 


Tbe  Crystall  yse,  whicb  lent  minę  eyes  tbeir  ligbt, 
Doth  now  ware  dym,  and  dazeled  all  with  dread. 
My  senses  all,  wyli  now  fbrsake  me  qnite. 
And  hope  of  health  abandonoth  my  head. 
My  wearie  tongue  can  talke  no  longrr  now. 
My  trembling  band  nowe.  leaues  my  penne  to  boldp 
My  ioynts  nowe  stretch,  my  body  cannot  bowe. 
My  skinne  lookes  pale,  my  blood  now  waxe(h  c<^ 
And  are  not  these,  the  Tery  panges  of  death  ? 
Yes  surę  (sweete  heart)  I  know  them  so  to  bee, 
They  be  the  panges,  which  striue  to  stop  my 

breatb, 
Tbey  be  the  panges,  which  part  my  lone  from  ther. 
What  sayd  1?  JLoue?  Nay  life:  but  not  my  luuc. 
My  life  departes,  my  loue  continues  styli:  i 

My  iotfaed  lyfe  may  from  my  corpse  remoue. 
My  louing  Loue  sball  alwayes  worke  thy  wyiU 
It  was  thy  wyli  cnen  thus  to  trye  my  truŁh, 
Tliou  hast  thy  wyli,  my  truth  may  now  be  sene, 
It  was  thy  wyli,  that  I  should  dye  in  youtb, 
Thou  hast  thy  wyli  my  yeares  are  yet  but  greneu 
Tfay  penaunce  was  tbat  I  should  pine  in  paine, 
I  haue  perfurmde  thy  penaunre  all  in  wo, 
Thy  pleasare  was  tbat  I  should  here  remaine, 
I  haoe  bene  glad  to  płease  thy  fensie  so. 
Nowe  sińce  I  have  perfbrmed  euery  part 
Of  thy  commaunde,  as  neare  as  tongue  can  tell^ 
Contentthee  yet  before  my  muse  depart. 
To  take  this  Sonet  for  my  last  farewelL 
Falo  non  fortuna. 

'  HIS  FAREWELL. 

FABEWELŁdeere  Loue  wbome  1  baueloned  and 
shall, 
Botb  in  this  world,  and  in  the  world  to  come, 
For  proofe  whereof  my  sprite  is  Cbarons  thrall. 
And  yet  my  corpse  attendant  on  thy  toome. 
Farewell  deere  sweete,  wbose  wanton  wyli  to  pleaw 
Ecbe  taste  of  trouble  seemed  mell  to  me, 
Farewell  sweete  deare«  wbose  doubtcs  for  to  flp> 
I  was  contented  thus  in  bale  to  be.  [pease, 

Farewell  my  lyfe,  farewell  for  and  my  d«atli. 
For  tliee  I  lyuM  for  tbee  nowe  must  I  dye, 
Farewell  from  Bathe,  whereas  I  feele  my  breatb 
Forsake  my  breast  in  great  perplexitie, ' 
Alas  how  welcome  were  this  death  of  mine, 
If  I  had  dyde  betweene  those  armes  of  tbine? 
Fato  non  Fortuna. 

THE  REPORTER8  00NCŁU8I0R. 

WifERE  might  I  now  find  flooddes  of  flowmf 
teares, 
So  to  sufflce  the  swelling  of  mine  eyes. 
How  might  my  breast  Tnłode  the  bale  it  beares?  - 
Alas  alas  how  might  my  tongue  deuise 
To  tell  this  weary  tale  in  wofall  wise? 
To  tell  I  saye  these  tydinges  nowe  of  trufh, 
Whioh  may  prouoke  the  craggy  rockes  to  rutb? 

In  deptb  of  dole  would  Gad  that  I  were  drownde« 
Wbere  flattering  ioyjes  mi:cht  nener  6nde  me  out, 
Or  graued  so  withiif  the  greedy  groundCf 
As  felsedelłghts  might  neoer  breede  my  doabt. 
Nor  goilefull  loue  bir  pnrpose  bring  about : 
Whose  trostletse  traines  in  collour*  for  to  paint, 
I  find  by  proofe  my  wittes  are  all  to  faint 

I  was  that  man  wbome  destinies  ordeine. 
To  beare  ecbe  griefo  tbat  groweth  on  the  mold, 
1  was  that  man  which  proued  to  my  paine. 
Morę  panges  at  once  tbaa  can  witb  tongue  be  toMt 


^ 


1^10 


OASC0IONE'S  POBMS. 


I  WM  th&t  man  (bertof  you  maye  bt  bold) 
Whome  beauen  aod  earth  did  frame  to  scoffe  and 
I,  I  was  be  wbich  to  tbat  end  was  borne,  [icoroa^ 

SufBzed  Dot  my  selfe  to  taste  Łbe  fraite, 
Of  sugred  sowres  wbich  growe  in  gadding  yeares. 
But  tbat  I  must  witb  paine  of  lyke  pursute, 
Perceiue  such  panges  by  paterae  of  my  peares. 
And  feele  bow  fausiesfume  could  fbod  my  pbearat? 
Alas  I  find  all  fates  againgt  me  bent. 
For  nothing  eUe  1  lyue  but  to  lament. 

Tbc  foice  of  friendahip  bound  by  taofy  othe, 
Dyd  drawe  my  wyli  into  tbese  cnAed  wayes, 
¥or  with  my  frend  I  went  to  Bathe  Ttbongh  lotb) 
To  lend  some  comfort  iir  bis  dollie  dayes, 
The  stedfabt  friend  stickes  fiist  at  all  assayest 
Yet  was  I  lotb  soch  time  to  $pend  in  raine, 
Tbe  cause  whereof,  lo  here  1  tell  you  playne. 

By  proofe  I  found  as  you  may  well  perceiue, 
Tbat  afi  good  counsell  was  bat  wome  m  wast, 
8iieb  painted  paines  his  passions  did  deceioe. 
Tbat  bitter  gali  was  mell  to  him  in  tast, 
Wltbin  his  will  such  rootes  of  ruinę  piast, 
As  graffes  of  griefes  were  oniy  giuen  to  growe, 
Wbere  youth  did  plant  and  rash  conceitu  did  sowę. 

I  sawe  at  first  his  eares  were  open  aye 
To  eaery  tale  wbich  ied  him  with  some  hope, 
•As  fast  againe  I  aawe  bim  tamę  away 
Trom  graue  aduise,  which  might  his  conscience 
From  reasons  rule  his  fancie  lightly  lope,   [grope, 
He  onIy  gaue  his  mind  to  get  tbat  gaine, 
Which  most  be  wlsht  and  least  coald  yet  attaine. 

Not  1  alone^  but  many  mo  with  me, 
Had  foond  what  ficklenesse  his  Idoli  Tsed, 
And  bow  she  claimed  Cressides  heire  to  be, 
He  bow  she  had  his  great  good  will  abusedy 
And  how  she  was  of  many  men  nsfiised, 
Who  tride  hir  tricks  and  knew  hir  by  the  kinde, 
Saue  omly  him.  she  madę  no  louer  blinde. 

Bat  what  for  this?  whose  face  is  plainer  seene, 
Than  be  which  thinkes  be  walketh  in  a  net? 
Or  who  in  bale  hath  euer  deeper  beene, 
Than  be  which  thought  his  state  might  not  be  bet. 
In  such  a  iollitye  these  louers  iet, 
Tbat  weale  to  them  doeth  seeme  to  bee  but  wo, 
And  griefe  seemes  ioye,  they  feede  tbeyr  faucyes 
so. 

Tell  him  tbat  reason  oagbt  to  be  his  rule. 
And  be  allowed  no  reason  but  his  owne, 
Tell  him  tbat  best  were  quick]ye  to  recule, 
Before  all  fórce  by  feares  were  ouerthrowne. 
And  tbat  his  bale  were  better  ouerblowne, 
Then  thus  to  pine  remedylesse  in  griefe. 
And  be  would  saye  tbat  griefe  was  his  reliefe. 

Short  tale  to  make  so  łong  be  lyued  thus, 
Tyli  at  the  łast  he  gan  io  deede  to  dy«, 
Bekene  me  Lordes  (and  by  him  tbat  dyed  for  vs) 
I  sawe  him  giue  to  close  his  dying  eye, 
I  sawe  bim  stryue  and  strangle  passingly. 
And  suche  a  griefe  I  tooke,  that  yet  I  not, 
If  be  or  I  had  then  morę  griefe  ygot. 

But  who  hath  seene  a  Lampe  begyn  lo  fadc, 
Which  lacketh  oyle  to  fe^e  his  lyngring  lyght. 
And  then  againe  who  so  hath  seene  it  ■»#/' 


With  oyle  and  weeoke  tokat  tfae  1< 
Let  him  conceyue  that  I  sawe  meh  a  sight. 
Whereof  to  thinke  (althoogh  I  sighde  erewbile) 
Loe  Bowe  I  laugbe  my  sorrowes  to 


Upon  tka  Stones  a  trampltng  ateede  we  hcaid^ 
Wbiicli  came  ful  straight  vnto  our  lodgin^  dooie^ 
A«d  straight  therwith  we  beanl  how  one  enąniide^ 
If  such  a  Knight  (as  1  describde  befose) 
Were  lodged  there:  the  Hoast  withouteii  norę, 
Sayd  yes  forsooth,  and  God  be  knowea  <qaod  he) 
He  is  aa  sieka  as  any  man  maye  bee. 

The  messepger  sware  by  no  bngges  I  trowe^ 
Bot  bad  our  hoast  to  briog  him  when:  be  laye, 
(Suod  I  to  BarthoUnew)  I  beare  by  lowe» 
Ą  voice  which  seemes  somewfaat  of  you  to  aaya: 
And  eare  that  past  not  fuli  a  furioi^  waye, 
Behold  tlie  man  came  stowping  in  at  do9ic» 
And  truth  to  tell  he  syked  wondrous  sore. 

At  last  from  out  his  bosome  dyd  he  tako, 
A  Letter  seałde  yfolded  fayre  and  well, 
Ąnd  kyssiog  it  (I  thinke  for  Mislresse  sake) 
He  sayd  to  Bartholmew:  Syr  Knight  be  well, 
Nuwe  reade  these  lines  the  which  I  neede  not  tc9» 
From  whence  they  come:  but  make  an  eode  ^ 

monę, 
For  you  are  sicke,  and  she  is  woe  begone. 

The  theefe  condemode  and  gone  to  galloiwe  Ut% 
(If  one  crye  Qraoe:  lo  here  a  Pardon  preat) 
Ooth  dye  sometimes,  when  most  he  seemde  to  bc^ 
From  death  redeemd,  such  broots  may  bceede  ia 

brest,  QM«t» 

Twyxt  sodaioe  ioye,  and  tbooghts  which  paiae  0|»- 
The  Romaine  Widdowe  dyed  when  abe  bełield, 
Hir  Sunne  (whome  earst)  She  compted  aiaioe  ia 

fiejd. 

So  Bartholmew  tweene  griefe  and  sodaioe  iofea 
Laye  styli  in  traunce,  me  thinkea  I  see  him  ye^ 
And  out  of  donbte  it  gaue  me  such  aiioye, 
Tot  see  him  so,  him  selfe  in  fancies  fitet, 
Tbat  aurę  I  tfaioogh  his  eyes  in  head  were  set. 
And  that  he  laye  (as  some  saye)  drawiug  on, 
Untill  his  breath  and  all  were  past  and  gone. 

But  hig^  d^nrees  of  heaaen  which  had  oidaiadi^ 
(For  his  docaye)  a  freshe  delaye  of  paine, 
Reuiued  him:-  yet  from  bis  eyes  downe  raind!, 
Such  rewfull  teares  as  moued  me  to  plaine, 
The  dolefull  pligbt  wherein  he  dyd  remaine. 
For  trust  me  now,  to  see  him  sorrowe  so, 
It  might  haue  madę  a  stone  to  melt  in  wo. 

Thrise  dyd  his  tonpue  b^nne  to  tell  his  tboagk^ 
And  thrise  (alas)  it  fultred  in  his  mouth, 
With  stopping  sobbes  and  skalding  sighes  be 
To  vtter  that  which  was  to  me  vnconth.  [saa^t, 
So  staies  tbe  streame,  when  fiiriooslie  it  ioutfa. 
And  filles  the  dikes  where  it  had  wont  to  sarimmc, 
Untill  by  force  it  breakes  aboue  the  brimme. 

At  last  (with  paine)  the  first  word  tbat  he  spake. 
Was  this:  Ala^,  and  therewithall  he  stayed, 
His  feeble  Jawes  and  hollowe  voyce  could  ińakey 
Nonę  othersoonde,  his  thoaghtss  ivareaUdianiajed, 
His  bearye  head  fuli  lowe  in  bosoipe  laycd. 
Yet  when  he  sawe  me  markę  what  he  woukł  saycy 
ńa  erycdtight  out  Alas  and  weiawayc; 


DAN  BARTHOŁMEW  OP  AATHE. 


tu 


Alas  (qand  he)  deare  friend  behold  tbis  Uoude, 
,A.ad  with  that  word  be  gan  againe  to  soitowne: 
*T*he  messenger  whicb  in  a  studdye  sŁoode, 
A.'vakt  at  last:  and  in  minę  eare  dyd  równe, 
SAyiog:  those  lines  which  1  baue  tbere  throwen 
downe, 
R  wrlŁten  all  with  blood  of  hir  owne  bandę, 
»r  wbome  be  nowe  io  tbis  distresse  dotb  stande. 


And  stnce  (anod  be)  Sbe  batb  Toucbaafcd  80^ 
*I*o  sbead  bir  bloud  in  witnesse  of  hir  griefe, 
Itf  e  tbinłies  be  rather  should  relieue  bir  wo: 
*I*ben  tbus  deny  to  send  bir  some  reliefe. 
A.las  aUs  (ąood  be)  sbe  holdes  bim  chiefe. 
JLnd  wełl  wute  I  (wbat  ere  hit  &naie  bee) 
"Tliere  sittea  no  man  no  ueere  bir  heart  as  bee. 

Therewitb  be  raysde  his  beauy  head  aligbt, 
Askaunces  Ha?  in  deede  and  tbinkst  tbon  so? 
But  out  alas  bis  weake  and  weary  sprit^ 
Porbad  bis  tongue  in  furder  termes  to  go.      [Ho. 
His  thougbt  sayd  Haight,  bis  sillic  speacbe  cryed 
And  tbus  be  layen  dompes  and  dolefull  trance, 
Tyli  darksome  nigbt  dyd  aotaewbat  ehaage  his 
c  bance. 

For  wben  thelight  of  day  began  to  fiule. 
And  coartins  rouad  about  his  bed  were  drawne, 
A  golden  slomber  dyd  bis  lymmes  inuade. 
And  beld  biin  hasbt  tyli  daye  againe  gan  dawne, 
Wherehy  Damę  quiet  put  bim  in  a  pawoe. 
To  set  his  tboughts  (which  striued  earst)  at  one. 
And  bad  debatę  be  packing  to  be  gone. 

Percase  sweete  looe  dyd  luli  bim  so  on  sleepe, 
Ferhaps  Damę  fansie  rockt  tbe  Cradell  too, 
HoiF  so  it  were  I  take  thereof  no  keepe, 
With  such  coDceiptes  haoe  I  nothing  to  doo, 
But  wben  be  wakt  be  asked-plainly  wbo, 
Had  brougbt  bim  so  from  ragę  to  quiet  rest, 
And  wbo  bad  borne  tbe  torments  from  bis  brest? 

(Qaod  1)  my  fnend :  here  is  a  letter  lo, 
Bebold  it  here  and  be atlbole againe, 
"Wbat  man  were  be  that  wytber  would  in  wo, 
"Wliich  tbas  migbt  prosper  in  despite  of  puine  ? 
Were  be  not  worse  then  mad  whicb  would  oom* 

plaine, 
On  sucb  a  friend  as  this.to  me  doth  seeme? 
Which  (for  tby  bealtb)  bir  blood  dotb  not  esteeme? 

Tbos  much  I  sayd  to  comfort  bim  God  knowes, 
(But  wbat  I  thougbt  that  keepe  I  cloose  in  hoid) 
Sometimes  a  man  must  flatter  with  bis  foes, 
And  sometimes  saye  that  brasse  is  brigfat  as  CJold: 
For  be  that  batb  not  all  tbinges  as  be  would, 
Must  winkę  sometimes,  as  thougb  be  dyd  not  seey 
And  seeme  to  tb inkę  tkinges  are  not  as  they  bee. 

*Dan  Bartbolnicw  gan  take  tbe  briefe  in  band. 
And  brake  tbe  seale,  but  wben  he  saw  tbe  biood, 
Good  Lord  bow  bolt  ^pright  his  beere  dyd  stand? 
For  though  tbe  friend ly  wordes  therein  weie  good, 
Yet  many  a  tbought  they  rooued  in  his  moode. 
As  well  appeared  by  bis  flecked  cheekes. 
Nowe  cherrye  redde,  nowe  pale  and  greene  as  leękes^ 

I  dreamt  (quod  he)  that  I  wa^i  dooe  ta  deatb. 
And  that  I  laye  (uli  colde  in  eartb  and  ^aye, 
But  that  I  was  restored  ynto  breatb, 
By  one  that  seemde  łyke  PeUycane  to  playe, 
Wbo  shed  bis  blood  to  giiie  me  foode  ałwaye. 


And  madę  me  liue  io  spife  oF  sorrowe  stylł. 
See  bow  my  dreame  agrecs  now  with  tbis  byli? 

His  feebled  wittes  fbrgotten  bad  tbere  wbyk^ 
By  wbome  and  bowe  be  bad  tbis  letter  flrst,' 
But  wben  be  spyde  tbe  man,  then  gan  he  smile. 
For  secreete  ioye  his  heart  dyd  seeme  to  borst, 
Now  tbought  he  best  that  (earst)  he  compte4 
And  louingly  be  dyd  tbe  mnn  embrace^       [worst* 
And  askt  bowc  farde  tbe  roote  of  all  bis  grace? 


See  sodaine  cbannge,  aee  aubtile 
Bebold  bow  looe  can  make  bis  subiectes  blindc^ 
I^  all  men  markę  hereby  wbat  gnilefull  baite^ 
Dan  Cupide  layeth  to  iyae  the  louers  minde: 
Alaoke  alacke  a  slender  tbread  may  binde, 
That  prysonor  last,  wbich  meanes  to  tanye  ity]|» 
A  lytie  road  oorrectes  a  ready  wylL 

The  briefe  wąs  writte  and  blotted  all  with  goie^ 
And  thus  it  sayde:  Bebold  bowe  stedfast  loue, 
Hath  madę  me  hardy  (tbankes  baue  be  tberefore) 
To  write  thesc  wordes  tby  doiibtes  for  to  reroouet 
With  minc  owne  blood:  and  yf  for  tby  behoue, 
These  bloody  lyues  do  not  tby  Cares  conuert: 
I  vowe  tbe  next  shall  bleede  out  of  my  heart. 

I  dwell  to  long  Tpon  thł$  •  hńftlesse  tale, 
For  Bartbolmew  was  well  appeasde  hereby. 
And  feelingly  be  banisbod  his  hale, 
I  Taking  heroin  a  tast  of  remody, 
I  By  lyte  and  lyte  his  fittes  away  gan  flye. 
I  And  in  short  space  he  dyd  recouer  streugtb. 
To  stand  on  foote  and  take  his  horse  at  leogth. 

So  that  we  came  to  London  both  yfere,  ! 
And  tbere  bis  Goddesse  tarryed  tyli  we  came, 

1  am  to  blamc  to  cali  hir  Goddesse  herc,  jj 

Since  sbe  deserude  in  deede  no  Goddesse  namt,  « 

But  surę  I  tbioke  (and  you  may  iudge  tbe  same)  i 

Sbe  was  to  bim  a  Goddesse  in  his  tbought,  ; 
Altbough  perbaps  hir  Shrines  was  ouerbougbt. 

1  maye  not  write  wbat  words  betweene  tbem  pasł, 
Howe  teaiKfs  of  griefe  were  tumde  to  tearesi  of  ioye. 
Nor  bow  their  dole  became  dełight  at  last. 
Nor  how  they  madę  great  myrth  of  much  aooye. 
Nor  how  coutent  was  coyned  out  of  coye, 
But  wbat  I  sawe  and  wbat  I  well  maye  write, 
That  (as  I  maye)  I  mcane  for  to  endite. 

In  lonely  London  loae  gan  nowe  renew, 
This  blooiidye  Letter  madę  it  battle  much,  ^ 

And  all  the  doobtes  wbich  he  in  iansies  drew, 
Were  done  away  as*there  had  bene  nonę  such, 
(  But  to  bim  selfe)  he  barć  no  body  grutch. 
Him  selfe  (he  sayde)  was  cause  of  all  tbis  wo, 
Withouten  cause  that  bir  suspected  so. 

O  louing  Youtbes  tbis  glasse  was  madę  for  yoa. 
And  in  tbe  same  you  may  your  selues  behoki, 
Beleeue  me  nowe  not  one  in  all  your  crew, 
Wbich  (where  he  loues)  hath  courage  to  be  bold, 
Your  Cressides  cli  mes  are  alwares  vncontroId. 
You  dare  not  saye  the  Sunne  is  cleare  and  brightp 
You  dare  not  swęare  that  darkesomc  is  tbe  nigbt. 

Terencewas  wise  wbicłi  taught  by  Pampbilus, 
Howe  coniage  qoailes  wbera  looe  bebliods  the 

sence, 
Thougb  proofe  of  times  makes  lone*e  q«are]ous, 
Yet  tBal  etcttse  lenies  looe  for  knt  dafenoc.    . 


$lt 
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Theae  Courtisanet  hane  poutt  by  pretence.  • 
To  make  a  Svan  of  that  which  was  a  Crowey 
As  tbougb  bUcke  pitche  were  turned  ioto  Snowe. 

Ferenda,  She  wbome  beauen  and  eartb  bad 
framde. 
For  bis  decaye  and  to  bewitcbe  bis  wittes. 
Madę  bim  nowe  thinke  him  selfe  was  to  be  blamde, 
Wbicb  causeles  thos  would  fjet  bimaelfe  in  fittes, 
Sbee  madę  him  tbinke  tbat  9orrowe  sildome  sittes, 
Wbere  trust  is  tyed  in  fast  and  faitfafuU  knottes, 
8be  aayd  Mistrost  was  micete  for  simple  sottes. 

Wbat  wyl  you  morę  sbee  madę  bim  to  beleeue^ 
Tbat  she  lirst  l'»ued  altbougb  she  yooger  were, 
Sbe  madę  him  thinke  that  his  distresse  dyd  greeoe, 
Hir  guiltlesse  minde:  and  (tbat  it  migbt  appeare, 
Howe  these  conceiptes  could  ioyne  or  hang  ylere) 
Sbe  dyd  confesse  howe  soooe  sbee  ynelded  his, 
Sucb  force  (quod  she)  in  leamed  men  there  is. 

Sbe  furder  sayde  tbat  all  to  tnie  it  was, 
Howe  youthfuU  yeares  (and  lacke  of  him  alone) 
Had  madę  hir  once  to  cboose  out  brittle  glasse. 
For  perfect  Gold:  She  dyd  confesse  (with  monę) 
Tbat  youthfully  sbee  bytte  a  wortbiesse  bonę. 
But  that  therein  she  iasted  deepe  delight, 
Tbat  sayde  sbee  not,  nor  I  presume  to  write. 

Sbee  sware  (and  that  1  beare  fuli  well  in  minde) 
How  Dyomede  had  ncuer  Troylus  place, 
Sbee  sayd  and  sware  (how  euer  sate  the  windę) 
That  Admirals  dyd  neaer  know  hir  casOt 
Sbe  sayd  againe  tbat  nener  Moble  Face, 
Dyd  please  hir  lye  nor  moued  hir  to  change, 
Sbe  sayd  hir  minde  was  ncuer  geaen  to  rangę. 

She  sayd  and  sayd  that  Bi  acelettes  were  ybound. 
To  hołd  him  iast  (but  not  to  charme  his  thought) 
She  wysht  therewith  tbat  she  were  deepely  drowod, 
In  Ippocrace:  if  euer  sbe  had  sought, 
Or  dronke,  or  smelt,  or  tanę,  or  found,  or  bought, 
Sucb  Nectar  droppes  as  she  with  bim  bad  drouke, 
(But  this  were  true)  sbe  wisbt  hir  soule  weie 
sonke. 

And  to  conclude,  she  sayde  no  printed  rymes, 
Could  please  hir  so  as  his  braue  Triumphes  dyd : 
Wby  waiider  I?  She  cou^red  all  hir  crimes, 
With  deepe  disceipt,  and  all  hir  ^iles  sbehyd, 
Witb  iained  teares,  and  Bartholmew  she  ryd. 
With  dooUe  gyrthes,  she  byt  and  whyned  both, 

And  madę  him  loue  where  be  bad  cause  to  lotb. 

• 

Theite  be  the  fruittes  which  grow  on  sucb  desire, 
Tlie^  are  the  gatncs  ygot  by  soch  an  art. 
To  late  commes  be  that  seekes  to  qucncbe  the  fire, 
When  flames  possesse  the  house  in  euery  part, 
Wbo  lyst  in  peace  to  keepe  a  quiet  hart. 
Flye  loue  betimes,  for  if  be  once  oretake  him, 
Tben  seeld  or  neuer  sball  be  well  foi-sake  bim* 

If  once  tbou  take  bim  Tenaunt  to  tby  brest. 
No  wrytte  nor  force  can  serue  to  plucke  him 

thence, 
Vo  pylles  can  puige  bis  bnmour  lyke  the  rest, 
Ka  bydes  in  bonea,  and  there  takes  residenee, 
ikgaiDst  bis  blowes  no  bucklar  makes  defeoce. 
And  though  (with  paine)  thoo  put  him  from  tby 

boj4^e, 
Yet  lorkes  hec  styli  in  comen  lyke  a  Moose. 


At  euery  hole  be  ereepeth  in  by  stdtti* 
And  priuilye  be  feedeth  on  tby  ciommesy 
With  spoiles  ▼nseene  he  wastetfa  all  tby  wdth, 
He  playes  boe  peepe  when  any  body  oommes. 
And  dastardlłk  be  seemes  to  dread  tbe  dTommes^ 
Altbougb  in  deede  in  Embusbe  be  awaytes. 
To  take  tbee  stragling  yf  tfaoa  passe  his  straitetb 

So  seemed  now  by  Bartholmews  soooeaae, 
Wbo  yeelded  sonę  mto  this  second  charge^ 
Accusing  styli  bim  selfe  for  his  distresse. 
And  that  he  bad  so  laoguished  at  larg«, 
Sbort  worke  to  make:  he  bad  nonę  otber  cbaige. 
To  beare  łoues  Uowes,  but  sty\\  to  trust  hir  tale^ 
And  pardon  craue  because  be  bread  hir  bale. 

And  thns  he  lyude  contented  styli  with  craft, 
Mistmsting  most,  that  gaue  least  caose  of  doobt, 
He  fledde  mishappe  and  helde  it  by  tbe  haft, 
He  banisht  bale  and  bare  it  styli  about, 
He  tet  in  loue  and  thought  to  bold  him  ont. 
He  seemde  to  bathe  in  perfect  blisse  againe, 
When  (Ood  he  knowes)  he  Ibstred  prinic  paine. 


For  as  tbe  Tree  which  crooked  growes  by 
(Although  it  be  with  propping  Yodecaet) 
In  trackt  of  time  to  crooked  coon«  wyli 
So  could  Ferenda  neuer  morę  ibiget, 
The  lease  at  large  where  she  bir  atinges  head  set. 
But  rangde  againt*,  and  to  hir  byas  fell, 
Sucb  cbanngescbaance  wbere  lost  (for  loue)  dolh 
dwelU 

And  as  it  hapt  (and  6od  his  wyli  it  was) 
Dan  Bartholmew  perceyude  it  ▼ery  plaioe, 
So  tbat  perforce  be  let  his  pleasures  passe* 
And  straue  no  morę  against  the  streame  ia  TainCf 
Rut  therewittoall  he  purchased  sucb  paioc, 
As  yet  I  shrinke  in  minde  tbereof  to  rouse. 
And  maruaile  morę  howe  he  the  same  ooold  Yse> 

His  Instlesse  limmes  which  wonted  wenę  to  syt, 
In  quiet  chaire,  with  pen  and  paper  prest, 
Were  armed  nowe  with  helme  and  hamene  fyt. 
To  seeke  aduentures  boldly  with  tbe  best, 
Hee  went  to  warres  that  wont  to  linę  in  reaL 
And  warres  in  deede  he  niade  witbouten  blofwe% 
For  why  his  friendes  were  nowe  become  bis  focsu 

Sucb  waa  his  bap  to  warre  both  nigfat  and  daye. 
To  watche  and  warde  at  euery  time  and  tyde, 
Though  foes  were  fanre  yet  skowted  he  alway& 
And  when  they  came  he  rousttheir  brontes 
Wbo  euer  fled  he  would  his  head  not  byde. 
Por  surę  dispayre  his  corpse  so  cloae  bad  armed, 
That  by  deathes  darte  be  could  no  whit  be  bannedi 

In  his  Ensigne  these  collonrs  gan  he  chuae, 
B.acke,  white,and  greene,first  blacke  for  momiag 

monę, 
Tben  wbite  for  chaste,  because  be  did  reAise, 
(Thenccfortb)  to  thinke  but  euen  of  bir  alune. 
A  bende  of  greenc :  for  though  his  ioyes  were  goof^ 
Yet  should  it  seeme  he  hoped  for  a  daye. 
And  in  tbat  bende  his  name  he  dyd  displaye. 

Tbat  selfe  same  name  which  in  his  will  be  wrote, 
(You  knowe  my  minde)  when  he  was  ont  of  tonea, 
When  be  subscribde  (which  may  not  be  forgote) 
Howe  that  bis  name  was  Fato  Non  Fortuna. 
And  as  1  gesse  bicause  his  loue  was  Yna,.^ 
That  played  hir  pranckes  according  to  hirkind^ 
He  wrote  these  wordes  bir  bett  excu»e  to  fiade. 
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As  who  sbonid  saye,  lo  destcnies  me  driue, 
A.od  happe  conld  not  baue  oaerthrowen  me  thus: 
t  eonstrew  this  becanse  T  do  beleeue, 
Xliat  ODce  againe  he  wyli  bee  amorous, 
E^  fere  it  mucbe  by  him  that  dyed  for  ys, 
And  who  8o  doubtes  that  caaseles  thus  I  faint. 
bim  but  reade  the  greene  Knights  heauy  plaint. 


'Bartello  he  which  writcth  ryding  tales, 
Sringes  in  a  Knight  which  cladde  was  all  in  greene, 
"^hat  sighed  sore  aiuidde  his  greeuous  gales, 
.And  was  in  hołd  as  Bartholmew  bath  beene. 
But  (for  a  plackę)  it  maye  therein  be  seene, 
'A  baty  that  same  Knigbt  which  there  his  griefes 

begonne^ 
Is  Batts  owne  Fathers  Sisters  brothers  Sonne. 

Weil  sińce  my  borrell  braine  is  all  to  bloontt 
TTo  giue  a  gesse  what  ende  this  man  shatł  baue, 
JLnó  sińce  he  ragKth  not  as  he  was  woout. 
AIthough  sometimes  he  seeme  (alite)  to  craue^ 
Yet  wyli  1  not  bis  doinges  so  dcpraue, 
As  for  to  iodge  (before  I  see  his  ende) 
What  harder  happe  hb  angrie  starres  can  sende. 

And  therewithall  my  wearye  muse  desires, 
*T*o  take  ber  rest :  and  pardon  craues  also, 
Tbat  sfaee  presumde  to  briog  hir  selfe  in  btyers, 
Dy  penning  thos  this  tnie  report  of  wo : 
"With  sillye  grace  these  sorye  rimes  maye  go, 
In  sucb  a  rancke  as  ^artholmew  hath  piast, 
So  that  she«  feares  hir  cunaing  is  diągrast. 

Bot  take  them  yet  in  gree  as  they  be  ment, 
And  wayle  with  mee  the  losse  of  sucb  a  man  : 
I  coumpt  bim  lost  because  I  tee  him  bent, 
*ro  yeld  againe  where  first  his  greefie  began. 
And  thongh  I  cannot  write  as  wthers  can. 
Some  mouraefall  rerse  to  moue  you  monę  his  &1I, 
Yet  weepe  (with  me]  yoo  faythfull  louers  all. 
Finis.  quod  Dixit  &  Dixit, 

ŁBNUOTB. 

Syr  Salamankę  to  thee  this  tale  is  tolde, 
Perose  it  well  and  cali  vnto  thy  minde, 
The  pleasaunt  place  where  thou  dydst  first  behołd 
The  rewfUl!  ryraes:  remember  how  the  Windę 
Dyd  calmelyc  blowe :  and  madę  me  leaue  behinde, 
Some  leaoes  thereof :  wbiles  1  sate  reading  styli, 
Aod  thoa  theu  seemdst  to  hearken  with  good  wyli 

Beleeoe  me  nowe,  hadst  thoa  not  seemd  to  lyke 
The  wofull  wordes  of  Bartholmews  discourse, 
They  shoald  haue  lyen  styli  drowned  in  the  dyke, 
Lyke  Sybylls  leaues  which  flye  with  lytle  force, 
But  for  thou  seemdst  to  take  therein  renaorce. 
I  sought  againe  in  comers  of  my  breśt, 
To  flóde  them  out  and  place  them  with  the  rest, 

Sucb  skyll  thou  hast  to  make  me  (foole)  beleeue^ 
My  bables  are  as  braue  as  any  bee, 
Well  sińce  it  is  so»  let  it  aener  greeue 
Thy  friendly  minde  this  worlblesse  vene  to  see 
.In  print  at  last :  for  trust  thou  ynto  mee, 
Thine  onely  prayse  dyd  make  me  venture  forth. 
To  set  in  shewe  a  thing  s^  litle  worth. 

Thus  Tnto  thee  these  leaues  I  recommend, 
To  i^ade,  to  raze,  to  riew,  and  to  correct, 
Youchsafe  (my  friend)  therein  for  to  amend 
That  is  amisse,  remember  that  our  sect, 
Is  snre  to  bee  with  fioutes  alwayes  infect. 

YOL,  II. 


And  sińce  most  mockes  Mryll  light  rppon  my  muse^ 
Youchsafe  (my  friend)  ber  fauites  for  to  peruse* 
Tam  Marti  quam  Mercurio. 


THE  FRUITES  OF  WAKREi 

Written  vppon  this  theame,  Duke  BdUtm  inexperHh 
and  it  was  written  by  peecemeale  at  sundrye 
tymesj  as  the  Aucthour  had  vacaunt  leysures 
from  sernice,  being  begon  at  Delfe  in  UoUande^ 
and  dyrected  to  the  rygbt  honou  rabie  the  Lord 
Greye  of  Wylton  as  appeareth  by  the  Epistle 
Dedicatory  next  following. 

To  the  Right  honorable  and  minę  especiall  good 
Łonle^  the  Lorde  Greye  of  Wylton. 

Mv  dingular  good  Lorde:  1  am  of  opinion  that 
long  before  this  time  your  honour  bath  througbiy 
perused  the  booke,  wbich  I  prepared  to  bee  seot 
vnto  you  somewhat  before  my  comming  byther« 
and  therewithall  I  doe  lykewise  coniectour  that 
you  haue  fouode  therein  iu«t  cause  to  langfa  at 
my  follies  forepassed.  8o  that  t  am  partly  iu 
doubte  wbether  I  were  morę  oueraeene  in  my  first 
deuising,  or  in  my  last  dyrecting  of  the  same?  Bot 
as  fantasticall  homoors  are  common  imperfectiont 
in  greene  ynmellowed  brarnes:  So  hope  t  yet  that 
your  good  Lordshippe  wyli  rather  winkę  at  my 
weakenesse  in  generallitie,  than  reproue  my  rash- 
nesse  in  perticularitie.  And  because  I  would  bee 
glad,to  drawe  your  Lordshippe  into  forgetfolnesse 
thereof,  by  freshe  recorde  of  some  morę  martiall 
matter,  as  also  for  that  I  would  haue  your  Honour 
perceaue  that  in  these  lyngering  broyles,  I  do« 
not  altogeather  passe  ouer  my  time  in  ydlenesse: 
I  haue  therefore  thought  meete  nowe  to  present 
you  with  this  Pamphlete  written  by  stelth  at 
sucb  timcs  as  ^e  Loytered  from  seruice.  And 
the  sobiect  thereof  being  wahie,  I  could  not  morę 
coouenientlye  addresse  the  same  tuIo  any  Mar- 
shiall  man,then  vnto  your  good  Lordshippe:  Whome 
I  haue  heard  to  be  an  vniuersall  patrone  of  all 
Souldionrs,  and  haue  found  to  bee  an  exceeding 
feuouroar  of  mee  your  vAworthy  follower.  The 
yerse  is  rongbe.  And  a  good  reason,  sithence  it 
treateth  of  roughe  matters,  but  if  the  sence  be 
good  then  baue  I  byt  the  markę  which  I  shote  at: 
Knowing  that  your  Lordshippe  can  winne  Honny 
out  of  the  Thistle*  And  sucb  as  it  is,  I  dyrect  it 
▼nto  your  Honour.  Beseeching  the  same,  to  taka 
it  in  gree,  and  to  perceaue  that  I  am  and  euer  wyli 
continew* 

Your  Lordshipt 

most  bounden  and  assured. 
GKORGE  OASC01GNEi> 


HUŁCB  USŁŁUM  TllBXPERri8 

To  write  of  Warre  and  wote  not  what  it  is, 
Nor  euer  yet  could  march  where  War  was  made^ 
May  well  be  thought  a  worke  begonne  amia, 
A  rash  attcmpt,  in  woorthlesse  verse  to  wadę. 
To  tell  the  triall,  knowing  not  the  trade: 
Yet  sucb  a  vaine  euen  nowe  doth  feede  my  Muse^ 
That  in  this  theame  I  must  some  labor  Tse. 

>  This  dedication  is  omitted  in  the  edition  ef 
1587.  C. 

Ii  L 


fiu 


GASCOIGNE'S  POEMS. 


2  And  berewithal  I  cannot  but  confeite, 
Howe  yDexpert  I  am  in  feates  of  warre : 
For  morę  thao  wrytin^  doth  tbe  same  expresM, 
I  may  not  boast  of  any  cruell  ian'e. 
Nor  Taunt  to  see  i\ill  valiant  facts  fiom  farre: 
t  haue  nor  b«ne  in  Turkie,  Denmarke,  Greece^ 
Ne  yet  i  u  Colch,  to  winne  a  Golden  fleece. 

5  But  nathdesse  I  some  wbat  reade  in  writte, 
Of  high  exploits  by  Martiall  men  ydone,- 
And  thererpon  I  haue  presumed  yet. 
To  take  iń  hande  tbis  Poeme  uow  begonne : 
Wberin  1  meane  to  tell  what  race  they  ronne, 
Wbo  foliowe  Drummes  before  they  knowe  tbe 

dubbe, 
And  bragge  of  Mars  before  they  feele  bis  clubbe. 

4  Which  talk  to  tell,  let  first  with  penne  de- 

clarii* 
What  tbing  warre  ig,  and  wbcreof  it  proceeds, 
What  be  the  fruiteą  that  fali  vnto  tbeir  share 
That  gapę  for  honor  by  those  banghtie  deeds, 
/What  bloudie  broyles  in  euery  state  it  breeds  : 
A  weary  woi'ke  yneths  I  shall  it  write, 
Yet  (as  I  may)  1  masl  tbe  same  endite. 

5  The  Poeta  olde  ih  their  fonde  fables  faine, 
,Tbat  mightie  Mars  is  god  of  Warre  and  Strife, 
TheseastronomersStbinke,  where  Mars  doth  raigne, 
That  all  debatę  and  discorde  must  be  rife, 
Some  tbinke  Bellona  goddessc  of  that  life : 

So  that  some  one,  and  some  another  iudge. 
To  be  thc  cause  of  euery  greeuous  grudge. 

6  Amoug  the  rest  that  Paintei-4  had  some  skill, 
Which  tbus  in  armes  did  once  set  out  the  same, 
A  fielde  of  Geules,  and  on  a  Golden  bill 

A  stately  towne  consumed  all  with  flame, 
On  cheafe  of  Sabie  (takea  from  the  darae) 

tA  sneking  babę  (oh)  borne  to  bide  myschaunce, 
Begoarde  with  bloud,  and  peiced  with  a  launce. 

7  On  high  the  Helme,  I  beare  it  well  in  minde, 
The  Wreath  was  Siluer  poudred  all  with  shot, 
About  the  which  fgouite  At  sangj  did  twinde 

A  roli  of  Sabie,  blacke  and  foule  beblot, 
The  Creast  two  handes,  which  may  not  be  forgot, 
For  in  the  Ris:ht  a  trenchand  blade  did  stande. 
And  in  the  Lctt  a  firie  burning  brande. 

8  Tbus  Poets,  Painters,  and  Astronomers, 

Haue  giuen  their  gesse  tbis  subiect  to  deflne, 

Yet  are  Ibose  three,  and  with  them  trauellers. 

Not  best  betrust  among  tbe  Worthies  nine, 

Their  woordes  and  workes  are  deemed  not  diuine : 

But  wby  ?  God  kuowes  (my  matter  not  so  marre,) 

Unlesse  it  be  bicause  they  faine  to  &rre. 

— I ^ — , — — 

9  Well  then,  let  see  what  saytb  tbe  common 

voice5,  '  [say? 

These  olde  say^e  sawes,  of  warre  what  can  they 
Wbo  list  to  barken  to  their  whispring  noisie, 
•May  heare  them  talke  and  tattle  day  by  day, 
^  That  Princes  pryde  it  cause  of  warre  alway : 
Plentie  brings  pryde,  pryde  plea,  piea  phie,  pine 

peace, 
Peace  plentie,  and  to  (say  they)  they  neuer  cease. 

*  i  definito.  <  Poet*s  and  Astronomers  definition. 
4  Painters  detcription.  ^  Common  ptoples 

opinioa. 


'    10  And  ihough  it  haue  bene  tbon^t  tt 

steele, 
Which  people  prate,  and  preach  abone  the 

I"  Yet  could  1  neijer  any  reason  fcele« 
To  tbinke  F99  populi  9ox  Dei  est, 
As  for  my  skill.  I  compt  biói  but,  aJicAgt- 
^*^**' jh  tnit*^h  *|^|*^*j*  tQ  flyeU,m  common 
Wbere  euery  fourden  wid  become  a  leecbT^ 


1 1  Then  what  is  warre  ?  de6ne  it  right  at  lati^ 
And  let  fs  set  all  olde  sayde  tawes  aside, 

Let  Poets  lie,  let  Painters  fiiigne  as  &tt, 
Astronomers  let  markę  how  starres  do  glide. 
And  let  these  Trauellers  tell  wonders  wide  s 
But  let  vs  teli  by  trustie  proufe  of  trutb, 
What  thing  is  warre  which  raiseth-  all  thts  mtk 

12  And  for  my  parte  my  fansie  for  to  vriglst*« 
M  say  that  warre  is  euen  tbe  sconr^e  of  God. 

Tormenti ng  such  as  dwelJ  in  princdie  pligfaŁ. 


Yet  not  ret 

wi 


arde  the  reachipg  pf  bis 
s  and  duetles 


Wbo  raung[e  at  ran3on  igsŁin^  ą^  tj^^  iltf ^ 
^dEougb.tBYy  rai^n^e  to  do  enen   wl^at  JbfT 
lusjt 

15  Whomę, 

Npr,dearth  can  drawe  to  mendę  tJbat  U. 
W  ithin  wbosgTieartiś'!!^^  pfjie*]fedeP^ 
Nftr^right  can  .rule  to^iaJ^g^wbaJjs 
Whoio^  sickneśse  .SUlufiUugot,  nor 

bliśse : 
Yet  cannSIgh  loue  b  v  wysjjB  of  bloudie 
Sende  śchoiemaisters  to  teaSITt^Seni"  wiuit 

are. 

14  Then  sinoe  tbe  case  so  plaine  by  proufe  dtifc 
stande, 
That  warre  is  such,  and  such  alwayes  it  was, 
Howe  chaunceth  then  that  many  take  in  baode 
To  ioy  in  warre,  whilet  greater  płeasures  passe? 
Wbo  compt  the  quiet  Burgher  but  an  Asse, 
That  jiucs  at  ease  cotitented  with  his  owne, 
Whiles  they  seeke  morę  and  yet  are  oueithrowne. 

\5  If  Mars  mooue  warre,  as  Starcoonoers  eta 
tel, 
And  Poets  eke  in  fables  vse  to  faine, 
Or  if  Bellona  cause  mennes  beartea  to  swell 
By  deadly  grudge,  by  rancor  or  dysdaioe, 
Then  what  delicht  may  in  that  life  remaine  ? 
Wbere  anger,  wrath,  teeoe,  mischiefe  and  debatę^ 
Do  still  ypholde  the  piUars  of  the  State  } 

16  If  Painters  craft  haue  truły  warre  dysplayd^ 
Then  is  it  woOrsse  (and  tyadde  it  i^  a^l  bfst) 
Wbere  townes  destroyde,  and  fields  with  bloud 

berayd^/ 
Yong  children  slaine,  olde  widdowes  foule  opprest, 
Maydes  rauisbed,  both  men  and  wiues  distrest: 
Short  tale  to  make|  where  ćworde  and  cindńi^ 

flame 
Consnme  as  much  as  eartb  and  ayre  maj  frame. 

17  If  pryde  make  ^^rre  (as  common  people 

prate) 
Then  is  it  good  (no  doubt)  as  goocf  may  bee^ 
For  pryde  is  toote  of  eujU  in  enerie  state, 

*  Tbe  Authors  definition. 


THE  FRUITES  OF  WARRfi, 

^e  sowrse  of  sinne,  the  very  feend  his  fee, 
The  head  of  Heli,  the  boagh,  the  braoncb,  the 

tree, 
From   which  do  spńog  and  sproute  sucb  fleshlie 

seedes, 
As  aothin;  eUe  but  moane  and  myschiefe  breedes. 

18  But  if  warre  be  (as  I  haae  tayde  before)   '^ 
Oods  acourge,  wbich  doth  both  Priace  and  peopłe 

tamę, 
Thcn  warne  the  wiser  corte  by  leamed  lorę,        * 
To  flee  from  that  which  bringeth  oaught  but  blame, 
And  Jet  m^n  compt  it  griefe  and  no^  a  f^1g^^ 
To  feele  the  ourden  of  Gods  niigWe  Kande, 
"When  he  concludeś  in  iudgement  for  to  stande. 


19  Oh  Princc''  be  pleaade  witl»  tbine  owne  dia- 

Copfine  tny  countrjes  with  their  common  boundes. 
EnlagaŁafijMicle,  iie  stretch  thou  noi^iby  streame. 
I^nne  vp  thy  pleasure  in 'Repentańce  pouncles, 
Least  thine  owne  swoide  be  caose  of  all  thy 

Wounde?  : 
Claime  nought  by  \irarre  where  title  is  not  good,1 
It  isGods  scoarge,  then  Priucebeware  thy  bloudJ 

20  Oh  Dukes,  oh  Earls,  oh  Barons,  Knights  and 

squier8  ■, 
KepP-y/WjąŁątent  wriththąt  which  \9  yoar  owne^ 
Łet  brauerie  neuer  bring  you  in  his  briers^ 
Seeke  not  to  mowę  where  you  no  seede  haue  sowne, 
Let  not  your  neighbore  hoose  be  onertbrowne, 
To  make  your  garden  straight,  round,  euen  and 

sąuare, 
For  that  is  warre,  (Oods  scouifpe)  then  Lordes  be- 

ware. 

21  Oh  bishops,  deacons,  prelates,  priests  and 

aU*, 
Striue  not  for  tythes,  for  glebelande,  nor  for  fees. 
For  polling  Peter  pens,  for  popish  Pall, 
For  proud  pturalities,  nor  newe  degrees, 
And  though  you  tbinke  it  lubberłike  to  leese, 
Yet  sboulde  you  lende  that  one  halfo  of  your 

cote: 
Then  Priests  leaue  warre,  and  leame  to  sing  that 

notę. 

22  Oh  lawlesse  Lawyers,**  stoppe  your  too  long 

nose, 
Wherwith  you  smeU  your  needie  neighbors  lacke, 
Which  can  pretende  a  title  to  suppose, 
And  in  your  rules  Tplandish  loutes  can  racke, 
Till  you  haue  broughttheirwealth  yntotbie  wracke : 
This  is  plaine  warre,  although  you  termę  it  strife, 
Which  God  will  scourge,  then  Ławyers  leaue  this 

life. 

23  Oh  Merchants"  make  morę  conscience  in 

an  oth, 
Sell  not  your  Silkes  by  danger  nor  dęceyte, 
Breake  not  your  bankes  with  coine  and  credite 

bothe, 
Heape  not  your  hoordes  by  wilinesse  of  weyght. 
Set  not  to  sale  your  subtilties  by  sleight, 
Brcede  no  debatę  by  bargayning  for  dayes. 
For  God  will  skourge  such  guiles  tenne  thousand 

wayes.  ■ 

ł  Pfince.         S  Nobilitie.        » Prelacie. 
f*  Uwyers.        "  Merchantt. 
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24  Oh  countrie  clownes,^*  your  doset  see  j/^ott 
keepe» 

With  hedge,  and  ditche,  and  markę  your  meadil 

with  meares, 
Ł«t  not  damę  flatterie  in  your  bosome  creepe. 
To  tell  a  flttone.in  your  Landlordes  eares. 
And  say  the  ground  is  his  as  playne  appeares. 
Where  you  but  set  the  bouuders  foorth  to  farre: 
Plie  you  the  plough  and  be  no  cause  of  warre. 

25  Oh  common  people*3  clayme  nothing  bat 
right, 

▲nd  ceasae  to  seeke  that  you  haue  neuer  lost, 
Striue  not  for  triAes:  make  not  all  your  might 
To  put  your  neighbours  purse  to  needelessę  cost/ 
When  yourownegiłte  is  spent,  then  farewell  frost: 
The  Lawyer  gayues,  and  leadies  a  Lordly  lyfe, 
Whiles  you  leese  all  and  begge  to  stinte  you 
stryfe. 

So^Knew  Itings  and  Princes  What  ś,  payne  it 

were, 
To  winne  mo  realmes  than  any  witte  can  weelde^ 
To  pine  in  hope,  to  fret  as  fiist  for  fedre, 
To  see  their  subiects  murdred  in  the  fieldy 
To  loose  at  last,  and  then  themselues  to  yeeldy 
To  breake  sounde  sleepe  with  carke  and  inward 

care,  [fare;*^ 

They  would  loue  peace,  and  bidde  warre  well  to 

27 Qf  noble  men  and  gentle  bloodes  yborne; 
Wist  what  it  were  to  haue  a  widdo\Ves  corse, 
Knew  they  the  dLourge  of  God  (which  wrogs  dotli 

skome)  J 
Who  sees  the  poore  still  wronged  to  the  worse, 
Yet  stayes  reuenge  till  he  it  list  disburse  : 
Wist    they  what  were  to    catcbe  Oods  after 

clappeSj 
Then  would  they  not  oppresse  somucb  perhappcf, 

28  These  spirituall  Pastors,  nay  these  spitefull 

Popes, 
Which  ought  to  tende  a  lanteme  to  the  rest,     . 
Had  they  themselues  but  light  to  see  the  ropes, 
And  snares  of  Heli  which  for  their  foete  are  drest^ 
Bicause  they  pili  and  pole,  bycause  they  wrest. 
Bycause  they  couet  morę  than  borrell  men, 
(Harde  be  their  hartes)  yet  would  they  tremblc 

then. 

29  Lawyers   and  Marchants  put   them  both 

yfeare, 
Could  they  foresee  how  iast  theyr  heyres  lashe  out, 
If  they  in  minde  this  old  Prouerbe  could  beare. 
De  bonis  maleparłis  vix  (through  out) 
CfmidebU  tertius  kofres  out  of  doubt, 
They  would  pcrcase  morę  peaóe  than  piea  pro-* 

cure, 
Since  goods  ill  got,  so  little  time  endure* 

30  Whiles  Pierce  the  Plowmą  bopes  to  picke  a 

thake,^  — 

By  mouing  boundes  (which  got  skarcę  graze  his 

goose) 
His  Landlord  lawes  so  long  tO  winne  that  bąake, 
Till  at  the  last  the  Fermę  and  all  flies  loose, 
Then  fiarewell  Pierce  the  roan  proues  but  a  monse. 
And  seekes  a  cottage  if  be  could  one  get, 
So  fayre  be  fisbt  by  moning  mischlef  yet. 


'A  Husbandmeo. 


is  CSmunaltie. 
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31  If  common  people  could  foresee  the  fine, 
Which  lights  at  last  by  lashing  out  at  law<>!, 
Then  whobest  louei  this  qaestioD,  Myneor  Thyne, 
WotUd  neuer  grease  the  greedy  sergeants  pawe. 
But  sit  at  home  and  learae  thig  old  say^  sawe, 
Had  1  reaenged  bene  of  euery  hanne. 
My  coate  h&d  neuer  kept  me  halfe  8o  wannę. 

33  But  whether  now  ?  my  wittes  are  went  awrie, 
I  baue  pre«umde  to  preache  to  )ong  Gad  wote. 
Wbere  mioe  empryse  was  well  to  testifie 
How  sweet  warre  is  to  such  as  knowe  it  not,  ^^ 
I  baue  but  toucht  tbetr  yll  łuck  and  their  lot, 
Whicb  are  the  cause  why  strife  and  warres  begin, 
Kuught  haue  I  sayd  of  such  as  serue  therein. 

33  And  tberwithal  I  termed  haue  all  strife, 
AU  quare11sy  contecks,  and  all  crudl  iarres,  « 
Oppressións,  bryberes,  and  all  greedy  life, 

To  be  (in  genere)  no  bet  than  warres, 

Wherby  my  theame  is  stretcht  beyond  the  starres. 

And  I  am  entred  in  a  field  .so  lai^,  ^ 

As  to  much  matter  doth  my  Muse  surcbarge. 

34  But  as  the  bawke  which  sdareth  in  the  skie, 
And  dymbes  aloft  for  sotlace  of  hir  wing, 

The  greater  gate  she  getteth  vp  on  highe, 
The  truer  stoupe  she  makes  at  any  thing: 
So  shall  you  see  my  Mnsó  by  wandering, 
Finde  out  at  last  the  ri^ht  and  ready  way, 
And  kepe  it  surę  though  earst  it  went  astray. 

35  My  promisse  was,  and  I  recorde  it  so, 
To  write  in  verse  (Ood  wot  though  lyttle  worth) 

I  That  warre  segmessweątgJSOJttCh.  aftimifiJmo^e 
'  What commestherby , what frute»  it bringeth forth : 
WhS^ńowes  nonę  euil  his  minde  no  bad  abhortb» 
But  such  as  once  haue  fealt  the  skortching  fire. 
Will  seldome  (efte)  to  play  with  flame  desire. 

36  Thenwarre  is^badde;  and  so  itjsindeede, 
Yet  are  threę  sprtes  which  IHenn"take  defigKt, 
BiiTWho  tireyl)e"itow  fifeflienańd  take  Beede, 
I^or  (as  I  may)  I  meaue  their  names  to  Wright, 
The  first  higbt  Hanglji^j^  hąftg.  a  roan  of  might, 
The  second  Grecj^jasuiide  most  men  do  cali, 
And  Misęr  (he  the  mome)  cómes  last  of  all. 

37  As  for  tbe  flrstH,  three  sparkes  of  mighty 

moode 
Desire  of  fąme,  dUda^ne  of  Idłenesse, 
And  bope  of  honor y^soi^flaińe  his  bloud, 

Thąthę  hauals  wąrre  to  winne  but  wór(h,ip®^^ 
His  doughty  deedes  alwayćs  deciare  no  lesse ) 
Por  whyles  most  men  for  gained  or  malice  fight, 
He  gapes  for  glory  setting  lyfe  but  light. 

38  O  noble  mind  :  alas  and  who  conid  thinke, 
So  good  a  bart  so  hard  a  hapjpe  should  haue? 

A  sweete  perfume  to  ta\\  into  a  sinke, 
A  costly  iewell  in  a  swelling  waue, 
Is  happe  as  harde  as  if  in  greedy  graue, 
The  lustiest  lyfe  shouid  9bryned  be  perforce, 
Befbre  dyre  deathe  gyue  sentence  of  diuorce* 

;      39  And  such  I  counte  the  happe  of  Hanghty 
-  hart, 

:  Which  hunts  (nought  els)  but  honor  for  to  get, 
Wheretreason^malyce,  sicknessei  sore  and  niuurte, 

M  Ifaughty  barttf. 


With  many  myschieues  moe  his  porpote  let. 
And  he  meane  wbile  (which  might  haue  spent  «Ł 

bet) 
But  loseth  time,  or  doth  the  same  mispend, 
i^uch  guerdons  giues  the  wicked  warre  at  end. 

40  I  set  asłde  to  tell  the  restlesse  toyle, 
The  mangled  corps,  the  lamed  limbes  at  last, 
The  shortned  yeares  by  fret  of  feuers  fbyle, 

The  smoothest  skinne  with  skabbcs  ańd  skan^s 

disgnut, 
The  frolicke  faiiour  fronnst  and  ibule  deiast» 
Tbe  broken  sleepesi  the  dreadfull  dreames,    tbe 

woe,    ^^ 
Which  wonne  with  warre  and  cannot  finom  him 

goe. 

41  I  list  net  write  (for  it  becommes  me  not] 
The  secret  wrath  which  God  doth  kindle  oft« 
To  see  thej^ucklings  put  vnto  thepot. 
Ta  heare  thefr  yilUcssfc  bH^ffift  y^id  cries  aloftCj 
And  cali  for  vengeance'vnto  him,  hut  softe 
The  Souldiours  tbey  commit  those  beyoous  aetes, 
Yet  Kings  and  Captajrnes  answere  for  such  fiictes. 

49  Whatneede  me  now  at  lai^  fbr  to  i«- 

hearse, 
The  force  of  Fortune,  when  she  list  to  frowne? 
Why  should  I  heere  display  in  barreyne  Yerse, 
How  realmes  are  tumed  topsie  turuie  downe, 
How  Kings  and  Keysars  loose  both  clayme  and 

crowne  ł 
Whose  haughty  harts  to  hent  all  honour  haunte« 
Till  high  mishaps  their doughtiest  deedes  do  daunte. 

43  All  these  with  mo  my  penne  shalt  onerpasse, 
^ince  Haughty  harte  hath  fixt  his  finosie  thns» 

Let  chaunce  (saye^h  he)  be  fickell  as  it  was, 

Si  honus  (in  re  mola)  Aninwit^ 

Nam  omne  tolum  viroforHs  lus, 
^nd  fie  (sayeth  he)  for  goods  or  filthie  gaine, 
,j  gapę  fur  glorie,  all  the  rest  is  vayne. 

44  Yayne  is  the  rest,  and  that  most  Tayne  of 

all, 
A  smouldring  smoke  which  flieth  with  euery  windę, 
A  tickell  (reasure,  like  a  trendlyng  bali, 
A  passing  pleasure  mocking  but  the  minde, 
A  fickle  fee  as  iansie  well  can  finde. 
A  sommers  fmite  whiche^long  can  neuer  laatf 
But  ripgflęth  soone,  and  roges  againe  as  fesL 

45  And  tell  me  Haughty  harte,  confesse  a  trath, 

B ut  trayiies  ok'  ireasón  (dii  tite  morę  ue  mtb) 
Could  Tudermine  the  Bulwarkes  of  this  forte. 
And  raze  his  ramparts  downe  in  snudrie  sorte? 
Searcb^  all  thy  bookes.    and  thgu»til)alt  finde 

^*       tusiaan,-- 

That  honour  ij 


46  Aske  lulius  Cssar*'  if  this  tale  be  troe, 
The  man  that  conquered  all  the  world  so  wide, 
Whose  onely  worde  commaunded  all  the  cnie, 
Of  Romayne  Knights  at  many  a  time  and  tide» 
Whose  pompę  was  thongfat  so  great  it  could  ooi 

glide. 
At  last  with  bodkins  dubd  and  doust  (o  deatb. 
And  all  fai<  glorie  banisht  with  his  breath. 


■'Caesar. 
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47  Of  malice  morę  what  shoiild  I  make  dis- 

couroe, 
Than  thy  foule  hll  proodePompey>^by  tbyname, 
Whose  swelling  harte  enuying  CsMars  ibrce, 
DicI  boyle  and  burne  m  will  and  wicked  flame, 
By  his  downe  fali  thy  fonder  cljrme  to  frame, 
Till  tbine  owne  head  bebathed  with  enmies  teares, 
I>id  ende  thy  glorie  with  thy  youthfull  yeares; 

48  Alas  alas  how  many  may  we  readet 
Wbome  sicknesse  sithe  hath  cut  as  greene  as 

grasse?  [leade? 

Whome  colde  in  Campes  hatb  cbanngd  as  pale  as 
'Whose  greace  hath  molt  all  caffed  as  it  was, 
'With  charges  giuen,  with  skarmouching  in  chasse? 
Some  lamed  with  goute  (soone  gotten  in  tbe  field) 
Some  forst  by  fluxe  all  glorie  vp  to  yeeld. 

49  Of  soday ne  sores,  or  clappes  caught  Tnaware, 
By  swoide,  by  shotte,  by  mischief,  er  by  .minę, 
What  neede  I  morę  esamples  to  declare, 

Then  Montacute'''  wfaich  dled  bg  doome  deuine  ? 
For  when  he  bada]!  ^'^HfSjSSy^iJ'!  j*"**! 
From  Tofty  towrę. discmieri n^  j)f  łusijfoes^ 
A  Ćannons  clappe  Jioarihis  elorie  lose. 

50  I  had  forgot  (wherein  I  was  to  blame) 
Of  bolde  braue  Bourbon^'  somewhat  for  to  say 
Tbat  Haugbty  harte  whomfe  neuer  Prince  could 

tamę,  [way, 

Whome  neytfaer  towne  could  stoppe  nor  wali  let 
Nor  king  nor  Kęyser  could  his  ioniey  stay : 
His  Epitaph  dowąe  set  Tpon  his  Tombe 
I>eclares  no  lesse :  I  leaue  it  to  your  doome. 

Deukto  Galio,  Audo  Imperio^  Ihni^t  obsetto,  I 

tuperata, 
Jloma  eapia^  Borbonij  hoc  marmór  babeł  emeres*9» 

51  Oh  glorious  title  rihging  out  renowne, 
Oh  Epitaph  of  honor  and  high  happe, 

Who  reades  tbe  same  as  it  is  tbere  set  downe, 
Would  tbinke  tbat  Borbon  sate  in  fortunes  lappe, 
And  could  not  faU  by  cbaunce  pf  after  clappe : 
Yet  be  that  wrote  this  thundring  flattering  Terse, 
Left  t>ut  one  thing  which  I  must  needes  reheane. 

52  For  when  he  had  his  king  by  warre  foredone* 
Enlargde  tbe  Empyre  and  besiegde  the  Pope, 
Taoe  Romę,  and  Italy  bad  ouerronne, 

Yet  was  he  forst,  alwayes  from  lawes  to  łope. 
And  tradge  from  triall  so  to  scape  the  ropę : 
Yea  morę  than  that  a  banisht  man  be  serued, 
Least  loued  of  them  whose  tfaaoks  he  most  de* 
senied. 

53  Lo  lordings  here  a  lesson  for  the  nones, 
Behold  this  glasse  and  see  yourselues  therein, 
This  Epitaph  was  writte  for  worthiŁ.ones. 
F^rHaughty  harts  which  honor  bunt  to  winne. 
BevaHj^BS^reV^W^A'throyl^.j^ou,da.hegiu. 
For  smiling  lucke  hath  oft  times  Finem  durwm^ 
And  therefore  tbinke  pofii/  victoria  Curam, 

54  And  yet  if  glory  do  your  harts  inflame, 
Or  bote  destre  a  haoghty  name  to  haue, 

Or  if  yoo  thirst  for  high  renowne  or  famę. 
To  blase  such  brute  as  ttme  migbt  not  depraue, 
You  leese  the  laboui^that  you  might  well  sa^e: 
For  many  a  prayse  in  that  meane  whiłe  you  past, 
'   Which  (bet  thaa  warre)  might  make  your  name 
tolast' 

■*  Fompey        ^''  Montacute  Earle  of  Salisbury. 
iB  Bortx»ii.        '^  BorboDf  epitaph. 


55  As  first  (percase)  yoa  skipt  Phylosophie, 
That  noble  skill  which  doth  surmount  the  rest^ 
Wherto  if  you  had  tied  your  memorie, 

Then  bruntesof  warre  had  neuer  bruzdę  your  brest, 
Yet  had  our  name  bene  blazde,  and  you  bene  blest: 
Aske  Aristotle^Jf  I  speake  amis, 
Fewe  Souldiers  mme  can  greater  be  than  his. 

56  Next  RetlMttfike.that.boon|iiie  harraelewe  arte* 
Which  conąuers  moe  than  warre  can  well  suBJue^ 
You  past  it  by,  and  tberfore  loose  your  parte 

Of  gibrtes  great,  which  therevnto  are  due. 
And  might  by  right  your  names  for  aye  renue : 
Such  glory  loe  did  Cioero*>  attaine, 
Which  longer  lasts,  than  other  glories  vaine. 

57  Of  Physike  speake  for  me  kiog  Auicen**, 
Who  morę  esteemde  the  meane  to  saue  bimsdfe, 
Than  lessons  lende  of  proude  ambitious  men, 
Which  make  debatę  for  mucke  and  worldly  pelfe: 
Yet  was  his  glory  iieuer  set  on  shelfe, 

Nor  neuer  shal,  whyles  any  worMe  may  stande, 
Where  men  haue  miiide  to  take  good  bookes  in 
haude.  \ 

58  What  shoulde  I  stretcb  into  Astronomie? 

Or  maruels  raakaoC.MusUuyuuSKdJttUtf^^ 
Or  beate  my  kl^y?^  about  Geometne  ? 
Or  in  Arithmetike  of  artes  the  gronnde  ? 
Since  euermore  it  is  and  hath  bene  founde, 
That  who  excels  in  any  of  the  same, 
Is  surę  to  winne  an  euerlasting  famę* 

59  My  meaning  is  no  morę  but  to  declare, 
That Hagy l^^ie hartesdo jjppnde  their  time  ja  ▼ajne, 
Whi^  ^'^OF^  TOfT^r  aiiu '  Knng'^TłemseTues'^in 

Q4C}S.?SOB?»  ftnd  manjr  a  proching.yjne. 

Whiies  iTtDey  list  to  occu|>ie  theit*  braiuey 

In  other  ieates  with  lesser  toilc  ygot, 

They  might  haue  fiune  wheu  as  they  haue  it  not. 

60  Well,  Grssdie  Mindfe<3  is  of  another  moode, 
That  man  was  iramde  out  of  some  other  molde, 

He  fcjlowsa^WBrres^tJw^jBOBS^^^ 

To  Gil  his  pnrse  with  groŁes  and  trlistring  golde, 

He  hopes  to  buie  that  Haughtie  hartehath  solde; 

He  is  as  bote  as  any  man  at  spotle. 

But  at  a  breacb  he  keepeth  no  such  coyle. 

61  Alas  good  Greedie  minde,  and  caust  thou 

finde 
No  better  trade,  to  fili  thy  boy&trous  baggs } 
Is  witte  nowe  wente  so  wandring  from  thy  minde? 
Are  all  thy  pointa  so  voide  of  Reasons  taggs } 
Well  so  mayst  thou  come  roysting  borne  in  raggs, 
And  lose  thy  time  as  Haughtie  harte  doth  eke, 
Whiies  like  a  doli  thou  w»alth  in  warre  dost  seke. 

62  O  bleareyde  foole,  are  both  thine  eyes  be« 

blast?  [mend  thee^ 

Canst  thou  not  see?  looke  yp  (what  man?)  God 
Looke  at  these  Lawyers  howe  they  purchase  fast, 
Markę  wel  these  Marchaots  (better  minde  God 

send  thee)  [thee, 

See  howe  tbe  sntes  of  ^ilke  that  they  woulde  lenda 
And  Doany  mo  so  fine  in  fashion  stande, 
Till  at  tbe  lasŁ  they  pay  for  vnthri£Les  landem 

•o  Aristotle.        •'  Cicero.        «'  Auicene. 
>3  Greedy  minde. 
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63  The  GraBicr  gets  by  feediog  fatte  his  neate, 
The  Clothier  coyncs  by  cardiojr  locks  of  wooll, 
The  Biitcher  buildes  by  cutting  out  of  meate, 
The  Tanners  hydes  do  fil!  bis  budget  fuli, 

Tlic  Sheep  maister  his  olde  cast  croanes  caa  cuU, 
The  Shoomaker  can  shift  by  shaping  shooes, 
Tbe  Craftie  bawde  can  Hue  by  keeping  stewes. 

64  The  gorgeous  Goldesmith  getts  the  DiueU 

and  all, 
The  Haberdasher  beapeth  w^ltb  by  hattes, 
The  Barber  liuei  by  hapdling  of  his  ballj 
The  Coupers  house  is  heelda  by  hooping  fattes, 
Tbe  Roge  rubbes  out  by  poysoning  of  Rattes, 
The  Chanell  raker  liueth  by  his  fee, 
Yet  compt  I  bim  morę  worthie  prayse  than  tbee. 

65  To  rake  rp  rytches  euermore  by  wrong, 
To  multiplie  by  moouiug  of  myscbiefe. 

To  liue  by  spoile  which  seeldome  lasteth  long. 
To  hooitle  vp  beapes  whiles  others  lacke  reliefe, 

To  winne  alt  wealth  by  pIay.ii:i|;jQfiiifiri4eefe> 
ISlióVso  pood  a  Raine  I  dare  auowe, 
AsliTs  tbat  liucs  by  toylinff  af  "tlie  płowe.  *** 


.^* 


66  And  yet  the  drudge  that  deluetb  in  the 

grounde, 
,The  poorest  pesant  and  the  homeliest  hinde, 
The  Doeanęst  man  tbąt  euer  ^et,wa8  founde, 
^SS9^JU^9\Vi^^>Y■  ?>9y  ^"^śde  or  kinde^ 
lAuCf  ffiof^j^  rę^t  §00.  batii.moKe-(easei2f  minde, 
MQie.^ttaLJtQjyJJin.e,  ttuSJU-eiWlŁ  drftad  ioleeśe, 
Tbau  jmy  jąge  that^lj^es  py.  .Mdra  Jii«.  fces. 

67  Ne  will  I  yet  affray  tbe  doubtfull  hartes 
Of  such  as  sceke  for  weith  in  warre  to  fał. 
By  thundnng  out  the  sundrie  sodaine  smartes 
3iVhicb  daily  chaunce  as  fortunę  trilles  the  bali : 
Śufiiseth  this  to  prooue  my  theame  wtthall, 
That  euery  bullet  hath  a  lighting  place, 
"[fhough  Greedie  mmde    forseeth   not  that  dis- 

grace.    ,  ^ 

68  The  myst  of  Morę  woold  baiie,  doth  ])leare 

his  eyes,  - 
|$o  is  he  armde  with  auarice  alway. 
And  as  hc  couets  morę  than  may  suffise^ 
So  is  he  blinde  and  dazled  day  by  day, 
For  whiles  he  yentdres  for  a  double  pay, 
He  quite  fbrgets  the  pay  that  payes  for  all, 
Til  Leade  (for  GoMe)  do  glut  his  greedie  ^aL 

69  Yea  though  he  gaine  and  cram  his  purse 

with  crounes,    > 
And  tberewith  scfiipe  the  foemens  force  in  ^elde, 
|ie  nonsrbt  foreseeth    what  treasons  dwćllt  'in 

Townesy 
Ne  what  liiishappes  his  yll  got  goods  may  yeelde: 
For  so.may  chaunce  (and  seene  it  is  not  seelde) 
His  owne  companions  can  contriue  a  meane. 
To  cutte  his  throa^  and  rinse  his  budgets  cleane. 

70  But  if  he  wist,  or  had  the  witte  to  knowe, 
What  dangers  dwell,  where  might  beares  right 

adowncy 
What  itiwardegriefes  to  qutet  mindes  may  growe 
'3y  greedie  thyrst  of  lyches  or  reuowne, 
Where  wrong  of  warre  oft  times  erects  the  crowne, 
He  would  perćase  confesse  amoog  the  rest, 
That  Dulce  belbtm  me^tperHt  est. 


71  So  that  I  say  as  earst  I  sayde  before, 
That  euen  as  Haughtie  bartę  doth  hunt  in 
Which  seekes  to  winne  most  honor  euermore. 
By  haunting  warres :  so  can  I  see  no  gaioe, 
(With  calme  content)  to  feede  that  otbers  Taine: 
Wherfore  my  worde  is  still  (I  change  it  not) 
That  Wayre  ae^es  sweete  tp  such  as  raoBąe  it 
Hot.  '"""'•^■"^ 

78  Weil  th^n,  let  see  what  reasf)n  or  what  mle 
Can  MiserH  moue,  to  roarcb  among  the  rest : 
I  meane  not  Miser  he  that  sterues  his  Mule 
For  lacke  of  n^eate :  no  that  w<  re  but  a  \eśU 
My  Miser  is  as  braue  (sometimes)  as  best, 
Where  if  he  were  a  spudge  to  spare  a  gróaJte, 
Then  Greedie  minde   and  he  might  weare  one 
coate. 

73  But  ijby  Miser  meane  tbe  very  ^fr- 
Which  bjenforst  b?cnłp  ofany  fiiiqj|ngey 
TojaeB^_ąslde  andiSj^aBCrowe  an5  Ihątn, 

TUTowringTiicK ąflrjgipe  sonie  ótnCT^an-^^, 
Aftd  in  mcan^wbile  yet  bopetEtlo^fijdruaunog 

His^staJTersr^teTjK-  ^ 

shielde, 

Such  bulwarkes  (loe)  my  Misersbrainedoth  boikle. 

74  The  forlome  hope,  which  hane  set  vp  tbeir 

rest 
By  rash  expence,  and  knowe  not  howe  to  lioe, 
The  busie  braine  that  medleth  with  the  best. 
And  gets  dysgrace  his  rashnesae  to  rrpreeue, 
The  man  that  slewe  the  wight  that  thought  to 

theeue, 
Such  and  such  moe  which  flee  tbe  Catchpols  fiat, 
I  compt  them  Misers,  though  the  dueene  it 


75  And  yet  forsooth  these  loue  to  Ijne  ia  warre, 
When  (God  he  knowes)  thcy  wote  not  what  it 

meanes, 
Where  if  they  sawe  how  much  deceyucd  they  are, 
Whiles  they  be  bronght  into  minę  Yncles  beanes. 
And  hoppe  in  hazardc  by  tbeir  headie  meanes: 
Then  woulde  they  leame  and  loue  to  liue  at  bome» 
Much  rather  yet  than  wide  in  wari^s  to  rome. 

76  The  unthrift  he  that  seiłes  a  roode  of  lande, 
ForFiemish  stickesof  Silkes  and  such  like  wai«s«*' 
Weenes  yet  at  last  tó  make  a  happie  hande 

By  bloudie  warre,  and  hopes  to  shredde  aocfa 

shąre9, 
lu  goods  yll  got  to  countemaile  his  cares, 
That  he  may  oncc  recouer  his  estate. 
To  royst  againe  in  spite  of  CatchpoIIes  pate. 

77  The  restiesse  tong  that  tattleth  stUl  at  lane, 
Till  iust  córrection  cause  it  to  be  itilł^, 

Is  banisht  oft,  aud  sitts  in  Misers  barge. 
To  brydle  so  the  wandring  of  his  will : 
Yet  when  he  heares  a  trumpet  sounding  sbriB, 
He  followes  faiit,  ai)d  to  himselle  he  sayes. 
Nowe  can  Ijceepe  me  out  of  Catchppls  wayes. 

78  The  bloudie  murdrer  and  the  craftie  theefe*^, 
Which  haue  by  force  or  fraude  done  what  o^nce. 
To  creepe  in  comers,  ob  theytfainke  it  leefe, 
Though  Miser  there  do  pay  for  tbeir  espence: 
But  when  they  heare  a  pay  proclaimde  for  pence, 

•♦  Miser.        •$  Unthriftes.        •«  Pratert* 
•'  Felons. 
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tben  ihey  trudge,  and  gapę  to  get  such  wcalth, 
may  discharge   their  h«ads  from  hangmans 
bealth. 


79  Of  tbese  tbree  sortes  foli  many  haiie  I  seene, 
Some  hate  the  streates,  bicanse  the  stooes  were 

hot,  [oar  Sueene) 

SSome  sbunde  the  Court  (and  thongh  they  loTde 
Yet  ia  the  Counsellors  wayes  tti/ey  ntumbled  not, 
SEooke  might  not  drinke' of  Justfce  GrifTyns  pot: 
Sut  all  and  some  hadrather  fight  with  foes, 
Than  once  to  ligbt  within  the  lappes  of  tboae. 

80  As  for  the  6rst  what  neede  1  much  to  wright? 
Since  no  w  adayes  the  Sunne  so  bote  doth  shine, 
l^bat  fewe  yong  blouds  (ynlesse  U  be  by  night) 
Can  byde  the  streates:   no,  narrowe  lanes  be 

fine, 


In  lowly  wise  their  fanonr  to  bespeche, 

Than  still  to  stande  in  stoute  and  sitańlie  speech. 

87  But  mighty  Mars  bath  many  men  in  storę, 
Whieb  wayte  alwayes  to  keepe  his  kiiigdome  vp, 
Of  whome  no  one  doth  shewe  his  seruice  morę, 
Than  lingring  Uope  wbich  still  doth  beare  hit 

cuppe. 
And  6atteringły  lendes  enery  man  a  suppe, 
Which  haunts    his  courte  or  in  his  progresse 

passe, 
Hope  brings  the  boli  whereon  they  all  must  ^uasse| 

88  Th*  ambitious  Piince  doth  hope  to  conoucr 

all, 
The  CuTceSj.Earlę^LcudSft  and  Knights  hope  to  b# 

The  Pre^tes  tiQP.cJp.p.u5b.e.fer  5sUłtója2%. 


Whcre  eoery  sbade  may  scrue  them  for  a  shrine :  Thiftljawyers  hope  to  purchase  wonderous  thmgs       / 


Hut  in  Cheapside  the  Sunne  so  sćaldes  the  streete, 
That  eoery  pauingstone  would  partch  their  feete. 

81  So  of  the  scconde  somwhat  could  I  say, 
Howe  tattling  tungs  and  busie  byting  pennes, 
Haue  flecie  fh>m  Court  1oi%  sithens  many  a  day, 
ilnd  bene  futt  gladde  to  lurke  In  Misers  dennes, 
Some  for  tbeir  owne  speech,  some  forotber  mennes, 
Some  for  their  bookes  bicanse  they  wroŁe  too 

much, 
Yea  some  for  rymes,  but  surę  I  knowe  n<{ne  .snch. 

89  And  for  the  thirde,  I  cannot  blame  them  I, 
If  they  at  barre  haue  once  helde  vp  their  bandę. 
And  sme!t  the  smoke  whick  might  haue  madę 

them  ffie, 
Or  leamde  the  leape  out  of  their  natlue  I^nde, 
Me  thinke  if  then  their  cause  be  rightiy  scande, 
That  they  should  morę  delig^tto  follow  drummes, 
Than  byde  at  home  locome  iu  hangmans  thumbes. 

83  But  hoUa  yet,  and  lay  a  strawę  thcreby. 
For  wbyles  they  scape  for  one  o£feixce  or  twaine, 
Tbey  goe  so  long  to  schole  with  fellonie. 

And  learne  such  lessons  in  the  Soldiers  traine, 
That  all  dełayes  are  dalied  but  in  vaine ; 
For  commoniy  at  their  home  come  they  pay, 
The  debt  which  hangman  claimde  earst  many  a 
day. 

84  How  much  were  better  then,  with  contrite 

harte 
FicsLlP  repent,  and  then  to  make  amendes  ? 
And  therwithall  to  learne  by  troubles  smarte, 
What  sweete  repose  the  lawfuil  life  V8  lendes: 
For  when  such  plagues  the  mightie  God  V8  sendes, 
They  come  aswell  to  soourge  ofTences  past, 
As  «]^  to  teache  a  better  trade  at  last. 

85  And  e^  how  much  were  better  for  the  first. 
To  beare  Iowę  sayle,  beginne  the  worlde  anewe, 
And  stande  contcnt  to  muster  with  the  worst, 
Till  God  conuey  them  to  some  better  crewe, 

U  better  were  to  bydde  all  pryde  adieu, 
And  stoupe  betimes  In  hope  to  rysę  againe, 
Than  still  to  striue  a^rainstthe  streame  in  vałne. 


86  So  were  morę  meete  for  mealy  mouthed 
men. 
And  busie  medlers  with  their  Princes  mates, 
Wryters  and  rimers  for  to  turne  their  penne 
In  bumble  style  vnto  the  loftie  states, 
Aod  ekc  with  tongue  attendiog  at  their  gateg, 


The  Merchaunts  hope  for  no  lesse  reckenings^ 
The  peasant  bopes  to  get  a  Fermę  at  least, 
All  men  are  guestes  where  Hope  doth  holde  th« 
fea«t««. 

89  Amongst  the  rest  poore  Miser  is  so  drłe, 
And  thristeth  so  to  taste  of  some  good  chaunge 
That  be  in  hastę  to  Hope  runnes  by  and  by. 
And  drinkes  so  deepe   (although  the  taste  b» 

strannge,) 
That  madding  moode  doth  make  his  wittes  to 

niange. 
And  he  runnes  on  were  Hope  doth  leade  the  way. 
Most  commoniy  (God  knowes)  to  his  (lecaye. 

90  So  that  for  companie  he  sings  the  same, 
Wbich  Haughty  bartę  and  Greedy  minde  do  sing, 
He  saieth  that  Belium  breedeth  grief  of  gamę  \ 
And  tbough  at  firttt  it  seeme  a  pleasant  thing 

At  last  (sayeth  he)  it  striketh  with  a  sting. 

And  leaucs  a  skarre  although  the  wouiid  be  heald, 

Which  giues  disgraoe  and  cannot  be  conceald. 

91  To  proue  tbis  tnie  how  many  in  my  dayes, 
(And  I  for  one)  might  be  rehearccd  here, 

Who  after  proofe  of  diuers  wandring  waycs, 
Haue  bene  constreynd  to  sit  with  sorie  cheere, 
Close  in  a  corner  fumbled  vp  fur  feare  ? 
Till  fró  such  deunes,  drummes  dubbe  hath  calld 

the  forth, 
To  chaunge  their  chaunce  for  lottcs  (ofU)  little 

wortb, 

92  But  here  (me  thinks)  I  heare  some  carping 

tong, 
That  barkes  ai>ace  and  killes  me  with  his  crie, 
One  thinkes  be  sayes  that  all  tbis  geare  goeth 

wrong,  .Uf 

When  workes  of  warre  are  wtiotte  by  such  as  1, 
Me  thinkes  I  heare  him  still  this  text  applie. 
That  eułU  may  those  presume  to  teache  a  trade, 
Which  nay  themselucs  in  SchoUers  rooroe  did  wade» 

93  And  for  bycanse  my  sclfe  confesscd  haue, 
That  (morę  than  might  by  writte  expre«sed  be) 
I  may  not  seeme  aboue  my  skill  U*  braue, 
Since  yet  minę  eyes  the  warres  did  neuer  see : 
Thereforc  (say  some)  how  fonde  a  foole  is  he, 
That  takes  in  hande  to  write  of  worthy  warr«» 
Whioh  neuer  yet  hath  come  in  any  iarre  ? 

<S  ł^ope  is  cupbęorer  to  war. 
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94  Nó  iarre  (good  lir)  yes  yes  and  many  iarrei, 
For.thongh  my^^pennę  of  ci^esie  did  putte, 

A  difference  twixt  broylcA  and  bloudie  warres, 
Yet  haue  I  shot  at  maister  Jiellumsbatte, 
And  throwen  his  bali  aithough  I  toucht  no  tuUe: 
}  haue  percase  as  deepely  dealt  tbe  dole, 
As  he  tbat  bit  tbe  markę  and  gat  the  gol^. 

95  For  I  baue  seene  fuli  many  a  Flushjfng  fraye"*, 
And  fleest  in  Fiaunders  eke  among  the  rest, 

The  bragge  of  Bntges,  where  was  I  that  daye  ? 
Before  tbe  wailes  good  sir  as  braue  as  .bett, 
Aud  tbough  I  marchi  all  armde  witbouten  rest, 
From  AerienbuTgh  and  back  againe  tbat  night, 
Yet  madde  were  be  that  would  haue  madę  me 
knigbt. 

96  So  was  I  One  forsooth  that  kept  the  towne, 
Of  AerdenburghP^  (witbouten  any  walles) 

From  all  tbe  force  that  could  be  dressed  downe. 
By  Alba  Duke  for  all  bis  cries  and  oalles, 
A  high  expIoyte.  Wee  beld  the  Flemings  thralles, 
Seuen  dayes  and  morę  without  or  bragge ^  or 

blowes, 
For  all  that  wUile  we  neuer  herd  of  fbes, 

91  I  was  againe  in  trench  before  Tergoes*^, 
(I  dare  not  say  in  siege  for  bothe  minę  eares) 
For  looke  as  oft  as  euer  Heli  brake  lose, 
I  meane  as  often  as  the  Spainish  peares; 
Madę  salie  foorth  (I  speak  this  to  my  pheares) 
U  was  no  morę  but  whicb  Cock  for  a  groate, 
Such  troupes  we  were  to  keepe  them  Tp  in  coate. 

98  Yet  surely  this  witbouten  bragge  or  boast, 
Our  Englis!^  bloudes  did  there  fuli  many  a  deede, 
V^hich  may  be  Chroń tcled  in  euery  coaste, 

For  boide  attempts,  and  well  it  was  agreed, 
That  had  their  heades  bene  rulde  by  warie  heede, 
^ome  other  feate  had  bene  attemptcd  then. 
To  shew  tbpir  force  iike  worthie  Engiish  men. 

99  Since  that  siege  raysde  I  romed  haue  about, 
In  Zeeland,  Holland,  Waterland,  and  all, 

T    ^y  sea,  by  land,  b^  ^^^t  ^^^  ^'^  througbont, 
As  leaping  lotteś,  ami  chance  did  seeme  to  cali, 
Now  here,  now  there,  as  fortunę  trilde  the  bali, 
Where  good  Guyllam  of  Ij^assau^f  badde  me  be, 
There  needed  I  nonę  other  guyde  but  be. 

100  Percase  sometimesS.  Gyptians  pilgrymage, 
Did  carie  me  a  moneth  (yea  sometimes  morę) 

To  brake  the  Bowres,  and  racke  them  in  a  ragę, 
Bicause  they  had  no  better  cheere  in  stoT«, 
Beefe,  Mutton,  Capon,  Flouer,  Pidgeons,  Borę, 
All   this    was   naughty    and    for   no  Souldiours 
toothe,  [soothe. 

Were  these  no  iąrres?  (speake  now  Sir)  yes  for- 

101  And  by  my  troth  to  speake  eoen  as  it  is, 
$uch  prankes  were  playdę  by  Souldiours  dayly 

there, 
.And  though  my  self  did  not  theretn  amisse, 
(As  God  be  knowes  and  men  can  witnesse  beare,) 
Yet  sińce  I  had  a  charge,  I  am  not  cleare. 
For  seldome  climes  that  Captalne  to  renowne,   . 
Whose  Souldiours  iaults   so  plucke  his  bonour 

downe. 

^  Flushyng  frayes  and  fleesing  of  Fiaunders. 
8o  Aerdenburgh.      »«  Tergoes.     »«  The  Prince 
of  Orenge  his  name  is  Guillam  of  Nassau. 


103  Weil  let  that  paMe  I  was  in  roDiDg 
At  Ramylanm,  where  little  shotte  was  speot. 
For  gold   and  groates   their  matcbes  .  atiU    did 

quenche, 
Whichkept  the  Forte,  and  forth  at  last  tbey  went^ 
So  pinde  for  honger  (almost  teune  dayea  peDt)  ' 
Tbat  men  oould  see  no  wrincles  in  their  fiures, 
Their  pouder  packt  in  caues  and  priuie  places. 

103  Next  that  I  sernde  by  night  and  eke  by 
daię, 

By  Sea^  by  lande,  at  euery  time  and  tide, 
Against  Mountdragon  ^  whilęs  be  did  as^ale. 
To  lande  his  men  along  the  salt  sea  ude. 
For  well  be  wist  that  Ramifkins  went  wide. 
And  therfore  sought  with  yictuallto  supplie, 
Poore  Myddkburgh  which  then  in  suddes  did  lie. 

104  And  thęre  I  sąwe  fuli  many  a  bold    at* 
tcmpt. 

By  seelie  sonies  hest  execnted  aye. 

And  brauest  bragges  (the  foemens  force  to  tempt] 

Accompli&hed  but  (x>ldely  many  a  daye, 

The  Souldiour  charge,  the  leader  lope  away, 

Tbe  willing  drumme  a  lustie  marche  to  sounde, 

Whiles  rankę  retyrers  gaue  their  enimies  gromid* 

105  Againe  at  Sea  the  Souldiour  forward  stiii, 
When  Mariners  had  little  lust  to  fight. 

And  whiles  we   staie  twixt  fitynte  and  forward 

wili, 
Our  enemies  prepare  themselnes  to  flight, 
They  hoyste  vp  saile  (o  wearie  worde  to  wrigbt) 
Tbey  hoyste  Tp  saile  that  lacke  botb  stręame  mód 

windes, 
And  we  stand  stiU  so  font  by  frowarde  mindes. 

106  O  victorie:   (whom«  Haugbty  hartes  do 
-  hunte) 

O  spoyle  and  praye  (which  greedy  mindes  desire) 
O  golden  heapes  (for  whom  these  Misers  wonte 
To  fóllow  Hope  which  settes  all  hartes  on  fire) 
O  gayne,  O  golde,  who  list  to  you  aspyre. 
And  glorie  eke,  by  bolde  attempts  to  winnej 
There  was  a  day  to  take  jroor  prisoners  in. 

107  The  shippes retyre  wiih riches fiill  yfraugiit, 
Tbt  Souldiours  marche  (meane  while)  into  the 

towne,  [naugfat, 

The  tide  skarcę  good,  the  windę  stark  staring 
Tbe  hastę  so  hoate  tbat  (eare  they  sinke  tha 

sowne)  [adowne : 

Tbey  came    on   gronnd,  and  strike  all   sajrltit 
While  we  (ay  me)  by  backward  taylers  ledde, 
Take  vp  the  worst  when  all  the  best  ąre  fledde. 

108  Such  trinphs  chance  where  such  Uente- 
nats  rule, 

Where  will  eommaundes  when  skill  is  out  of  towne, 
Where  boldest  bloudes  are  forced  to  reoule. 
By  Simme  the  boteswayne  when  be  list  to  Irowne, 
Where  Captaynes  crouch,  and  fisbers  weare  tha 

Crowne. 
Such  happes  which  happenin  such  haplessewarres. 
Make  me  to  tearme  them  broyles  and  beastly 

iarres. 

109  And  in  these  broyles  (a  beastly  broyle  to 
wi-yte,) 
My  Colonell,  and  I  fell  at  debatę, 
So  tbat  I  left  both  charge  and  offlce  quite, 
A  Captaynes  charge  aud  eke  a  Martials  state, 
Whereby  I  proued  (perhap<  though  all  to  late) 

^  Ramykins.      9f  A  corond  of  th«  kings  side. 
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Hove  seone  they  faJl  whicbe  leane  to  rotten 

bowes,  [▼owes. 

Buch  faith  fiode  they,  that  trust  to  some  mens 

1 10  My  harte  was  high,  I  could  not  seeme  to 
serue, 

In  regiment  whcre  no  gooci  rules  remayne, 
Where  officers  and  such  as  well  deserue, 
Shall  be  abusde  by  euery  page  and  swayne, 
Where  discipline  shall  be  but  deemed  vayne, 
Where  blockes  are  stridde  by  stumblers  at  a  strawę, 
And  where  selfe  will-  must  stande  for  marttall 
lawę. 

1 1 1  These  things  (witb  mo)  I  could  not  seeme 
to  beare, 

And  tberevpon  I  crackt  my  staffe  in  two, 
Yct  stayde  I  still  though  out  of  pay  I  werc. 
And  learue  to  Hde  as  T»riuate  Souldiours  do, 
I  liued  yet,  by  God  and  lacked  too : 
Tłll  at  the  last  whcn  Btauois  fledde  ama3rne, 
Our   canipe   removdc  to    streine  (As  Umde  van 
Strayn^. 

lis  When  Beauoifi^  fledde^  Jlfóioiitfr^gwi  came 
to  towne. 
And  like  a  Sooldiour  MyMelbwrgh  be  kept. 
But  courage  now  was  coldly  cóme  adowne. 
On  eitberiide :  and  qu!etly  they  slept, 
So  tbat  my  self  from  Zełand  ligbtly  lept, 
With  fuli  entent'  to  taste  our  Englisb  ale, 
Yet  first  I  ment  to  tell  the  Priiice  my  tale. 

113  For  though  the  warres  waxt  colde  in  euery 
place. 

And  smali  experience  was  there  to  be  seene, 
Yet  thought  I  not  to  {)arte  in  such  disgrace, 
Aithough  I  longed  much  to  see  our  Sueene : 
For  be  that  once  a  hyred  man  hath  bene, 
Must  take  his  Maisters  leaue  before  be  goe, 
Unlesse  be  meane  to  make  bis  frecnd  his  foe. 

114  Then  went  I  straight  to  D6lfe3'',  a  pleasant 

towne, 
Unto  tbat  Prince,  whose  passiog  yertues  shine, 
And  vnto  blm  I  came  on  knees  adowne, 
Beseecbing  tbat  bis  excellence  in  fine, 
Woold  graunt  me  leaue  to  see  this  countrey  minę : 
Not  tbat  I  wearie  was  in  warres  to  seriie. 
Nor  tbat  I  lackt  wbat  so  I  did  deserue. 

115  But  for  1  found  some  contecke  and  debatę, 
In  regiment  where  I  was  woont  to  rule. 

And  for  I  founde  the  staie  of  their  estate, 
Was  forced  now  in  townes  for  to  recule, 
I  craued  leaue  no  longer  but  till  yiw&«». 
And  promist  then  to  come  againe  Santfmfle^ 
To  spcnde  my  bloud  where  it  might  bim  auayle. 

116  The  noble  Prince  gaae  graunt  to  my  re- 
queit. 

And  madę  me  passeporte  signed  with  bis  scalę, 
Bot  when  I  >f  as  with  baggs  and  baggage  prest, 
The  Prince  began  to  ring  another  peale, 
And  sent  for  me,  (desiring  for  my  weale) 
That  I  would  stay  »  day  or  two,  to  see, 
What  was  the  cause  be  sent  againe  for  mee. 

35  An  Iland  so  called  wbicb  was  sore  spoylcd  by 
OUT  countrymen.  ... 

J*  A  coronel  of  the  kings  side  wbicbc  was  gouer- 
nour  of  Middelburgb  next  beford  Moutdragon. 
Ji  A  towne  in  Holland.       »»  Christmas. 


1 1 7  My  Colonell  wai  nowe  come  to  the  Coiivte» 
With  whome  the  Prince  bad  many  tbings  to  tttete. 
And  for  be  boapte,  in  goodend  godlie  sorte, 
Tweene  bim  and  me  to  worke  a  friendlie  fieate, 
He  like  a  gracious  Prince  bis  braincs  did  beate. 
To  set  accorde  betweene  vs  if  be  might, 

Such  paynes  be  toke  to  bring  the  wrong  to  rigbt. 

118  O  noble  Prince,  there  are  too  fcwe  lik« 
tbee, 

If  Yertne  wake,  sbe  watcheth  in  tby  will, 

If  Justice  Hue,  then  surely  thou  art  hee, 

If  Grace  do  growe,  it  grotveth  with  tbee  still, 

0  wortby  Prince  wouW'  God  I  had  the  skill. 

To  write  thy  fi^orth  that  men  thereby  might  see, 
How  much  they  erre  tbat  speake  amisse  of  tbee. 

119  The  simple  Sottes  do  coumpt  tbee  simple 

too,  y      ) 

Whose  like  for  witte  our  age  hath  sddome  bredde, 
The  rayliug  roges  mistrust  tbou  dat^st  not  do, 
As  Hector  did  for  whem  tbe  Grecians  flisdde, 
Aithough  thou  yet  werte  neuer  seene  to  dredde, 
The  sUńdrous  tongues  do  say  thou  drinkst  t» 

much, 
When  God  be  knowes  thy  custome  is  not  such. 

120  But  why  do  I  in  worthlesse  yerse^deuise. 
To  write  his  prayse  that  dotb  excen  so  farre? 
He  heard  our  greeues  himself  in  gratious  wise, 
And  mildly  ment  to^oyne  our  angry  iarre, 

He  ment  to  make  that  we  beganne  to  marre: 
But  wicked  wrath  had  some  so  farre  enraged, 
As  by  no  meanes  tbeyr  malice  could  be  swaged. 

121  In  this  meane  while  the  Spainiards  came 
so  neare 

That  Deye  was  girt  with  siege  on  euery  side. 
And  though   men  might  take  shippyng  eueiy 

whcrei 
And  so  be  gone  at  any  time  or  Łide,   • 
Yet  trnth  to  tell  (I  speake  it  for  no  pryde) 

1  could  not  leaue  that  Prince  in  such  distresse, 
Which  cared  for  me  and  yet  the  cause  much  lesse. 

122  But  see  misbappe  how  craftely  it  creepes 
Whiles  fowning  fortunę  flcAreth  fuli  iu  face. 

My  heauie  barie  witbin  my  bellie  weepes. 
To  rcckett  here  a  droppe  of  darke  disgrace, 
Which  fell  vpon  my  pleasant  plight  apace. 
And  brought  a  packę  of  doubts  and  dumps  ta 

passe, 
Whiles  1  with  Prince  in  loue  and  fauour  was. 

123  A  wortbie  damę  whose  prayse  my  penne 
shal  write  ,  ^     ,  x 

(My  sworde  shall  eke  hir  bonour  still  dcfende) 
A  louing  letter  to  me  did  endight. 
And  from  the  Campe  the  same  to  me  did  sende, 
1  meane  from  Campe  where  foes  their  force  did 

bende : 
She  sent  a  brief  vnto  me  by  hir  mayde, 
Which  at  the  gates  of  Ih^*  was  stoutely  stayde. 

124  This  letter  tanę,  I  was  mistrusted  much. 
And  thought  a  man  that  were  not  for  to  tniste^^ 
the  Burghere  streight  began  to  beore  me  grutcbc, 
And  cast  a  snare  to  make  my  necke  be  trust, 
For  wheu  they  bad  this  letter  well  discusi: 

s»  The  frute  of  fansie. 
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Tbey  tent  it  me  by  bir  thftt  brought  it  so. 
To  trie  if  I  would  keepe  it  close  or  no. 

125 1  redde  the  lines,  and  knowing  whence  fhey 
came^ 
My  barmelesw  bartę  began  to  pant  apace, 
Wel  to  be  playne,  I  thougbt  tbat  neaer  Damę, 
Sbonld  make  me  deale  in  any  dottbtfull  case, 
Or  do  tbe  tbiog  might  make  me  hide  my  face: 
So  that  ynto  tbe  Prince  I  went  forthwitb. 
And  sbewed  to  bim  of  all  this  packę  tbe  pitb. 

* 

126  Tbe  tbing  Ood  knowes  was  of  no  great 
emport,  . 

Some  iireendly  linea  tbe  yertiious  Lady  wrota 
To  me  hir  freend :  and  for  my  safe  passeporte, 
Tbe  Camepomaster  Yaldes  bis  band  was  gutte. 
And  seale  therewith,  that  I  migbt  8afely.|ifi^e, 
IJnto  tbe  Maghe*^  a  stately  pleasannt  place, 
Wbereas  remaynd  tbis  worthy  womaus  grace. 

127  And  berę  I  set  in  open  rerse  ło  sbowe, 
Tbe  whole  effect  wherfore  tbis  work  was  wronght, 
Sbe  had  of  minę  (whereof  few  foikes  did  knowe) 
A  counterlayte,  a  thing  to  me  deare  bougbt, 
Wbicb  thing  to  baue  I  many  times  bad  songbt 
And  wben  sbe  knew  bow  mucb  I  did  esteeme  it 
SheeTowdetbat  nune  but  1  sbould  tbence  redeeme 

it 

128  I^tJbere  tbe  canse.fttiUlJhia.ge.crete  fleigbt, 
I  sweare  by  loae  tbai  notbing  els  was  ment, 
Tbe  noble  Prince  (wbo  sawe  tbat  no  deceipt. 
Was  practised)  gaae  trust  to  minę  entent: 

And  leaue  to  ifrrite  from  wbence  tlie  same  was 

tent, 
Yet  still  tbe  Bowgers  (Burgbers  sbould  I  saye) 
Encreast  tbeir  doubtes  and  watcbt  me  day  by  day« 

129  At  euery  porte  it  was  (forsootb^belasty, 
That  I  (<&'  groene  Hofman  ^)  might  not  gtnniC; 
But  wben  tbeir  foes  came  skirmisbiog  ftiU  fisst, 
Tben  witb  tbe  rest  tbe  Oreene  knigbt  for  tbem 

fougbt, 
Tben  might  be  go  wIŁhout  mistrust  or  doubt: 
O  drunken  plompes,'  I  playne  without  cause  why. 
For  all  cardes  tolde  there  was  no  foolę  but  I. 

130  I  was  tbe  foole  to  figbt  in  your  defence, 
Wbicb  kiłow  no  freende,  nor  yet  your  selues  fuli 

well, 
Tet  tbus  you  see  bow  paye  proclaymde  lor  pence^ 
PuUes  needie  soules  in  steade  of  beauen  to  beli. 
And  makes  men  bope  to  beare  away  tbe  beli. 
Whereas  they  hang  in  ropes  tbat  neuer  rotte, 
Yet  warre  seemes  sweete  to  sucb  as  know  it  not. 

131  Weil  tbus  I  dwdt  in  Ddfe  a  winters  tyde, 
In  Delfe  (I  say)  without  one  pennie  pay : 

My  men  and  I  did  colde  and  bunger  bidę. 
To  shew  our  truth,  and  yet  Was  neuer  day, 
Wherein  the  Spanyard  came  to  make  vs  play. 
But  that  tbe  Oreene  knigbt  was  amongst  tbe  rest, 
Like  lobnGreyes  birde  that  reiitred  witb  the  best^s. 

^  Tbe  pleasauntestrillage  (as  I  tbinke)  tbat  is 
in  Europę. 

4ł  Forbłdden.        ^  The  Greene  captaine. 
^  Aprouerbe. 
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132  At  last  the  Prince  to  Zelahd  came  Un* 
selfe, 

To  bunger  Middleburgb,  or  make  it  yeeld. 

And  I  tbat  neuer  yet  was  set  on  sbelf, 

Wben  any  say  Id,  or  windę,  or  wanea  coold  weeld. 

Went  after  bim  to  shew  my  selfe  in  field. 

Tbe  selfe  same  man  wbicb  earst  I  Towed  to  be, 

A  trustie  man  to  sucb  a  Prince  as  be. 

133  The  force  of  Flauudm^  BrahaU^  GeUw, 
Fryte, 

Henauli,  Artofft^  LyegeUaid,  and  liatmbrough^ 

Werp  all  ybent,  to  bryng  in  new  supplies 

To  MytkUeburgh :  and  little  all  enoogh. 

For  why  tbe  Gśsuls^  would  neytber  beod  nor 

liougb. 
But  one  of  force  mnst  breaka  and  come  to  noogbt, 
AU  łf^aOcert^  t^beirs,  or  Fittshyng  dearly  bougbt. 

134  There  once  agayne  I  serued  Tpon  seas. 
And  for  to  tell  the  cause  and  bow  it  fell* 

It  did  one  day  the  Prince  (my  cbieftayne)  please. 
To  aske  me  tbus:    Gascoigne  (ąuotb   ba)  yna 

dwell  ^ 

Amongst  vs  still :  and  thereby  seemeth  well, 
That  to  our  side  you  beare  a  ftithfuU  bartę. 
For  elsa  long  since  we  sbooM  bane 

starte, 


aeene  yoo 


135  But  are  (sayde  be)  your  Souldlours  by  yoor 
side? 

0  Prince  (quoth  1}  fuU  many  dayes  be  post, 
Since  that  my  charge  did  with  my  Cronell  giyde: 
Yet  byde  I  here,  and  meane  to  be  with  last : 
And  for  (uli  proofe  that  this  is  not  a  błast 

Of  glońous  tafke :  I  craue  some  fisber  boate. 
To  shew  my  force  among  this  furious  fluate. 

i 

t 

136  The  Prince  gan  like  my  foyth  and  forward 
will, 

Eqoyppt  a  Hoye  ^  and  set  bir  rnder  sayle, 

Wlierein  1  seru^  according  to  my  skill. 

My  minde  was  sucb,    my  cunning    could  not 

quBy1e, 
Withouicp  bragge  of  tbose  tbat  did  assayle 
The  feemens  fleete  whicb  came  in  good  aray, 

1  put  my  selfe  in  formoet  rankę  alway. 

137  Three  dayes  wee  fougbt,  as  long  as  water 
serued, 

And  came  to  ancor  neygbboorlike  yfeere, 
The  Princ^  himselfe  to  see- wbo  best  desemed, 
Stoode  enery  day  attending  on  the  peere. 
And  might  bebold  what  barkę  went  forraost  there: 
111  harte  had  be  tbat  woutd  not  stoutely  figbt, 
Wben  as  bis  Prince  is  present  still  in  sigbt. 

1 38  At  last  our  fbes  had  tidings  ouer  lande, 
Thatneare  toBergh^"^  their  felloweswenttowiack. 
On  Sehefd^  they  mette  by  RpnentMieU  a  bandę 
OfBdellbtoeU^^  who  put  tbeir  force  abacke, 
Lewet  de  Bojftott  ^  did  put  tbem  there  to  sacke. 
And  lost  an  eye,  bicanse  be  would  resemUe 
Don  IitHane  ^>,  whome  (there)  be  madę  to  tramble. 

^  Protestanta.  4^  Tbe  liand  wherein  Flushing 
doth  staud. 

^  Rigged  vp  and  fulły  fomisbed.       47  a  Towne. 

4S  A  River.  49  Lusty  gallants.  ^  Tbe  ądaii^ 
rai  of  flushing.        ^'  loliao  de  Romero. 
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139  Wlien  this  was  knowen  Sancio  de  Awla  *•, 
W  ho  had  the  charge  of  those  that  fought  with  ys. 
Went  vp  thc  HonŁ  ^  and  tooke  the  ready  way. 
To  jfnwerpe  U>vfne:  leauing  in  daunger  thas, 
Poore  Myddfiburgh  whicb  oow  wart  dolorous. 
To  see  al  I  hope  of  succour  shrinke  away,      [day. 
Whiles  they  lackt  bread  and  had  done  many  a 

140  And  when  Mounidragon  might  no  morę 
enduro, 

He  came  to  talkc  and  rendred  all  ai  last, 
With  nrbonie  I  was  within  the  Cittie  surę, 
Befbre  be  went,  and  on  bis  promisse  past, 
Such  trust  I  had  to  thinke  bis  favth  was  ikst: 
I  dinde,  and  sapt,  and  laye  witbiu  the  towne, 
A  daye  before  he  was  from  thence  ybowne. 

141  Thus  Mlddleburghy  Armew,  and  all  the  rest, 
Of  lVałkers  Ile  became  the  Princes  prAy, 

Who  gaue  to  me  bycause  1  was  so  prest, 
At  such  a  pinche,  and  on  a  dismail  day, 
Three  hundreth  gildems  good  aboue  my  pay. 
And  bad  me  bidę  tiU  his  abilitie, 
Might  better  gwerdon  my  fidfelitie. 

142  I  will  not  Ite^  these  Oildems  pleasd  me 
well. 

And  much  the  morę  bycause  tbey  came  vncraued, 

Tbough  not  vnneeded  as  niy  fortunę  fell, 

But  yet  thereby  my  credite  still  was  saued, 

My  skores  were  payde,  and  with  the  bestl  braued, 

Till  (lo)  at  last,  an  English  newe  celićf, 

Came  ouer  seas,  and  Chester  was  their  chief. 

143  Of  these  the   Prince  perswaded  mę  to 
take, 

A  band  in  charge  with  Coronels  consent, 

At  wbose  reqnests  I  there  did  vndertake, 

To  make  minę  ensi^ne  once  againe  fiill  bent. 

And  sooth  to  say,  it  was  my  fuli  entent, 

To  looae  the  sadle  or  the  horse  to  winne, 

Such  haplesse  hope  the  Prince  had  brought  me  in. 

144  Souldiours  behold  and  Gaptaynes  markę  it 
well, 

How  hope  is  harbenper  of  all  mishąppe  *♦, 
Someliope  m  nonour  for  tobeare  tbe  beli, 
Some  hope  for  gai  ne  and  venture  many  a  clappe, 
Some  hope  for  trust  and  light  in  treaaons  lappe. 
Hope  leades  tbe  way  our  lodging  to  prepare, 
Where  high  mishap  (ohe)  keepes  an  Inne  of  care. 

145  I  hoapt  to  shew  such  force  agaynst  our  foes, 
That  those  ofD^^  might  see  how  true  I  was, 

1  hopt  in  deede  for  to  be  one  of  those  [passe, 

Whome  famę  should  follow,  where  my  feete  should 
1  hoapt  for  gaynes  and  ibunde  great  losse  alas : 
I  boaptto  winne  a  worthy  Souldiours  name, 
And  light  on  lueke  whicb  brought  me  still  to  blame. 

• 

146  In  Fo/i^urgi  (a  fort  but  new  bęgonne) 
With  otbers  moe  I'  was  oideynde  to  be. 

And  farre  beforne  the  worke  were  balf  way  done, 
Onr  foes  set  forth  our  sorie  seate  to  see, 
They  came  in  time,  but  cursed  time  for  mee, 
They  came  before  the  coartine  raysed  were, 
pne  oneły  foote  abone  the  trenches  there. 

^  T^e  castellane  of  An  werp.        ^s  A  riyer. 
M  Hope  is  the  berbenger  of  mishappe. 


147  What  should  we  do,  foure  ensignes  lately 
prest, 

Fiue  hundreth  men  were  all  the  bulkę  we  bare, 
Our  enimies  three  thousand  at  the  leait, 
And  somuch  morę  they  might  alwayes  prepare ; 
But  that  most  wa^,  the  truth  for  to  declare. 
We  bad  no  storę  of  pouder,  nor  of  pence. 
Nor  meate  to  eate,  nor  meane  to  make  defence. 

148  Herę  some  may  say  that  we  were  much  to 
blame, 

Whicb  woóld  presume  in  such  a  place  to  hyde. 
And.  not  foresee  (how  euer  went  the  gamę) 
Of  meate  and  shotte  our  souldiours  to  prouide : 
Who  so  do  say  haue  reason  on  their  side, 
Yet  proues  it  still  (thoiigh  ours  may  be  the  biot) 
Tbat  warre  seemes  sweete  to  such  as  koow  it  not. 

149  For  had  our  forte  bene  ftąlly  fórtified, 
Two  thousand  men  had  bene  but  (ew  enow, 
To  man  it  once,  and  had  the  truth  bene  tried. 
We  couldnot  see  by  any  reason  how, 

The  Prince  could  send  vs  any  succour  now, 
Wbich  was  constreynd  intowneshimself  to  shteM, 
And  had  no  power  to  shew  his  force  in  field. . 

150  Herewith  we  had  nor  powder  packt  in  stoi-e. 
Nor  flesh,  nor  fishe,  in  poudring  tubbes  yput. 
Nor  meale,  nor  malt,  nor  meane  (what  would  yoa 

morę:) 
To  get  such  geare  if  once  we  should  be  shut. 
And  God  he  knowes,  the  English  Souldiours  gut, 
Must  haue  his  dii  of  victualles  once  a  day, 
Or  els  he  will  but  homely  eame  his. pay. 

151  To  scuse  ourselues,  and  Coronell  withall, 
We  did  foretcll  the  Prince  of  all  these  needes, 
Who  promised  alwayes  to  be  our  wali, 

And  badde  vs  trust  as  truely  as  our  creedes, 
That  all  good  wordes  should  be  performd  with 

deedes. 
And  that  before  our  foes  could  come  so  neare*. 
He  would  both  send  %'8  men  and  merrie  cheare. 

152  Yea  Robyn  Hoode,  our  foes  came  dawne 
apace, 

And  first  they  chargde  another  Forte  likewise, 
Alphen  I  meane,  wbich  was  a  stronger  place. 
And  yet  to  weake  to  keepe  in  warlike  wise, 
Fiue  other  band^  of  English  Fanteries  ^^, 
Were  therein  set  for  to  defend  the  same. 
And  them  they  chargde  for  to  beginne  the  gamę. 

153  This  Forte  fro  ours  was  distant  ten  good 

miles,  A  fr     u^    .    * 

I  meane  snch  myles  as  English  measure  makes,  ^^^«! 
Betweene  ts  both  itoode  Ltydm  towne  therewliiles,  • 
Wbich  euerie  day  with  iayre  wordes  irndertakes> 
To  feede  vs  fat  and  cramme  V8  vp  with  cakes,  i 
It  madę  ts  hope  it  would  supplie  our  neede,  « 
For  we  (to  it)  two  Bulwarkes  were  in  deede.  ^ 

154  But  when  it  came  vnto  the  very  pinche, 
ttyden  farewell,  we  might  for  Leyden  słerue, 

I  like  him  well  that  promiseth  an  inche, 
And  payes  an  ell,  but  what  may  he  desertie      | 
That  flatters  much  and  cao  no  fayth  obserue? 
And  old  sayd  sawe,  that  foyre  wordes  make  fooIeq 

foyne,* 
Whicb  prouerbe  true  we  proued  to  our  payne. 

•*  Footemen. 
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155  A  conference  amongt  oar  selues  we  calU, 
Of  Oficera  and  Captajmes  all  yfeere, 

For  Łnith  (to  tell)  tbe  Souldioura  w^re  apald* 
Aad  when  we  askt,  nowe  mates  what  n^erie  cbeere  ? 
Their  aunsNrere  was:  it  is  no  bidyng  here. 
So  tbat  perforce  we  musŁ  from  thenoe  be  gone, 
Unlesse  we  ment  to  keepe  the  place  aloue. 

156  Herewith  we  thougbt  thai  if  in  time  we 
went, 

Sefore  all  streights  were  stopt  and  takcn  vp. 
We  might  (perhaps)  our  enimies  preuent, 
And  teacb  them  eke  to  taate  of  sorowes  cuppe, 
At  Maegland  Stuyte,  wee  boped  for  to  suppe, 
A  place  whereas  we  might  good  sernice  do, 
To  keepe  them  out  which  tooke  it  aftet  too. 

157  Whiles  thus  we  talke,  a  messenger  behold, 
From  Alphen  came,  and  told  vs  heaoy  newes, 
Captaynes  (quod  be)  hereof  yon  may  be  bolde. 
Not  one  poore  soule  of  all  your  fellowes  crewes, 
Can  scape  aline,  they  haue  no  choyse  to  cbuse: 
They  tent  me  thns  to  bidde  you  sbiffce  in  time, 
Els  iooke  (like  them)  to  sticke  in  Spainish  limę. 

158  Thus  talie  once  tolde  nonę  other  speech 
prenaylde,     , 

But  packę  and  trudge,  aLlęysure  was  to  long, 
To  mendę  tbe  marte,  or  watcbe   (wHich  neuer 
Descried  our  foes  which  marched  all  aloog,[faylde) 
And  towards  ts  began  in  hast  to  thron^, 
So  tbat  before  our  laste  could  passe  tbe  porte^ 
The  foremost  foes  were  now  within  the  Forte. 

159  1  promest  once  and  did  performe  it  too. 
To  bidę  therein  as  long  as  any  would, 

What  booted  tbat?  or  wbat  could  Captaynes  doo, 
When  common  sorte  would  tarle  for  no  gould  ? 
To  speake  a  troth,  the  good  did  what  they  could. 
To  keepe  tbe  badde  in  rankes  and  good  araye. 
But  labonr  lost  to  hołd  tbat  will  away. 

160  It  needelesse  were  to  tell  wbat  deedes  were 
,donne, 

Nor  wbo  did  best,  nor  who  did  worst  that  day. 
Nor  wbo  roade  head,  nor  who  began  to  runue. 
Nor  in  retreate  wbat  chief  was  last  alway, 
But  Souldiour  like  we  held  our  enimies  p jay : 
Aud  euery  Captayne  straue  to  do  his  best. 
To  stay  his  owne  and  so  to  stay  the  rest. 

161  In  tbis  retyre  three  English  milcs  we  trodde, 
With  to  face  foes  and  shot  as  thicke  as  hayle, 
Of  wbo/ie  choyce  men  fiiU -61116  soules  andodde, 
We  layed  on  ground,  this  is  withouten  fayle, 
Yet  of  our  owne,  we  lost  but  three  by  tale : 

Our  foes  tbemselues  confest  they  boughtfuUdeere, 
The  hote  pursute  -whicho  they  attem^ted  there. 

163  Thns  came  we  late  at  last  to  Leyden  walles, 
Too  late,  too  soone,  and  so  may  we  well  say, 
For  notwithstanding  all  our  cries  and  calleis, 
They  shut  their  gates  and  turnd  their  eares  away: 
la  6ne  they  did  forsake  vs  euery  way. 
And  badde  vs  shifte  to  saue  ourselues  apace. 
For  vnto  them  were  fonde  to  trust  for  grace. 

16S  They  neither  gaue  ts  meate  to  feede  Tpon, 
Nor  drinke,  nor  powder,  piekar,  tooje  nor  spade, 
So  might  we  stenie,  like  misers  woe  begone, 
And  fend  our  foes,  with  blowes  of  English  blade, 


For  ibotte  wat  thronke,  and  diift  could.  nooe  ht 

%  madę : 
Yea  morę  than  tbis,  wee  stoode  in  open  fieldem 
Without  defense  from  shotte  our  sclues  to  shieUc* 

164  This  thus  wel  weyed,  wb8  wcary  nif^t  wat 
past,  [  d  romoBet, 

And   day  gan   peepe,  wee   beard  tbe    Spainisli 
Which  stroke  a  marcbe  about.TS  round  to  cast. 
And  foorth  withall  their  Ensignes  quiekly  comes^ 
At  sight  whereof,  our  Sooldiours  bitte  their  thóoies: 
For  well  they  wist  it  was  no  boote  to  flie. 
And  biding  there,  there  was  no  boote  bot  die. 

165  So  that  we  sent  a  drumme  to  aummone 
talke. 

And  came  to  P^lee  middle  way  betweene, 
MonaeuMde  jUcque$,  and  Mario  did  walkę, 
From  foemens  side,  and  from  our  side  were  seene^ 
My  self,  that  matche  for  Mario  might  bene: 
And  Captayne  Shąfeld  borne  of  noble  race. 
To  matche  de  Lkques^  which  there  was  cbief  ia 
place. 

166  Thus  met  we  talkt,  and  stoode  vpon  oor 
toes,  [tent, 

With  great  demannde^  whome  littłe  might  con- 
We  craned  not  onely  freedome  from  our  foes. 
But  sbippyng  eke  with  sayles  and  all  fali  bent. 
To  come  againe  from  whence  we  first  were  went: 
I  meane  to  come,  into  our  English  ooast, 
Which  soyle  was  sure^  and  might  coatent  vt  mosL 

167  A  n  old  sayde  sawe,  (and  ofte  seene)  thii 
whereas, 

Thott  comste  to  craue,  and  doubtst  for  to  obtayoe^ 
Inicuum  petś  (then)  vt  tqmtmferas^ 
This  had  I  beard,  and  surę  I  was  (uli  fayne, 
To  proue  what  proGte  we  thereby  might  gayne: 
But  at  the  last  when  time  was  stolen  avay. 
We  were  fuli  gladde  to  play  another  play. 

168  We  rendred  then  with  safetie  for  our  liues, 
Our  Ensignes  splayed,  and  manyging  our  armes, 
With  furder  fay th,  tl^at  from  all  kinde  of  gines, 
Our  souldiours  should  remayne  withouten  barmei: 
And  sooth  to  say,  these  were  no  false  alłarmes. 
For  why?  they  were  within  twelue  dayes  dis- 

I  charged, 

Aąd  sent  away  from  pryson  ąuite  enlarged. 

169  They  were  sent  borne,  and  \ye  remayncd 
In  pryson  pent,  but  yet  nght  gently  vsed,     [stiil, 
To  take  our  liues,  it  w^s  not  LJegues  will, 
(That  noble  blood,  which  neuer  man  abnsed,} 
Nor  euer  yet  was  for  his  {aith  accused, 

Would  God  I  had  the  bkill  to  write  his  prayse, 
Wbicblent  me  comfort  in  iny  dolefuU  dayes. 

170  We  bodę  behind,  foure  mooetfas  or  little 
lesse. 

But  wherevpon  that  God  he  koowes  not  I, 
Yet  if  1  might  be  bolde  to  giue  a  gesse, 
Then  would  [  say  it  was  for  to  espie, 
What  rannsome  we  would  pay  contentedly: ' 
Or  els  to  know  how  much  we  were  esteemde, 
In  Eogland  here,  and  for  wbąt  men  ydeemde. 


/i 


AitfLhoine  we  came  as  children  come  from  scS&g| 
As  gladde,  as  fishe  wbićh^re  but  lateky  catcbt, 
And  straight  againe  were  cast  into  the  poole: 


THE  murrES  OF  WARRE. 


595 


For  t>7  my  &7 1  coumpt  hin  but  a  fboIe» 
l^ich  would  not  rather  poorely  Hue  at  large, 
Than  lest  in  pryaon  fedde  with  costly  charge.^^ 

17S  Kow  haue  I  tolde  a  tedtous  tale  in  rime, 
Of  my  mishappes,  and  what  ill  lucke  I  had, 
Yet  same  may  say,  tliat  all  to  lowde  I  chime, 
Since  that  in  warres  my  fortunę  was  not  badde, 
And  many  a  man  in  pryson  woald  be  gladde, 
To  farę  no  worse,  and  lodge  no  worse  than  wee, 
And  eke  at  last  to  scape  aud  go  so  firee. 

1 78  I  mnst  confesae  that  both  we  were  wel]  Tsed, 
And  promise  kept  according  to  contract. 
And  that  nor  wee,  nor  Souldionrs  were  abosed. 
No  rigour  shewed,  nor  louely  decding  lackt: 
I  mnst  confesse  that  we  were  neuer  rackt. 
Nor  forst  to  do,  nor  speake  agaynst  onr  will» 
Attd  yet  I  coompt  it  froward  fortunę  iti)]. 

174  A  tnitb  it  is  (sinoe  warres  are  ledde  by 
chaunccy 

And  Bone  so  stoute  but  tbat  sometimes  may  &)1,) 
No  man  On  earth  his  honoufr  migh(  aduaance, 
To  render  better  (łf  he  once  were  thrall) 
Why  who  could  wishe  morę  cumforte  at  his  cal), 
7*han  for  to  yeeld  with^ensigne  fuli  displayde. 
And  all  armes  borne  In  warlike  wise  for  ayde? 

175  Or  who  coold  wishe  dispatcbe  with  greater 
speede, 

Than  souldiours  had  which  taried  so  ft^  dayes? 
Or  who  could  wishe,  morę  succour  at  bis  neede, 
Than  vsed  was  to  tbem  at  all  assayes  ? 
Bready  meate,  and  drinke,  yea  wagons  in  their 

wayes, 
To  ease  tbe  sicke  and  hurte  which  oonld  not  go, 
Ali  tanę  in  Warres,  are  seldome  vsed  so. 

176  Or  who  could  wishe  (to  ease  his  captiue 
dayes) 

Morę  libertie  than  on  his  fiiyth  to  rest? 
To  eate  and  drinke  at  Barons  borde  alwayes^ 
To  lie  on  downe,  to  banąuet  with  the  best. 
To  haue  all  things,  at  euery  iust  request. 
To  borowe  coyne,  when  any  seemde  to  lacke, 
To  haue  his  owne,  away  with  him  to  packę  ? 

177  AU  this  and  morę  1  must  oonfesse  we  had, 
God  saue  (say  I)  our  noble  Sueene  therfbre, 
Ifmc  ilUt  lachrimte,  tbere  lays  the  padde, 
Which  madę  the  strawę  suspected  be  the  more^ 
For  trust  me  trae,  they  coueted  fuli  sore, 

To  keepe  our  ^oeeue  and  countrie  last  their 

fHendes, 
TiU  all  their  warres  might  grow  to  lackie  endes. 

178  But  were  that  onoe  to  happy  ende  yhrought. 
And  all  stray  sheepe  coroe  home  agayne  to  folde, 
Then  looke  to  dore:  and  thinke  the  cat  is  nought, 
Although  she  let  the  mouse  from  out  hir  holde: 
Beleue  me  now,  me  thinkes  (  dare  be  bolde. 

To  thinke  tbat  if  they  once  were  freendes  againe. 
We  might  soone  sell,  all  freendship  fouiid  in 
Spaine. 

179  Weil  these  are  woordes  and  fitrre  beyód 
my  reacb; 

Yet  by  the  way  receyue  them  well  in  worth. 
And  by  the  way,  let  neuer  Lkquet  appeach       "^ 
My  rayling  penne,  for  thoughe  my  minde  abhorrthl 
All  Spainiab  prankes:  yet  most  1  thundar  fórth    ] 


His  worthj  prayse,  wbo  held  his  Aiyth  ynstayned. 
And  enermore  to  vs  a  freend  remayned. 

180  Why  sayed  I  then,  that  warre  is  fuU  of 
woes? 

Or  sowre  of  taste,  to  them  that  know  it  best? 
Who  so  demaundes,  I  will  my  minde  diselose. 
And  then  iudge  you  the  burdens  of  my  brest: 
Mftflcft  wdl  my  wordes  and  you  shall  finde  him 

blest, 
Tbat  Dajenietli  jeast  yith  warres  in,  any  wise. 

But  gnietliuCTrnp^  JLl^Jte  .4^^^» 

181  For  thoogb  ye  did  with  truth  and  hononr 
YetveeT?fiia5*i8  alwayes  ą  ^reat  J^grace,  tj^]*^' 
And  t^bugh  we  madę  a  braue  letjTe  in  field, 

Yet  who  retyres,  doth  aiwayes  yeeld  his  place: 
And  though  we  neuer  did  our  selues  embase, 
But  were  alwayes  at  Barons  table  fedde, 
Yet  better  were  at  home  with  Barlie  breade, 

182  1  leane  to  tell  what  losse  we  did  snstaine^ 
In  pens,  in  pay,  in  wares,  and  readie  wealth, 
Since  all  such  trash  may  gotten  be  againe, 

Or  wasted  well  at  home  by  priuie  stelth: 
Smali  losse  hath  he  which  all  his  liuing  seltb. 
To  saue  his  life,  when  other  helpe  is  nonę, 
Cast  vp  the  sadde  when  the  horse  Is  gone. 

183  But  what  I  sayde,  I  say  and  swęare  againe. 
For  first  we  were  in  HoUande  sgre  suspęct, 

Tbe  stati^  did  thinke,  that  with  some  ńlthie  gtinfc 
The  Spal  ni  sh  peeres  vs  Ćaptaines  had  mfcct, 
T|i?y  Though t  we  ment  our  cnsignes  to  ercct 
In  Kings  behalfe:  and  eke  the  common  sorte, 
1*hougbTpriiiy  pay  had  madę  vs  leaue  our  forte. 

184  Againe,  the  Kings  men  (onely   Łlcqu6t 
except. 

And  good  Yerdugo^)  thought  we  were  too  well. 
And  that  we  were  but  pfbyde  with  in  rcspect,    ^ 
When  as  their  men  in  great  distresse  did  dwell: 
So  that  with  bate  their  buming  hartes  did  sweU« 
And  bad  hang  vp  or  drowne  vs  euerychone, 
These  bones  we  had  alway  to  byte  vpon« 

185  This  sause  we  had  vnto  our  costly  farę. 
And  euery  day  we  threatned  were  in  deede, 
So  that  on  both  sides  we  must  by  de  tbe  ca^e. 
And  be  mistrust  of  euery  wicked  deede. 

And  be  reuiide,  and  must  our  sćlues  yet  feede 

With  liogring  Hope,  to  get  away  at  last, 

That  selfe  same  Hopc  which^  tyed  vs  tbere  so  &st, 

1 86  To  make  Tp  all,  our  owne  men  playde  their 
parte,  % 

And  rang  a  peale  to  make  ts  morę  mystrust. 
For  when  they  should  away  from  vs  departe, 
And  sawe  vs  byde,  they  thought  we  stayed  for  lost. 
And  sent  them  se  in  secrete  to  be  trust:        [solde 
They  thought  and  sayde,  thus  haue  our  Ćaptaines 
Us  silly  souleSt  for  groates  and  glistring  golde. 

187  Yea,  when  they  were  to  England  safely 
brought, 

Yet  taikte  they  still  euen  as  they  did  before: 
Por  slaundrous  tongues,  if  once  they  tattle  ought, 
With  mickell  paye  will  chaunge  their  wicked  lore: 
It  hath  bene  proued  fnll  many  dayes  of  yore, 
That  be  which  once  in  slander  takes  delight. 
Win  seMome  frame  bis  woordes  to  sounde  aright. 

^  A  ooroncli  of  tha  kings  lide. 
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188  Straonge  Ule  to  tell,  we  that  had  let  tbem 
frec. 

And  set  oanelues  on  sandes  for  tbeir  expeDce, 
We  that  remaynd  in  daunger  of  the  tree, 
When  they  were  lafe,  we  that  were  their  defence* 
With  armeSyWith  cost,  with  deedes,with  eloquence: 
We  that  Raued  tuch,  as  knew  not  where  to  flie, 
Were  now  by  them  accuBde  of  ^i;ecbęrie. 

189  Tbese  fruits  (1  gay)  in  wicked  warres  I 
fouode,  [would, 

Which  make  me  wryte  much  morę  than  else  I 

(For  losse  of  life,  or  dread  of  deadly  woiinde, 
Shall  neoer  mąkę  me  blame  it  though  I  could, 
Since  death  doth  dwell  on  euerie  kinde  of  mould : 
Aud  who  in  warre  hath  caught  a  latali  clappe, 
If  ight  channce  at  borne  to  baue  no  better  happe* 

190  So  losse  of  goodes  shall  neuer  trouble  me, 
Since  God  which  giues  can  take  when  pleaseth  him,  • 
But  losse  of  famę  or  slaundred  bo  to  be. 
Tbat  makes  my  wittes   to   breake   aboue  their 

ormime, 

And  frettes  tiny  harte.  and  ląnies  me  euery  limrae: 
ForTTbtrte  nrttnls*t1łcir  tiononr  inore'e:&leęme, 
Than  worldly  wights^or  wealtby  or  life  candeeme. 

191  And  yet  in  warres,  such  graffes  of  gnidge 
do  growe, 

Sachlewdnesse  lorkes,  such  malioe  makes  mischief, 
Such  enuie  boyles,  such  falshood  fire  doth  blowe, 
Tbat  Bountie  burnes,  and  truth  is  called  thief^ 
And  good  desertes  are  brought  into  such  brief, 
That  Slaunder  snuffe  which  sweares  the  matter  out, 
Briugs  oftentimes  the  noblest  names  in  doubt. 

192  Then  whether  I  be  one  of  Hanghty  harte, 
Or  Greedy  minde,  or  Miser  in  decay, 

I  sayde  aud  say  that  fbr  minę  owne  poore  parte, 
^may  confesse  that  Belluni  euery  way, 
ris  Sweete:   but  how?    (beare  well  my  woordes 
|Forsooth,  to  such  as  neuer  did  it  trie,         [away) 

Tbis  is  my  Theame  1  cannot  chaunge  it  I, 

PBRORATIO: 

193. 0  noble  StieeneS'',  wbose  high  foresight 

prouides, 
That  wast    of    warre,    your  realmes  doth  not 

destroye. 
But  pleasaunt  peace,  and  quiet  concord  glydes, 
In  euery  coast,  to  driue  out  darke  anoye, 
O  Tertuons  damę,  I  say  Pardonei  moy, 
That  I  presume  in  worthlesse  Yerse  to  warne, 
Tbambitioas  Prince,  his  dueties  to  descerne. 

194  Your  skiłfull  minde  (O^  Sueene  without 
compare) 
Can  soone  conceyue  that  cause  constraynes  me  so, 
Since  wicked  warres  haue  bredde  such  cruell  carc, 
In  Flaunders,  Fraunce,  in  Spaine  and  many  mó, 
Which  reape  thereby  nonę  other  worth  but  wo: 
Whiles  you  (meane  while)  enipy  the  frnites  of 

peace, 
Still  praysing  God,  wbose  bounties  neuer  cease. 

193  If  you  (my  liege)  vouchsafe  in  gratious  wise, 
To  pardon  that  which  passeth  from  my  Muse, 
Then  care  I  not  what  other  kings  deuise, 
In  warres  defense  :>  nor  tbongh  they  me  accuse, 
And  say  that  I  tbeir  bloudie  deedes  abuse: 

**  Prince. 


Your  onely  grace  my  soaeiałgiie  Łady  be^ 
Let  other  Kings  thinke  what  they  list  of  oie. 

1 96  And  you  my  Lordes  ^^  to  whome  I  .ioetiesow^ 
And  beare  such  loue  as  best  becommeth  me, 
First  Earle  of  Bedford,  whome  I  ris^ht  well  know, 
To  honour  armes :  and  woorthic  Warwykehe, 
In  wbose  good  grace  1  oouct  sore  to  he : 
Then  Leyster  next,  (Su8sex  not  set  bebindc) 
And  worthy  Rssex  men  of  noble  minde. 

197  Yong  Oxenford  as  toward  as  the  best, 
Noithumbrrland,  and  Ormount  woorthy  preyKf 
Łyncolue,  Kildare,  and  Worster  with  the  rest 
Of  noble  Earlcs,  which  hołd  your  happy  daya 
In  high  renowme,  as  men  of  warre  alwayes: 
With  others  mo  to  many  to  rccite, 
Youchsafe  my  Lordes  to  pardone  that  I  write. 

198  Of  Wilton  Grey  (to  whome  thcsc  rimcs  I 
With'all  the  Barons  bold  of  English  soyle,  [vro(e) 
I  humbly  craue  that  it  may  be  forgotte, 
Although  my  Muzę  haue  seemde  to  keepetoojfa 
With  niigbty  men  which  put  the  weaketo  fnyie: 
I  ment  not  yon  sińce,  by  your  deedes  appeaies, 
You  nile  with  right,  like  wise  and  worthy  p^sna 

199  Rlght  reuereiłd,  of  Canterbury  chiefe, 
London,  and  Lincoln,  Bishoppes  by  yoar  nuBe^, 
Good  Deane  of  Pawles  (which  leod  a  great  leH 
To  naked  neede)  and  ail  the  rest  of  famę, 

In  pastors  place:  with  whome  I  (vere  too  blsoe, 
If  Neuynsone  my  mai  ster  were  not  piastę, 
Since  by  his  helpe  I  leaming  first  embraste. 

900  Beare  with  my  yerse,  aud  thinke  1  ment 
not  you, 
Whereas  I  spake  of  pride  m  Prelacie, 
But  let  it  bido  eoen  there  where  first  it  gierr, 
Ti  11  God  vouchsafe  to  quench  hipocri$)e, 
Which  by  pretence  to  pcaish  henssie,      [bresŁe, 
Doth  conquere  realmes,  and  rommon  cODCordi 
You  know  my  mind,  1  neede  no  płayner  speake. 

201  You  gemmes  of  Justice,  chiefe  of  óH^ 
bencb  *, 
And  he  that  keepes  hir  Maiesties  great  seale, 
Good  Sueenes  attomey,  he  wbose  pitties  ąneoch 
(I  say  sometimes)  the  rigonr  of  his  zeski 
When  miserie,  to  mercy  must  apeale, 
And  Sergeant  Louelace,  many  ways  my  fneod, 
As  I  haue  found  (yet  let  me  there  not  end,} 

203  But  hołd  my  tale  to  Rugge  and  all  U*  rerf 
Of  good  Grayes  lunę,  where  bonest  Ydnerton, 
And  I  JFVr  se  sometimes  yfisere  did  res^ 
When  amitie  first  in  our  brests  begonne, 
Which  shall  endure  as  long  as  any  Sunne 
May  shine  on  earth,  or  water  swimme  in  Seas, 
Let  not  my  Terse  your  lawlike  minds  displetse, 

203  For  well  wot  you,  our  master  Christ  hio* 
selfe, 
Whioh  had  but  tweliie  Apostles  in  his  trayne, 
Had  ludas  yet,  which  solde  fbr  woridly  petfe 
Our  Sauiour:  this  text  is  true  and  playne: 
And  when  so  many  Lawyersdo  remayne, 
There  may  be  some  although  tbat  you  be  iK>n«i 
Which  breede  debatę  and  loue  to  cast  a  booe. 
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f04  In  Chancerie  I  neede  no  man  suspect, 
Since  conscieoce,  in  that  court  Insareth  sway, 
Yet  in  the  same  1  may  no  wayes  neglect, 
Nor  worthy  Powie,  nor  Cordelł  by  the  way* 
Of  whome  that  one,  is  of  my  keepe  the  keye, 
That  other  once  did  lende  me  such  aduise, 
As  was  both  sounde  and  good,  had  1  bene  wise. 

205  He  tolde  me  once,  (I  beare  it  well  in  minde. 
And  shall  it  nay  forget  whyles  lyfe  doth  last) 
That  harde  it  ii  a  noble  naroe  to  finde, 
In  such  attempts  astheo  in  sernice  past: 
Beleue  me  now  I  foande  his  wordes  no  blast, 
Wherfore  I  pray  both  him  and  his  comp<^ere. 
To  beare  with  that  which  I  haae  written  heere. 

t06  And  as  for  Merchants  ^,  thougfa  1  flnde  the 
most 
Hard  harted  men  and  compting  cnnningly, 
Yet  Albany  shall  thinke  I  do  not  boast 
In  rayling  wise:  for  surę  his  curtesie, 
Constreynes  me  now  to  prayse  him  worthely. 
And gentleRuwe  with  Luntlye"*  make  me8ay,[may. 
That  many  Merchaunts  beare  euen  w  bat  they 

907  But  toconclude,  I  meane  no  morę  but  thns, 
In  all  estates  some  one  may  treade  awrye. 
And  he  that  list  my  yenes  to  discosse, 
Shall  see  I  ment  no  morę,  but  modestły 
To  wame  the  wise,  that  they.sacb  fanits  do  flie 
As  put  downe  peace  by  conine  or  debatę, 
Since  warre  and  gfriffi  h^y^g  wo  to  euery  state. 

Finis. 


Ł  ENUOIE. 

Oo  little  Booke,  God  grauni  thou  nonę  oiiende, 
For  so  meant  hee  which  sought  to  set  tbee  foorth, 
And  when  thou  commett  where  Soldiers  seeme  tu 

wend, 
Sabroit  thy  selfe  as  writte  but  little  woorth: 
Confesse  withalt,  that  tfiou  hast  bene  too  bolde. 
To  speak  so  plaine  of  Haughtie  hartes  in  place. 
And  !»ay  that  he  which  wrote  thee  coulde  haue  tolde 
Ful)  many  a  tale,  of  blouds  that  were  not  base: 
He  coulde  faauę  writte  Dan  Dud leybs  noble  deedes, 
Wbose  like  hath  sińce  bene  haide  on  earth  to  finde, 
Aithough  his  ^ertae  shewes  it  selfe  in  Seedes, 
Which  treade  his  tracks,  and  come  not  farre  be- 

hinde. 
He  might  haue  snn;  of  Grey  the  woorthie  prayse, 
Whose  ofspring  holdes  the  honor  of  his  sire: 
He  coulde  declare  what  Wallop  was  alwayes, 
What  Awdelie  seemde,  what  Randell  did  reąuire. 
Hf"  coulde  say  what  desertes  Drewrie  be, 
In  Reade,  in  Bryckwell,  and  a  meany  moe: 
But  basbfulnesse  did  make  him  blush,  least  he 
^ould  but  eciypse  their  fames  by  sioging  so. 
Suffiseth  tbis,  tha^8tillh£  bonors  tbose 
Whjchjyade  in  warres  to  get  a  woortlue  name» 
And  least  esteemes  the  greedie  snudge,  which  goes 
To  gayne  good  golde,  witbout  respecte  of  famę. 
And  for  the  tbiide  sorte,  those  that  in  dystresse 
J>o  drioe  their  dayes,  till  drummes  do  draw  thero 

out, 
He  coumpts  hhn  selfe  to  bee  nor  morę  nor  lesse. 
Bat  anen  the  same:  for  surę  withouten  doubt, 

^'  MerchauBti, 


If  drummes  onee  sounde  a  lustie  martch  in  deede, 
Tben  forewell   bookesi  for  he  will  trudge  with 
speede. 

FIMIS. 
Tam  Marti  quam  Mereurh. 
corected,  perfected,  and  finished. 

Wbosoeuer  is  desirous  to  reade  tbis  proposiciott 
morę  at  laige  and  cunningly  bandled,  let  him  but 
peruse  the  Prouer|)e  or  adage  it  self  in  the  first 
Ceiiturian  of  the  fourth  CkyiUfode  of  that  fomoase 
Ciarkę  Eratmut  Roterodamus:  the  whiche  is  there 
aiso  Entitttled:  Dutce  óellum  inat^tit^j 
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TRE  FRUTE  OFRECONCIUATION, 

WRITTEir   VPPOW  A  RECONCIŁIATIOIT  BKTWBirB 
TWO  FRBBMDB8. 

Thb  hatefull  man  that  heapeth  in  his  mynde^ 
Cruell  reuenge  of  wrouges  forepast  and  done, 
May  not  (with  ease)  the  pleasaunt  patbway  finde, 
Of  friendly  verse  which  I  haue  now  begone, 
Unlesse  at  first  his  angry  brest  Tntwinde, 
Tłie  crooked  kiK>t  which  cauckred  choUer  knit, 
And  tben  recule  with  reconciled  gra(%. 
Likewlsc  I  fiade  it  sayde  in  holy  write, 
If  thou  entend  to  turne  thy  fcarefuli  fiice. 
To  God  aboue :  make  thyne  asrreement  yet, 
First  with  thy  Brother  whom  thou  didst  abuse, 
Confesse  thy  faultes,  thy  frowardnesse  and  all, 
So  that  the  Lord  thy  prayer  not  refuse. 
Wheo  I  consider  this,  and  tben  the  brali, 
Which  raging  youth  (1  will  not  me  excu8e) 
Did  whilome  breede  in  minę  v»mellowed  brayne, 
I  tbought  it  meete  before  I  did  assay. 
To  n^rite  in  ryme  the  double  golden  gayne, 
Of  amitie:  first  yet  to  take  away, 
The  grutch  of  grief,  as  thou  doest  me  constrayae. 
By  due  dcsert  whereto  I  now  must  yeeld, 
And  drowne  for  aye  in  depth  of  Lethes  lakę, 
Disdaynefull    moodes    whom    frendship   cannot 

weelde: 
Pleading  for  peace  which  for  my  parte  I  make 
Of  former  strife,  and  henceforth  let  vs  write 
The  pleasaut  fruites  of  faythfuU  iriends  delight. 
Si/orUtmUtu  infalit. 


53= 


Two  gentlemen  did  run  t^ree  courses  at  the  Ring 
for  one  kisse  to  be  take  of  a  fair  gentlewoman 
being  tben  present,  with  tbis  oondicion,  that  the 
winner  should  haue  the  kisse,  and  Uie  loser  be 
bound  to  write  some  rertfes  vpon  the  gaine  or 
losse  therof.  Now  it  fortuned  that  the  winner 
triumphed,  saying,  he  much  lamented  that  in 
3routh  be  had  not  seen  the  warres.  Wherevpon 
the  loMr  compyled  these  foliowi ng,  in  dischaige 
of  the  condition  aboue  rebearsed. 

Tuis  ^aine  anaile  which  thou  by  Mars  hast  woonne, 
Should  not  allure  thy  Aitting  minde  to  feelde, 
Where  sturdie  steeds  in  depth  of  dangers  roonne. 
By  guttes  wel  gnawen  by  clappes  that  Canons 
yeeld«« 
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Wliere  fidthkue  friendes  bywarrefiurewazenwaie, 
And  raniie  to  bim  tbat  giocth  bett  fewaide: 
No  feaie  of  lawes  can  caute  tbem  lor  to  cmi^. 
Bat  robbe  and  reaue,  and  st«ale  witboot  icsaide, 
The  fatbers  ooate,  tbe  brothers  iteede  from  atalJ : 
The  deare  friendes  pane  shall  picked  be  for  pence, 
The  natioe  soile,  the  parentes  left  aod  all, 
Włth  Ima  tra  lani,  the  Campe  is  marcfaing  heoce. 
But  when  bare  beggrie  bidds  tbem  to  heware^ 
And  late  repentaoce  ridei  them  to  retire, 
like  bioelette  Bees  thy  wander  here  and  there. 
And  hang  on  tbem  wbo  (earat)  did  dreade  their  ire. 
Tbis  oit  throte  life  (me  seemcs)  thou  shouldat  not 

like. 
And  sbunne  the  happie  hauen  of  meane  estate: 
High  loue  (perdy)  may  sende  whai  thou  doest 

•eeke. 
And  heape  vp  poundes  witbin  tby  quiet  gate. 
Nor  yeti  wouldthat  thou  shouldst  spende  tbydayes 
In  idlenesse  to  tearc  a  golden  tiroe:  [praise, 

Like  countrey  loutes,  which  Compt  nonę  otber 
But  grease  a  theepe,  and  leame  to  »enie  the  swine. 
In  vaiDe  were  then  the  giftcs  wliich  naturę  lent, 
If  Pan  80  presfte  to  passe  damę  Pallas  lore: 
But  my  good  friende,  let  thua  thy  youth  be  spent, 
Senie  Ood  tby  Lord,  and  praysc  him  euermore. 
.  Search  out  the  skill  which  learned  bookes  do  teach, 
And  scnie  in  feeld  when  shadowes  make  thee  sure: 
Hołd  with  the  head,  and  row  not  past  thy  reach. 
Bat  plead  for  peace  which  plenty  may  procure. 
And  (for  my  life)  if  thou  canst  run  this  race, 
Thy  bagges  of  coyne  will  multiply  apace.  * 
Siforiunalus  ńtfaUz, 


But  high  forsigbi  in  dreanes  bałk  stopfc 
And  caosde  the  Swanne  to  sing  before  h» 


For  lo  tbese  nakedwalles  do  weil  dedne^ 
My  iatest  leaue  of  thee  I  taken  baue: 
And  ^nknowen  coastes  which  I  most 
Do  well  diuiue  tbat  there  shalbe  my  g 
There  shall  my  death  make  many  for  to 
Skaroe  knowne  to  them,  well  knowne  to  thee 


Tbis  bowne  of  thee  (as  last  reqaest)  I 
When  tnie  report  shAll  sounde  my  death 
Youchsafe  yet  then  to  go  yiito  my  graoe. 
And  there  first  write  my  byrth  and  tben  my 
And  how  my  life  was  shortned  many  y 
By  womens  wyleś  as  to  the  worid  appeares. 

And  in  reward  of  grannt  to  thts  reąnest, 
Permtt  O  God  my  toong  these  woordes  to  tell: 
(When  as  his  pen  shall  write  vpon  my  chest) 
With  shriking  voyce  minę  owne  deare  friefid&r^ 
No  care  on  earth  did  seeme  so  mudi  to  ODe,  [«eQ: 
As  when  my  corps  was  forst  to  part  from  thee. 
Sifrrłwutut  infeeUr. 


Not  long  afler  writing  hereof :  he  departed  from 
the  company  of  his  sayd  friend  (wbom  he  en- 
tirely  loued)  into  the  west  of  £nglande,and  feel- 
ing  bimselfe  so  consumed  by  womens  craft  tbat 
be  doubted  of  a  safe  retume:  wrote  before  his 
departure  as  followeth. 

The  fceble  thred  whicli  Lachem  hath  sponnc. 
To  drawe  my  dayes  in  short  a  bodę  with  thee, 
Hath  wrought  a  webbe  which  now  (welneare)  is 

donnę, 
The  wale  is  worne:  and  (all  to  late)  I  see 
Tbat  lingring  life  doth  dally  but  in  vaine. 
For  Ałropos  will  cut  the  twist  in  twalne. 

T  not  disceme  what  life  but  lothsomc  were, 
When  faithfull  friends  are  kept  in  twayne  by  want: 
Nor  yet  perceiue  what  pleasure  doth  appeere, 
To  deepe  desires  where  good  successe  is  skant. 
Such  spight  yet  showes  damę  fortunę  (if  the 

frowne,) 
The  baughty  harts in  high  mishapsto  drowne. 

Hot  be  the  flames  which  boyle  infriendly  mindes, 
Cruell  the  care  and  dreadfułi  is  the  doome: 
Slipper  the  knot  which  tract  of  time  Yutwynds, 
HaŁefoll  the  life  and  welcome  were  the  toome. 
Blest  were  the  day  which  might  deuoure  such 


He  wrote  to  the  same  friend  from  Bxcesier,  tbis 

Sonet  foUowing. 

A  HUNDRSTH  sonues  (in  course  but  not  in  kind) 
Can  witnesse  well  tbat  I  possesse  no  ioye: 
The  feare  of  death  which  fretteth  in  sny  mind 
Consumes  my  hart  with  dread  of  darke  aooye. 
And  for  eche  sonne  a  thousand  brokeu  sleepes 
Deuide  my  dreames  with  fresh  recourse  of  cares; 
The  yoongest  sister  sharpe  hir  sheare  she  keepes. 
To  cut  my  thred,  and  thus  my.  life  it  weares. 
Yet  let  such  daies,  such  thousand  restłesse  iitgfats, 
Spit  forth  their  spite,  let  &tes  eke  showe  their 

force: 
Deatbes  daonting  dart  wrhere  90  his  bafliet  ligbts, 
Shall  shape  no  change  witbin  my  friendly  oone: 
But  dead  or  Hue,  ni  heauen,  in  earth,  iu  helł 
I  wilbe  thine  where  so  my  carkase  direlL 
Siforlunatut  ittfaSstę 


youth 


[trueth. 


Aud  curst  the  want  tbat  seekes  to  choke  such 

This  wayling  veFse  I  bathe  in  flowing  teares, 
And  would  my  life  might  end  with  these  my  lioes: 
Yer  striue  I  not  to  force  into  thine  eares, 
Such  fayned  plainU  as  fickell  falth  resignes.    . 


He  wrote  to  the  same  friend  from  Fonnteine  beU* 
eau  in  Fraunce,  this  Son  net  in  commendatioa 
of  the  said  house  of  Fountaine  bereau. 

Not  stately  Traye  though  Priem  yet  did  lioe^ 
Could  noi^  comparo  B>unŁeim  beTeou  to  passe: 
Nor  Syrian  towers,  whose  lofde  steppes  did  stńue. 
To  climbe  the  throne  where  angry  Sahaite  was. 
For  outward  shew  the  porta  are  of  such  price, 
As  skórne  the  cost  which  Cesar  spilt  in  Roome: 
Snch  works  within  as  stayne  the  rare  deuisc, 
Which  whilome  he  ApeUet  wrought  on  toome. 
Swift  Tiber  floud  which  fed  the  Romayne  pooles, 
Puddle  to  this  where  Christall  melts  in  streames, 
The  pleasaont   place  where   Afuier   kept   their 

schooles, 
(Not  parcbt  with  Phc^,  nor  banisht  from  hk 

beames) 
Yeeld  to  those  Dames,  nor  sight,  nor  fniite,  nor 

smell, 
Which  may  be  thought  these  ^rdens  to  exceIL 
Sifortwwtut  łf^mUsm 


HEARBES. 
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He  wrole  Tnto  •  SkoUsh  Damę  whom  he  choie  for 
faii  Miftreue  in  tbe  Freach  Coart,  m  followeth. 

1<ADY  receyne,  receiue  i  o  cracioiu  wise, 
This  ragged  verse,  these  rude  ill  skribłed  lioes : 
Too  base  aii  obiect  for  your  heauenly  eyes, 
For  he  that  writes  his  freedome  (lo)  resigDes 
Into  your  haodes:  and  freely  yeelds  as  thrall 
Hii  stordy  necke  (earst  subiect  to  no  yoke) 
But  bending  no\<r,  and  headloug  prest  to  falli 
Before  your  feete,  soch  force  hath  beauties  stroke. 
Since  then  miae  eyes  (wbich  skomd  our  English) 

dames 
In  forrayne  courtes  haue  chosen  you  for  fityre, 
Łet  be  tUis  ver8e  tnie  token  of  my  flames, 
And  dó  not  drench  your  owne  in  deepe  dispayre. 
Ooely  I  craue  (as  1  nill  change  for  new) 
Tbat  you  youchsafe  to  thinke  your  seruaunt  trew. 
'   Si/ortunatui  i^fetlit. 


A  SONET 

WRimN  Iir  PRATtB  OP  THB  BROWNB  BSAIITIBy 
GOMPIŁBD  roR  THB  ŁOUB  OF  MlflTRBMB  B.  P. 
AR  P0U>WET1I. 

Tub  thrifUes  thred  wbich  pampredbeauty  spinnes, 
la  thraldonabinds  tbe  foolish  gazing  eyes: 
As  cniell  Sp'ider8  with  their  crafty  ginnes, 
In  wcrthlesse  webbes  doe  snare  tbe  simple  Flies. 
Tbe  garments  gay,  tbe  glittring  golden  gite, 
Tbe  tysing  talk  wbich  flowes  from  Pallas  pooles: 
The  painted  pale,  the  (too  much)  redmade  wbite. 
Ara  smiling  baytes  to  fisbe  for  louiug  fooles. 
But  lo»  when  eld  in  tootbiesse  mooth  appeares. 
And  hóary  heares  in  steede  of  beauties  blaze: 
Then  bad  1  wist,  both  teach  repenting  yeares, 
Tbe  tickłe  track  of  craflie  Capides  maże. 
Twixt  foire  and  foule  therfore,  twixt  great  and 
A  louely  nutbrowne  foce  is  best  of  alL         [smally 
Sifariioiaiia  iitfcdixp 


JiOW  TO  BEGIM  WITOr  ABOTHBR  MAH,  TAKB 
THBtB  YBRSKi  WRITTBN  TO  BB  BBNT  WITA  A 
JtYlfG,  WHBKBIN  WBllB  EM6RAUBO  A  PAR- 
TRICU  IM  A.  lfERŁIVB8  FOOTE. 

Thb  Partridge  in  the  pretie  Merlines  foote, 
Wbo  feeles  bir  force  supprest  with  fearfulnesse, 
And  findes  that  strength  nor  strife  can  do  bir 

boote, 
To  <cape  the  danger  of  hir  deepe  distresse: 
These  wofull  wordes  may  seeme  for  to  rehcrse 
Which  I  must  write  in  this  waymenting  rerse. 

What  helpetb  now  (sayeth  she)  damę  natares 
To  die  my  featbers  like  tbe  dustie  ground?  [skill, 
Or  what  preoayles  to  lend  me  winges  at  will 
Which  in  the  ayre  can  make  my  bodie  bound  > 
Since  from  tbe  earth  the  dogges  me  draue  peiforce, 
And  new  aloft  the  Kauke  hath  caught  my  corse. 

If  chaunge  of  colonrs,  coatd  not  me  conuey, 
Yet  mought  my  wings  haue  scapt  the  dogges  des- 
And  if  my  wings  did  fayle  to  flie  away,        [spite: 
Yet  mought  my  strength  resist  the  Merlines  might. 
Bot  naturę  madę  the  Meriine  mee  to'  kill, 
•And  me  to  yeeld  Toto  the  Merlines  wiłl. 

VOŁ.  U. 


My  lot  is  like.(deere  Damę)  beleue  me  wA 
The  quiet  life  wbich  I  fuli  closely  kept,-  ' 

Was  not  content  in  happie  state  to  dwell. 
But  forth  in  hast  to  gazę  on  thee  it  lept.  . 
Desire  thy  dogge  did  spring  me  vp  in  hast,   [fiut. 
Thou  wert  the  Hauke,  w  bose  tallents  caught  me 

What  should  I  then,  seeke  meanes  to  flie  away  ł 
Or  striue  by  force,  to  breake  out  of  thy  feete  } 
No,  no,  perdie,  I  may  no  strength  assay, 
To  striue  with  thee  ywis,  it  were  not  meete. 
Thou  art  that  Hauke,  whom  naturę  madę  to  beat 

me,  I 

And  I  the  Byrd,  that  must  therewith  content  me*    '. 

And  sińce  Damę  naturę  hath  ordayned  so,  / 

Hir  happie  best  I  gladly  shall  embrace:  / 

I  yeeid  my  will,  altbough  it  were  to  wo, 
I  stand  content  to  take  my  griefe  for  grace:        ^ 
And  seale  it  vp  within  my  secrete  hart,  ^ 

Which  seale  receiue,  as  token  of  my  smart. 
SpTttŁtt  iamen  muunt. 


A  LOU1MG  ŁADY  BEINO  WOUNOEDIIf  THB  8PRIIIO 
TI  HE,  AND  NOW  OAJLDED  BfTSONBS  WITH  TMB 
RBMBMBRANCB  OF  THB  SPRING,  DOTU  THBR* 
FORB  THUS  BBWAYŁE. 

This  tenth  of  March  when  Aries  receyu'd 
Damę  Phabut  rayes,  into  his  homed  head: 
And  I  my  selfe,  by  leamed  lorę  perceyu*d, 
That  Ver  approcht,  and  frostie  winter  fled. 
I  crost  the  Thames,  to  take  the  cherefull  ii^re, 
In  open  feeldes,  the  weather  was  so  foyre. 

And  as  I  rowed,  fast  by  tbe  further  sbore, 
I  beard  a  voyce,  which  seemed  to  lament: 
Whereat  I  stay*d,  and  by  a  stately  dore, 
I  left  my  Boate,  and  Tp  on  land  I  went: 
TiiI  at  the  last  by  lasting  paine  I  found, 
The  wofull  wight|  wbich  madę  this  dolefoU  sonad, 

In  pleasant  garden  (placed  all  alone) 
I  sawe  a  Dama,  wbo  sat  in  weary  wise, 
With  scakling  sighes,  she  vttred  all  hir  monę,  . 
Tbe  ruefoU  teares,  downe  rayned  firom  hir  eyes: 
Hir  lowring  head,  foli  lowe  on  band  she  layed. 
On  knee  hir  arme:  and  thus  this  Łady  sayed« 

Alas  (quod  she)  bchold  eche  pleasaunt  greene. 
Will  now  renew,  his  sommers  liuery, 
The  fragrant  (lowers,  which  haue  not  long  bene 
Will  florish  now,  (ere  long)  in  brauery :      [seene, 
Tbe  tender  buddes,  whom  colde  hath  lou«7  kept  in. 
Wili  spring  and  sproute,  as  they  do  now  begin. 

But  I  (alas)  within  whose  moumtng  minde, 
Tbe  graffes  of  grief,  are  ouely  giuen  to  gfrowe, 
Cannot  enioy  the  spring  which  otbers  finde. 
But  still  my  will,  must  wither  all  in  woe: 
The  culd  of  care,  so  nippes  my  iojres  at  roote. 
No  sunne  dothsbine,  that  well  can  do  them  boote* 

The  lustie  Ver,  which  whitome  might  eschange 
My  griefe  to  ioy,  and  then  my  ioyet  eocrease, 
Springs  now  alse  where,  and  showet  to  me  but 

strange, 
My  wtnters  woe,  tberefore  can  neuer  oease : 
In  other  coasts,  his  sunne  fuU  cleare  doUi  «hi«^ 
And  comforts  Unds  to  eu*ry  mould  but '~'~~" 
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Wbst  plant  can  spring,  Łhat  feeles  no  force  of 
Verf 
Wbat  floure  can  florish,  where  no  sunne  doth  sbine  ? 
These  Bales  (quod  sfae)  within  my  bnrast  1  beare, 
To  breake  my  barkę,  and  make  my  pith  to  pine: 
Needea  musi  I  fali,  I  fade  both  roote  and  rinde. 
My  brauncbes  bowe  at  blast  of  ea^ry  windę. 

Tbis  sayed :  9hee  cast  a  glance  aijd  spied  my 
face. 
By  sigbt  whereof.  Lord  how  she  cbaunged  hew .' 
So  tbat  for  sbame,  I  turned  backe  apace 
And  to  my  home,  my  felfe  in  bast  I  drew: 
And  as  1  could  hir  wofull  wordes  reherse, 
1  set  tht-m  downe  in  tbis  waymenting  yerse. 

Now  Ladies  you,  tbat  know  by  wbom  I  sing. 
And  feele  tbe  winter,  of  sucb  frozen  wiUs: 
Of  cartesie,  yet  cause  tbis  noble  spring, 
To  send  bis  sunne,  aboue  tbe  bigbest  billes: 
And  só  to  shyne,  vppon  bir  fading  sprayes, 
Which  now  in  woe,  do  wyther  thus  alwayei. 
SpfiUa  tamen  viuunt. 


JN ABSENT  DAMĘ  THUS  COMPLAYNETH, 

Much  like  tbe  seely  Byrd,  wbich  close  in  Cage  is 

pent,  [deepe  lament. 

So  sing  1  now,  not  notes  of  ioye,  but  layes  of 
And  as  tbe  booded  Hauke,  wbich  heares  tbe  Par- 

tricb  spring, 
Wbo  tbougb  sbe  feele  bir  self  fast  tied,  yet  beats 

bir  bating  wing: 
So  striue  I  now  to  shewe,  my  feeble  forward  will, 
Althongh  I  know  my  labour  lost,  to  hop  against 

tbe  Hill.  [™y  hart, 

The  droppes  of  darke  disdayne,  did  neuer  drench 
For  wdl  I  know  I  am  belou'd,  if  tbat  migbt  ease 

my  amart. 
Ne  yet  tbe  priuy  ooales,  of  glowing  iellosie, 
Could  cuer   kindle  needlesse    feare,  within  toy 

fentasie. 
Tbe  rigor  of  repulse,  doth  not  renew  my  playnt, 
Nor  cboyce  of  change  doth  moue  my  monę,  nor 

forcc  me  thus  to  faint.  [rest, 

Onely  tbat  pang  of  payne,  which  passeth  al  I  the 
And  cankerlike  doth  firet  tbe  hart,  withio  the  gilt- 

lesse  brest 
Which  is  if  any  bee,  most  like  the  panges  of  death, 
Tbat  present  grief  now  gripeth  mc,  and  strines  to 

stop  my  breath. 
When  friendes  in  mindmay  roeete,  and  hart  in 

hart  embrace. 
And  absent  yet  arc  faine  to  playne,  for  lacke  of 

time  and  place:  [i»  sowen, 

Then  may  I  compt  their  ioue,  like  seede  tbat  soone 
Yet  lacking  droppes  of  heaućly  dew,  with  weedes 

is  ouergrowe. 
The  Grcyhound  is  agreeuM,  altbougb  he  see  his 

gamę, 
If  stil  in  slippe  he  must  be  stayde,  when  he  woald 

chasc  the  same. 
So  fares  łt  now  by  me,  who  know  my  selfe  belouM 
Of  oae  the  best,  io  eche  respect,  tbat  euer  yet  was 

prou'd. 
But  sińce  my  łucklesse  lotyforbida  me  now  to  taste, 
Tb*  dulcet  fraites  of  my  delight,  therfore  in  woes 

1  waat* 


And  Swallow  like  I  sing,  as  one  enfbrced  fO, 
Since  otbers  reape  the  gaineful  crop,  wbich  I  widi 

pain  did  sow.  [Toyoe, 

Yet  you  tbat  markę  my  song,  excuse  my  Swałlowes 
And  beare  with  bir  Tnpleasant  tiues,  which  cmo- 

not  wel  reioyce. 
Had  I  or  lucke  in  Ioue,  or  lease  of  libertie, 
Then  should  you  beare  some  sweeter  notes,  ao 

cleere  my  throte  would  be. 
But  take  it  thus  in  gree,  and  markę  my  plajusong 

wel  I,  [al^uce  dweU. 

No  hart  feeles  so  much  hurt,  as  tbat,  which  docfa  ia 
^ieia  tamen  wami. 


Now  I  must  desire  you  with  patieoe  to 
Tnto  the  works  of  anotber  writer,  who  thoogłi  he 
may  not  compare  with  the  rest  passed,  yit  soch 
■tbings  as  he  wrote  rpon  sui^drie  occasions^  i 
will  rehearse,  beginning  with  this 

PRAYSE  OF  A  COUNTESSEk 

Dbsirb  of  Famę  would  force  my  feeble  ddll. 
To  prayse  a  Countesse  by  bir  dew  desert: 
But  dread  of  blame  bolds  backe  my  forward  wltt. 
And  ąuencht  the  coales  which  kindled  in  my  bait. 
Thus  am  I  plongd  twene  dread  and  deepe  desire^ 
To  pay  tbe  dew  which  dntie  doth  require. 

And  w>en  I  cali  the  mighty  Gods  in  syd 
To  further  forth  some  6ne  inuention: 
My  bashefuH  spirits  be  fiiU  ill  afirayd* 
To  purchase  payne  by  my  presumption. 
Sucb  malłce  reignes   (sometimes)    in   hemoenly 
To  punish  him  tbat  prayseth  as  he  6nd8.   [mtndi^ 

For  Palla*  first,  wbose  filed  flowing  skill,  [wrice, 
Should  guyde  my  pen  some  pleasant  words  to 
With  angry  mood  hath  frsm*d  a  froward  will. 
To  dashe  deuise  as  oft  as  I  endite. 
For  why  ?  if  once  my  Ladies  gifta  were  known^ 
Pallas  should  loose  tbe  prayses  of  bir  owne. 

And  bloudy  Mors  by  channge  of  his  delight 
Hath  madę  loues  daughter  now  minę  enemie: 
In  whose  conceipt  my  Countesse  shines  so  briglity 
That  yenuł  pines  for  bumiug  ielousie: 
She  may  go  borne  to  Yulocme  now  agasrne. 
For  Mart  is  sworne  to  be  my  Ladies  swayne. 

Of  hir  bright  beames  Dan  Phabiu  staods  ia 
dread, 
And  shames  to  shine  within  our  Horizon: 
Damę  CyniUa  bolds  in  hir  horned  bead. 
For  feare  to  loose  by  like  comparison: 
I/>  thus  shee  liues,  and  laughes  them  all  to  skonie, 
Countesse  on  eartb,  in  heauen  a  Goddease  borne. 

And  I  sometimes  hir  seruaunt,  now  hir  fnend* 
Wbom  heauen  and  eartb  for  bir  (thus)  hate  and 

blame: 
Haue  yit  presumed  in  friendly  wise  to  spend, 
This  ragged  Te^se,  in  honor  of  bir  name: 
A  simple  gift  compared  by  tbe  skill, 
Yet  wbat  may  seeme  so  deere  as  sucb  good  wilL 
MerUum  peter e,  greme, 

« In  the  edition  of  1587  tbis  introdnction  is 
omitted.    C 


HEARBES. 

THE  LOUER  DECLARETH  HIS  AFFEC^ 
TfON,  TOGITHER  WITH  THE  CAUSE 
•TH  EREOF' 

Whem  first  I  thee  beheld  io  colours  black  and 

white,  [stil: 

Thy  face  in  formę  wel  frarade  with  fauor  blooming 

My  baraing  brest  in  cares  did  choose  his  chief 

with  pen  to  painte  thy  prayse,  contrary  to  my 
Whose  worthinesse  compar'd  with  this  my  rade 

deuiae, 
I  blush  and  am  abasbt,  this  worke  to  entcrprise. 
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And  by  his  meaacs  the  slime  of  faise  suspect, 
Did  (as  I  feare)  my  dearest  friend  iiifect. 
Thus  by  these  twayn  long  was  I  phmgd  in  paine, 
Yet  in  good  hope  my  hart  did  still  remaine. 


But  when  I  cali  to  mind  thy  sundry  gifts  of 

«  11  >/™^*  [mitiń : 

Fuli  fraught  with  maners  meeke  in  happy  otiiet 
My  hasty  hand  forthwith  doth  scribble  on  apace, 
LcBSt  willing  hart  might  thinke,  it  ment  to  come 

behiud :  r^g^ 

Thns  do  both  hand  and  hart  these  carefull  meetreś 
Twixt  bope  and  trembling  feare,  my  duetie  to 

excuse. 

Wherfore  accept  these  lines,  and  banisb  darke 

disdayne,  .    [chief: 

Be  surę  tbey  come  from  one  that  loueth  thee  in 

And  guerdon  me  thy  friend  in   like  with  loue 

agayne, 
So  shalt  thou  well  be  surę  to  yeeld  me  soch  relief, 
As  onely  may  redresse  my  sorrowes  and  my  smart: 
For  proofe  whereof  1  pledge  (deare  Damę)  to  thee 
my  bart. 

Meritum  pettrt,  graue. 


A  ŁADY  BBTNO  BOTH  WRONGED  BY  FAŁSB  SUf- 
PCCT,  AMD  AŁSO  WOl>NI>ED  BY  THE  DORANCE 
OF  HIR  HUSBAIIO,  DOTH  THUS  BBWRAY  HIR 
6R1EF. 

GivK  oae  my  Lute  in  bed  now  as  I  lie. 
And  lock  the  doores  of  minę  vn1uckie  bower: 
So  shatl  my  voyce  in  mournefull  Terse  discrie 
The  secrete  smart  wbicb  causeth  me  to  lower: 
l^esound  you  walles  an  Eccho  to  my  monę, 
Aod  thou  cold  bed  wbereiu  I  lie  alone, 
Beare  witnesse  yet  what  rest  thy  Lady  takes, 
When  other  sleepe  which  may  enioy  tbeir  makes. 

In  prime  of  yonth  when  Cupide  kindled  fire. 
And  warmd  my  will  with  flames  of  feruent  lone: 
To  fiirtber  forth  the  fruite  of  my  desire. 
My  freends  deuisde  this  meane  for  my  behoue. 
They  madę  a  match  according  to  my  mind, 
And  cast  a  snare  my  fansie  for  to  blind: 
Sbort  tale  to  make:  the  deede  was  almost  donnę, 
Before  I  knew  wbich  way  the  worke  begonne. 

And  with  this  lot  I  did  my  selfe  content, 
I  lent  a  Itking  to  my  parents  choyse: 
With  hand  and  hart  I  gauc  my  free  consent. 
And  hurig  in  hope  for  euer  to  reioyce. 
I  lia*d  and  lou'd  long  time  in  grearter  ioy, 
Than  shee  which  held  king  Priamt  sonne  of  Troy: 
But  three  lewd  lots  haue  changM  my  heauen  to  heft 
And  thofe  be  these,  giue  eare  and  markę  tbem  welL 

First  slaunder  he,  which  alwayes  beareth  hate, 
To  happy  harts  in  heaueuly  state  that  bidę: 
^n  play  his  part  to  stirre  vp  some  debatę, 
Whereby  suspect  into  my  cboyae  might  glide. . 


But  now  (aye  me)  the  greatest  grief  of  all, 
(Sound  loud  my  Lute,  and  teł  it  out  my  tongue) 
The  hardest  hap  that  euer  might  befall, 
The  onely  cause  wherefure  this  song  18  song, 
Is  tbisatas:  my  loue,  my  Lord,  my  Roy, 
My  chosen  pbeare,  my  gemmę,  and  all  nny  ioye, 
Is  kept  perforce  out  of  roy  dayly  sight, 
Whereby  I  lacke  the  stay  of  my  delight 


In  loftie  walles,  iu  stroog  and  stately  towers, 
(With  troubled  minde  in  sollitary  sorte,) 
My  louely  Lord  doth  spend  his  dayes  and  howers, 
A  weary  life  dcuoyde  of  all  disport. 
And  I  poore  soule  must  lie  here  all  alone. 
To  tyre  my  trueth,  and  wound  my  will  with  monę: 
Such  is  my  hap  to  shake  my  blooming  time, 
With  winters  blastes  before  it  passe  the  prime. 

Now  haue  you  heard  the  summe  of  all  roy  grief, 
Whereof  to  tell  my  hart  (oh)  rends  in  twayne: 
Good  Ladies  yet  lend  you  me  some  relief. 
And  beare  a  parte  to  ease  me  of  my  payne. 
My  sortes  are  such,  that  waying  Well  my  trueth, 
They  might  prouoke  the  craggy  rocks  to  ruetb. 
And  moue  these  walles  with  teares  for  to  lament, 
The  lothsome  life  wherein  my  youth  is  spent. 

But  thou  my  Lute,  be  still,  now  take  thy  rest, 
Repose  thy  bones  vppon  this  bed  of  dowiie: 
Thou  hast  dischargd  some  burden  from  my  brest, 
Wherefore  take  thou  my  place,  here  Ile  thee 

downe. 
And  let  me  walkę  to  trye  my  restlesse  minde, 
Untill  I  may  entreate  some  curteous  windę 
To  błow  these  wordes  ynto  my  noble  make, 
That  he  may  see  1  sorow  for  his  sake. 
Meritum  pderef  groue. 


A  RIDDLE. 


A  ŁADT  once  did  aske  of  me, 
This  preatie  thing  in  priuitie: 
Good  sir  (quod  she)  faine  would  I  craue. 
One  thing  wbich  you  your  selfe  not  l\^ue: 
Nor  neuer  had  yet  in  times  past. 
Nor  neuer  shall  while  life  doth  last. 
And  if  you  seeke  to  find  it  out, 
You  loose  your  labour  out  of  doubt: 
Yet  if  you  loue  me  as  yousay, 
Tben  giue  it  me,  for  surę  you  maj*. 
Meritum  petere^  graue. 


THE  SHIELD  OF  LOUE,  SCe. 

L'BMCu  D'AMociR,  the  shield  of  perfect  loue, 
The  shield  of  loue,  the  force  of  stedfast  faith, 
The  force  of  faith  which  neuer  will  remoue. 
But  sUndeth  fiut,  to  bkle  the  broouts  of  death: 
That  trustie  targe,  hath  long  borne  off 
And  broke   the  thrusts^  which  ab 
throwes. 
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In  dolefutt  dayes  I  lead  an  abfent  life. 
And  wound  my  wUl  with  many  a  weary  thooght: 
I  plead  fer  peaoe,  yet  stenie  in  stonnes  of  Btrife, 
1  find  debatę,  where  ąuiet  reit  wai  sought. 
Tbese  pangea  with  mo»  viito  my  paine  I  proue, 
Yet  beare  I  all  vppou  my  thield  of  ioue. 

In  colder  eares  ara  my  cooceipts  contumd, 
Than  Dkb  feU  whea  feUe  Mn»at  ded: 
in  iarre  morę  beat,  thao  trusty  Trotfliu  iumde, 
'  Whea  craftie  CfwiydB  dwelt  w\ih  Diomed: 
My  hope  sueb  froit,  my  bot  deaire  such  flame, 
Tbat  I  botb  fryse,  aad  smouldar  in  tbe  sama. 

So  tbat  I  Uue,  and  die  ia  ooe  degree, 
Healed  by  bope,  and  hurt  againe  with  dread: 
Fast  bound  by  fiiiitb  wben  fansie  would  be  free, 
Untied  by  trust,  tbough  thougbts  entbrall  my 

head: 
Reuiu'd  by  ioyes,  wben  bope  dotb  most  abound, 
And  yet  with  grief,  in  deptb  of  dolors  drownd. 

Ta  tbese  assaultes  I  ftele  my  feebled  force 
Begioa  to  faint,  tbus  weiied  still  in  woes: 
And  scarcely  can  my  tbus  consumed  corse, 
Hołd  vp  this  Buckler  to  beare  of  tbese  blowes: 
So  tbat  1  craue,  or  presence  for  relief, 
Or  some  supplie,  to  ease  minę  absent  grief. 

ŁBHUOIB. 

To  you  (deare  Damę)  tbis  dolefuU  plaiot  I 
make, 
Wbose  onely  sight  may  soone  redresse  my  smart: 
Then  shew  your  selfe,  and  for  your  seruaunts  sake, 
llake  hast  post  hast,  to  helpe  a  faithfuU  harte : 
Minę  owne  poore  shield  bath  me  defended  long, 
Now  lend  me  youra,  for  elles  you  do  me  wrong. 
MtrUmn  peitre,  graue. 


GASCOIGNE'S  POEMS. 


COUNCELL  TO  DUGLASSE  DIUE 

Written  vpoD  this  occasion.  Sbe  bad  a  booke 
wherein  she  bad  collected  sundry  good  ditties 
of  diuers  mens  doings,  in  wbiche  booke  she 
would  needes  entreate  the  aućtbor  to  write  sorae 
verses.    And  tbere^pon  hę  wrote  as  fulloweib. 

To.binde  abusbe  of  tbomes  amongst  sweete  smell- 

ing  floures, 
May  make  the  posie  seeme  the  worse,  and  yet  tlie 

iaultis  ours: 
For  throw  away  the  thorne,  and  markę  what  will 

ensew?  [fresbe  of  bew. 

Tba  potie  then  will  shew  it  selie,  sweete,  fiiire,  and 
A  puttocke  set  oa  pearch,  last  by  a  falcons  side. 
Wili  qaickly  shew  ic  selfe  a  kight,  as  time  bath 

ofteu  tride. 
And  in  my  musing  minde,  I  feare  to  fiode  like  fali, 
As  iust  reward  to  recompenoe  my  rash  attempts 

withall.  [write, 

Thou  bidst,  and  I  must  bowe,  thou  wilt  tbat  I  sball 
Thott  canst  commaund  my  wery  raose  some  rerses 

to  endite.  [yerse. 

And  yet  perdie,  thy  booke  is  fraught  with  learned 
Soch  skill  as  tn  my  musing  minde  I  can  nonę  like 

reherse. 
tfbat  ibllowes  then  for  me?  but  if  I  must  needes 

write,  [kight. 

To  set  downe  by  the  foloons  side^my  selfe  a  sillie 


And  yet  tbe  sittie  kight,  well  weyed  io  eacłi  defM, 
May  serue  iometimes  (aa  in  his  kinde)  for  maoi 

commoditie. 
Tbe  kight  can  weede  tbe  wonne,  finom  oónie  ni 

coBtly  seedes, 
The  kight  ci  kill  the  mowldlwarpe,  in  pleaaii 

meads  the  breeds:  [S^ 

Out  of  tbe  stately  streetes.the  kigfat  can  c\ea*  tk 
As  mi  can  dSse  the  worthlesse  weedes,  fró  isMA 

hWowed  tilth. 
And  onely  aet  aside  the  hennes  poore  progenię, 
I  Gannot  see  who  can  accuse  the  kight  for  feUooie. 
Tbe  falcon,  she  most  feede  on  paitritcb,  sod  « 

quayley 
On  pigeon,  plouer,  docke  and  drake^  beu1le,h^ 

wing,  teale,  and  raile,  [^ 

Hir  hungrie  throte  deuours  both  foóda  and  ^wtk 
Whereby  1  Uke  occasion,  thos  boldly  to  oonpiic. 
And  as  a  sillie  kight,  (not  falcon  like  tbatlie, 
Nor yetpresume to  bouer by  mount HsUyooo^ m 

hie) 
I  iirendly  yet  presume,  Tpon  my  fircnds  reąueit, 
in  barreine  Yerse  to  shew  my  skill,  then  tske  it 
.      Ibrthebest.  \^ 

And  Dooty  Douglasse  thou,  tbat  art  of  hsSfiom 
Oiue  willing  eare  yet  to  the  kight,  and  beawbii 

words  in  minde.  [eoemą^ 

Serue  thou  first  God  thy  Lord,  and  prsyse  ha  ' 
Obey  thy  Prinoe  and  Ioue  thy  make,  by  himiel 

greatest  iitore, 
Thy  Parents  foUow  neat,  for  honor  and  for  m^ 
Thy  frends  ^se  alwaies  &ithfuUy,  for  so  comoM 

the  lawę. 
Thy  seemely  selfe  at  laat,  tbou  shalte  libme 

regard,  [reain: 

And  of  thy  selfe  thU  lesoca  leane,  and  taks  itn 
Tbat  looke  how  fam  deseiU,  may  seone  iatbet 

toshine,  [peachorcńne* 

So  feire  thou  maist  set  out  thy  selfe,  witboat  •• 
For  this  I  dare  auow,  without  selfe  Ioue  (aligi>t) 
It  can  scarce  be  tbat  vertue  dweU,  in  any  eartUf 

wight.  l^ 

But  if  in  such  selfe  kme,  thou  seeme  to  «*» 
As  fkll  to  foole  presumption,  and  iodge  thy  sdftt 

»t*iTe,  .^ 

Beware  betimes  and  thinke  in  our  Etymoiofy  i^ 
Such  feults  are  plainly  called  pryde,  and  ia  fro" 

SunupAyei, 
Ijo  tbus  can  I  porę  kight,  aduenture  for  to  tcMl 
The  falcon  flie,  and  yet  forewacne,  sbe  n>v  •* 

past  hir  reach. 
Tbus  can  i  weede  the  worme,  which  sedetb  w 

deuoure  [thee  eiwiy  Łon* 

The  secds  of  yertue,  which  migbt  grow  witfcu 
Tbus  can  I  kili  tbe  mowie,  which  etoe  wouW  «»• 

throw  n*JJ 

The  good  fonndacion  of  thy  famę,  with  eueryWK 
And  thus  oan  I  conuey,  out  of  thy  oontly  ^'^^ 
The  sluttisb  heapes  of  peeuisfa  pride,«hicb«F 

defile  the  rest.  .^ 

Perchance  some  felcona  flie,  which  will  nst  fiejj 

grutcb,  [>«*?f?t 

To  leanie  thee  firtt  to  Ioue  thy  setfe^  w  »•  ^ 
But  I  am  nonę  ol  thote,  I  list  not  so  10  iUflE^ . 
Ihauemas  meate  enoagh  at  bome,  «hai  iMi  * 

the  seeke  change. 

•  The  HiU  wheit!  pottes  feync  fbai  the  »•» 

•*®*P®-  ^     •      •— 

•  A  tnie  ezpoaition,  •Owrwttm' 


HEARBES. 
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t  ttn  00  peMocke  I:  my  fęttthen  be  not  gay. 
And  though  tbey  were,  I  see  my  feete  tnch  fonde 

a^ctes  to  ttay, 
I  liit  not  let  to  m\e  a  thing  lo  fitłe  wortb, 
1  nther  oonU  keptt  dote  my  creast,  than  seekt  to 

fet  it  fortb.  [to  flowe, 

Wberafiire  if  in  thU  Tene,  wbich  thou  commandst 
Tboa  cbaunce  to  fidl  on  conttruiDg,  wbereby  some 

dottbtes  may  groir» 
Yet  graot  thłs  onely  bcŃme,  penise  it  twice  or 

tbrice»  [deuise. 

I>igest  it  well  ere  tboa  condemne  tbe  depth  of  my 
And  Tse  it  like  tbe  nut,  fint  cracke  tbe  ontward 

shellf  [thee  well. 

Tben  trie  the  kirnełl  by  tbe  tait,  and  it  may  płease 
I>o  not  as  barbers  do,  wbich  wash  beards  carioasly, 
Tben  cat  them  off,  tben  ca«t  tbem  ont,  in  open 

streets  to  lie. 
Remember  tberewtthall,  my  muzę  ia  tied  in  chatnes, 
The  goonsbot  of  cabunitie  hatb  battred  'all  my 

braynet.  [no  markę. 

And  tboiigb  tbis  wenę  ucape  out,  take  tbou  thereat 
It  is-bot  like  a  bedlette  flie,  tbat  tumblcth  in  tbe 

darke. 
It  was  tbine  owne  regnetty  remember  to  it  wat, 
'Wberefore  if  thou  ditlike  tbe  tamę,  tben  licetace 

it  to  patse 
Into  my  brett  againe,  from  whence  it  flew  in  batt, 
Fuli  like  a  kight  wbich  not  deseruet  by  fatcont  to 

be  piast:  [to  terue. 

And  lilce  a  stubbed  tbome,  wbich  may  not  seeme 
To  ttld  with  tucb  tweete  smelling  flouret,  like 

praiset  to  desenie* 
Yet  take  thit  barmeletse  tbome,  topickethy  teeth 

witball,  [be  but  smali. 

A  tootb  płcke  serues  some  Tte  perdie,  aithough  it 
And  wben  tby  teeth  tberewrtb,  be  piked  &ire  and 

cleane, 
Tben  bend  tby  tong  no  worse  to  me,  than  miue  to 

thee  hath  bene. 

Euer  or  Nmtr, 


COimCELL  GIUEN  TO  MASTER  BAR- 
THOLMEW  WITffiPOLL  A  LITTLE 
BEFORE  HIS  LATTER  lOURNEY  TO 
GEANE.  1572. 

MiMB  owne  good  Bat,  before  thou  hoyse  vp  saile. 
To  make  a  furroii'e  in  the  foming  teas, 
Content  tby  selfe  to  beare  for  thine  auaile, 
Such  barmelesse  words,  as  ought  thee  not  displease. 
First  in  thy  iourney,  iape  not  ouer  much, 
Wbat?  laugbest  thou  Batte,  bicause  I  write  so 

plaine? 
Beleeue  me  now  it  is  a  frięndSy  touch, 
To  Tse  iewe  woids  wfaere  iriendship  doth  remaine. 
And  ibr  I  finde,  tbat  fault  hath  ranne  to  &8t, 
Both  in  thy  llesh,  and  fancie  too  sometime, 
Me  thinks  plaine  dealing  biddeth  me  to  cast 
Tbis  bonę  at  first  amid  my  dogrell  rime. 
But  sball  I  say,  to  giue  thee  grane  aduise? 
(Wbich  in  my  head  is  (Ood  be  knowes  fiill) 

geazon)? 
Then  markę  me  well,  and  thongh  I  be  not  wite, 
Yet  in  my  nme»  thou  maist  perbaps  flnd  reason* 
Firft  euetry  day,  beseech  thy  Ood  on  knee, 
So  to  direct  tby  staggring  steppes  alway, 
Tbat  he  wbich  euery  secrete  thought  doth  see 
May  bolde  tbee  in,  wben  thou  wouldst  goe  astray : 


And  that  he  deigne  to  seode  tbee  safe  retóure. 
And  quicke  dispatche  of  tbat  wbich  is  thy  dne: 
Lette  tbis  (my  Batte)  be  botbe  thy  prime  and 
Whertn  aiso  commend  to  Nostre  Dieu,      [hoore« 
Thy  good  Companion  and  my  yerie  frend, 
To  whom  I  shoulde  (but  time  woulde  not  permitte) 
Haue  taken  paine  some  ragged  ryme  to  sende 
In  truKtie  token,  that  I  not  forget 
His  curtesie:  bot  this  is  debte  to  thee, 
I  promy sde  it,  and  now  I  meaae  to  pay: 
What  was  I  saying?  sirra,  will  you  see     - 
How  soone  my  wittes  were  wandering  astraye  * 
I  saye,  praye  thou  for  thee  and  for  thy  matę, 
So  shipmen  sing,  and  though  the  notę  be  playne, 
Yet  surę  the  musike  is  in  beauenly  sŁate, 
When  frends  sing  so,  and  know  not  how  to  fayne. 
Tbe  nexte  to  GOD,  thy  Priuce  haue  still  in  mynde 
Tby  countreys  honor,  and  the  comraon  wealth : 
And  flee  from  tbem  *,  which  fled  with  euery  wynde 
From  natiue  soyle,  to  fonraine  coastes  by  stealth : 
Theyr  traynesaretrustłe8se,tending  still  to  treason, 
Theyr  smoothed  tongnes  are  lyned  all  with  guyle, 
Thetr  power  slender,scarsly  woorthe  two  peason, 
Their  malice  much,  their  wittes  are  foU  dt  wyle: 
Eschue  them  then,  and  when  thou  seest  tbem,  say^ 
Da,  da,  sir  K,  I  may  not  come  at  you, 
You  cast  a  snare  your  coontrey  to  betraye. 
And  woulde  you  haue  me  trust  you  now  for  trueł 
Remembre  Itette  the  foolish  blink  eyed  boye 
Which  was  ati?oiRe,thou  knowest  whome  1  meane', 
Remember  eke  the  preatie  beardlesse  toye, 
Wbereby  thou  foundst  a  safe  returne  to  Oeane^ 
Doe  so  againe;  (Ood  shielde  thou&bouldst  haue 

neede,) 
But  rather  so,  than  to  fbrsweare  thy  selfe: 
A  loyall  hearte,  (beleeue  tbis  as  thy  Creede) 
Is  euermore  morę  woorth  than  worldly  pelfe. 
And  for  one  lesson,  take  this  morę  of  mee, 
There  are  three  Ps  al  most  in  euery  place, 
From  whicfae  I  counsełl  thee  alwayes  to  flee, 
And  take  good  hede  of  them  in  any  case, 
The  first  is  poyson,  perillous  in  deede 
To  such  as  treuayle  with  a  heauie  pursset 
And  thou  my  Batte  beware,  for  thou  hast  neede,' 
Thy  pursse  is  lynde  with  paper,  wbich  is  wunse: 
Thy  bille?  of  credite  wil  not  they  tbinkst  thou. 
Be  bayte  to  sette  Italyan  hands  on  woorke? 
Yes  by  my  fisye,  and  neuer  worse  than  oowe, 
When  euery  knane  hath  leysore  for  to  lurke. 
And  knoweth  thou  commest  for  the  shelles  of 

Christe : 
Beware  therelbre  where  euer  that  tbou  go, 
It  may  fali  out  tbat  thou  shafte  be  entiste 
To  suppe  sometimes  with  a  Magn^, 
And  haue  a  Fioo  ibysted  in  the  disbe, 
Bycanse  thon  sbouldest  disgeste  thy  meate  the 

better: 
Be  ware  thereforCi  and  rather  feede  on  flsbe, 
Than  leame  to  spell  fyne  fleshe  with  such  a  Letter. 
Some  may  present  thee  with  a  pounde  or  twaitae 
Of  Spanishe  soape  to  washe  thy  lynnen  wbite: 
Beware  therefore,  and  thynke  it  were  smali  gayne. 
To  tanę  thy  shirte,  and  cast  tby  skinne  off  quHe: 
Some  cunning  man  maye  teache  thee  for  to  tyde. 
And  stuffe  thy  taddle  all  with  Spanishe  wooll, 
Or  in  thy  stirrops  haue  a  toye  so  tyde, 
As  both  tby  legges  may  swell  thy  bnskins  fuli : 

'  There  are  to  many  of  them  in  eaery  oountrey. 
*  Misterie. 
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Beware  therfore,  and  beare  a  noble  porte, 
Drynke  not  for  thyrsŁf!  before  an  other  taste: 
Jjtttf.  nonę  outlandishe  Taylour  take  disporte 
To  8tuffe  tby  doublet  fuli  of  such  Bambaste, 
As  it  may  cast  tbee  in  vnkindely  sweate. 
And  caiide  Łhy  baire  per  companie  to  glyde, 
Strauii^ers  are  fyne  ia  many  a  propre  feate: 
Bcware  tliereforp,  the  seconde  P.  is  Prydc, 
JMore  perillous  thau  was  tbe  first  by  ferre, 
For  tbat  infects  but  bloud  and  leaues  tbe  bones, 
This  poysons  all,  and  inindes  of  men  dotb  marre, 
It:  find*!Łh  nookes  tu  creepe  i  u  for  the  nones: 
First  froin  the  minde  it  makes  the  heart  to  swell, 
From  tbence  the  flesb  is  pampred  euery  parte, 
The  skinne  is  taut^ht  in  Dyers  shoppes  to  dwell, 
The  haire  is  cuHde  or  frisled  vp  by  arte: 
Beleeue  mee  Batte,  our  Cuuntit^ymen  of  late 
Haue  caughte  such  knackes  abroade  in  forayne 

lande, 
Tbat  most  men  cali  them  Deuils  incarnate, 
So  singular  in  theyr  conceites  they  staude: 
Nowe  sir,  if  I  shaii  see  your  maistershippe 
Come  homp  di.Mguysde  and  cladde  in  queynt  araye, 
As  with  a  piketoothe  byting  on  your  lippe, 
Your  braue  Mustacbyos  turode  the  Turky  waye, 
A  Coptanckt  batte  luade  on  a  Fiemmish  blocke, 
A  nightgowne  cloake  downe  trayling  to  yonr  toes, 
A sletider  slop^e  close  couched  to  your  docke. 
A  curtold  siipp«>r,  and  a  shorte  silke  hose: 
Bcaring  your  Rapier  pointę  aboue  the  bilte, 
And  looking  biggc  like  Marquise  of  all  Beefe, 
Then  shall  I  coumpte  your  toyle  and  trauayle 

sptite, 
Bycaus^  my  seconde  P,  with  you  is  cheefe. 
But  forwardes  nowe,'although  I  stayde  a  while. 
My  hindmost  P,  is  worsse  than  bothe  these  two. 
For  it  both  bones  and  bodie  doth  defile, 
With  fouler  blots  than  bothe  those  other  doo. 
Shorte  tale  to  make,  this  P,  can  beare  no  blockes, 
(God  shielde  me  Batte,  sbould  beare  it  in  his 

breast) 
And  with  a  dashe  it  spe]leth  piles  and  pockes 
A  perlous  P,  and  woorsse  than  bothe  the  reste : 
Kow  though  I  finde  no  cause  for  to  suspect 
My  Batte  in  this,  bycause  he  hatb  bene  tryde, 
Yetsinre  such  Spanish  buttons  can  infecŁ 
Kings,  Emperours,  Prinoes  and  tbe  world  so  wide. 
And  sińce  those  sunnes  do  mellowe  men  so  fast 
As  most  that  trauayle  come  home  very  ripe 
Altbou^h   (by  sweate)  they  learie  to  liue  and 

last 
When  they  haue  daunced  after  Guydoes  pype: 
Therfore  I  thnugbt  it  meete  to  warne  my  frende 
Of  this  foule  P,  and  so  an  ende  of  Ps. 
Now  for  thy  diet  markę  my  tale  to  ende, 
And  thanke  mc  then,  for  that  is  all  my  fees. 
See  thou  exceede  not  in  three  double  Vs, 
Te  first  i 8  Winę,  which  may  enflame  thy  bloud, 
The  second  Women,  such  as  haunte  the  stewes, 
The  thirde  is  Wiifulnesse»  which  dooth  no  good. 
These  three  eschue,  or  temper  them  alwayes: 
So  shall  my  Batte  prolong  his  youthfull  yeeres, 
And  see  long  George  againe,  with  happie  dayes* 
Who  if  he  bea  as  faithfuU  to  his  feeres, 
As  hee  was  woutć,  will  dayly  pray  for  Batte, 
And  for  Pencoyde':  and  if  it  fatl  out  so, 
That  lames  a  Parrye  doo  but  make  good  that, 
Which  he  hatb  sayde :  and  if  be  bee  (no,  no) 

9  Sir  William  Morgan  of  Peucoyde. 


The  best  companion  thatlong  Geoi^e  can  finde, 
Then  at  the  Spawe  I  promise  for  to  bee 
In  Augustę  nexte,  if  God  turne  not  my  mmde, 
Where  as  I  would  bee  glad  thy  selfe  to  semi 
Ti  1 1  then  forewell,  and  thus  I  ende  my  song,' 
Take  it  in  gree,  for  eise  thou  doest  mee  wronc. 

Haud  ktus  ttfio* 


GASCOIGNES  WOODMANSHIP 

Written  to  tbe  Ł.  Grey  of  Wilton  ^pon  this 
sion,  tbe  sayd  L.  Grey  deligbting  (amongft 
many  other  good  ąualities)  in  chusing  of  his 
winter  deare,  and  killing  the  same  with  his  bowe, 
did  furnishe  the  Auctbor  with  acroasebowe  oas 
perłinntait  and  vouchsaued  to  Tse  his  company 
in  the  said  exerci8e,'calling  him  one  of  his  wood- 
men.  Now  the  Auctbor  shooting  Yery  otfiea, 
could  neuer  hitte  any  deare,  yea  mud  oftentiniet 
he  łet  the  beard  passe  by  as  though  be  had  not 
seene  thS.  Whereat  when  this  noble  Lord  tooke 
some  pastime,  and  had  oiten  put  him  in  ro- 
membrance  of  his  good  skill  in  cboosing,  and 
rcadinesse  in  killing  of  a  winter  deare, he  tboogbt 
good  thus  to  excuse  it  in  verse. 

My  woorthy  Lord,  1  pray  you  wonder  not. 
To  see  your  woodman  sboote  so  ofte  awrie. 
Nor  that  he  stands  amased  like  a  sot. 
And  lets  the  barmlesse  deare  (vnburt)  go  by. 
Or  if  he  strike  a  Doe  which  is  but  carren, 
Laugh  not  good  Lord,  but  fauoure  such  a  fault, 
l^ake  will  in  worth,  he  would  fiiine  bit  the  barren. 
But  though  his  harte  be  good,  his  bappe  is  naosrbt: 
And  therefore  now  1  craue  your  Lonlships  leaue. 
To  tell  you  plaine  what  is  the  cause  of  this: 
First  if  it  please  your  honuur  to  perceyoe, 
What  mal(es  your  woodman  sboote  so  ode  amiste, 
Beleeue  me  L.  the  case  is  nothing  strange, 
He  shootes  awrie  almost  at  euery  markę. 
His  eyes  haue  bene  so  vsed  for  to  raunge, 
That  now  God  knowes  they  be  both  dimme  and 

darke. 
For  proofe  he  beares  the  notę  of  follie  now, 
Who  shotte  sometimes  to  hit  Philosophie, 
And  aske  you  why }  forsooth  I  make  auow, 
Ricausehis  wantou  wittes  went  all  awrie. 
Next  tbat,  be  shot  to  be  a  maii  of  lawę. 
And  spent  sometime  with  learned  Litlcton, 
Yet  in  the  end,  he  proued  but  a  dawe. 
For  lawe  was  darke  and  he  had  quickJy  dooe. 
Then  could  he  wish  Fitzharbert  such  a  bramę, 
As  Tully  had,  to  write  the  lawe  by  arte, 
So  that  with  pleasiire,  ór  with  litle  paine, 
He  might  perhaps,  haue  caugbt  a  trewants  parte. 
But  all  to  late,  he  most  mislikte  the  tfaing, 
Which  most  might  helpe  to  guide    his   arrow 

streight : 
He  winked  wrong,  and  so  let  slippe  the  string, 
Which  cast  him  wide,  for  all  his  queint  conceit 
From  tbence  he  sbotte  to  catch  a  courtty  grace. 
And  tbought  euen  there  to  wield  tbe  worid  at 
But  out  alas  be  much  mistooke  the  place,     [will. 
And  shot  awrie  at  euery  rouer  still. 
The  blasing  baits  which  drawe  the  gazing  eye, 
Unfethered  there  his  Hr&t  affection. 
No  wonder  then  although  he  shot  awrle^ 
Wanting  the  feathers  of  discretiou. 
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YeC  mofe  thao  them,  the  marks  of  digaitie. 

Me  much  mistooke  and  shot  the  wronger  way, 

Thinking  the  purse  of  prodigalitie, 

Had  bene  best  meane  to  purchase  such  a  pray. 

He  thougbt  the  flattring  face  which  fleareth  sŁill, 

Had  bene  fuli  firaught  with  all  fidelitie, 

And  that  guch  wordes  as  coartiera  vxe  at  wilL 

Could  not  haue  Taried  firom  the  Teritje. 

But  when  his  bonet  bnttened  with  gold. 

His  comelie  cape  begarded  all  with  gay, 

His  bumbast  hoae,  with  linings  manifold, 

His  knit  silke  stocks  aud  all  his  queint  aray^ 

Had  pickt  his  purse  of  all  the  Peter  pence', 

Which  might  haue  paide  for  his  promotion, 

Then  (all  to  late)  be  ibund  that  light  espence, 

Had  quite  ąuencht  ont  the  couits  deuotion. 

So  that  sińce  then  the  tast  of  miserie, 

Hath  bene  alwayes  fuli  bitter  in  his  bit, 

And  whj}  forsooth  bicause  he  shot  awrie, 

Mistaking  still  the  markes  which  others  hit 

Bat  now  behold  what  markę  the  man  doth  find, 

He  shootes  to  be  a  souldier  in  his  age, 

Mistrusting  all  the  rertues  of  the  minde, 

He  trusts  the  power  of  his  personage. 

As  though  long  limmes  led  by  a  lusty  hart, 

Might  yet  suffice  to  make  him  rich  arnine. 

But  Flashyng  fraies  haue  tanght  him  such  a  parte, 

That  now  he  thinks  the  warres  yeeld  od  such 

gaine. 
And  surę  I  feare,  ynlesse  your  lordship  deigne. 
To  traine  him  yet  into  some  better  trade, 
It  will  be  long  before  he  hit  the  veine, 
"Whereby  he  may  a  richer  man  be  madę. 
He  cannot  climbe  as  other  catchers  can. 
1\>  leade  a  charge  before  himselfe  be  led,  , 
He  cannot  apoile  the  simpie  sakeles  man, 
Which  is  contpnt  to  feede  him  with  his  bread. 
He  cannot  pinch  the  painefuU  souldiers  pay, 
And  sheare  him  but  his  share  in  ragged  sheetes, 
He  cannot  stoupe  to  take  a  greedy  pray 
Upon  his  fellowes  groueliu^  in  the  strectes. 
He  cannot  puli  the  spoyle  from  such  as  pili. 
And  seeme  fuH  aogrie  at  such  fonie  oiTence, 
iiithough  the  gayne  content  his  greedie  will, 
Underthe  cloake  of  contrarie  prctence: 
And  now  adayes,  the  man  that  shootes  not  so, 
May  shoote  amisse,   euen   as   your   Woodman 

dothe: 
Bat  then  you  maruell  why  I  lette  them-  go, 
And  neuer  shoote,  but  saye  farewell  forsooth : 
Alas  my  Lord,  while  I  doe  może  hereon, 
And  cali  to  minde  my  youthfull  ycares  myspente, 
Tbey  ginę  mee  suche  a  boane  to  gnawe  ypon, 
Tbat  all  my  senses  are  in  silence  pente. 
My  minde  is  rapte  in  contemplation, 
Wherein  my  dazeled  eyes  oneiy  beholde, 
The  blacke  houre  of  my  constellation» 
Which  framed  mee  so  lucklesse  on  the  molde: 
Yet  therewitball  I  can  not  but  confesse, 
That  vayne  presumption  makes  my  beart  to  swell. 
For  thus  I  thinke,  not  all  the  woride  (I  guesse,) 
Shootes  bet 4  than  I,  nay  some  shootes  not  so  well. 
lu  Aristotle  somewbat  did  1  learne. 
To  guyde  my  manners  all  by  comelynesse, 
And  Tullie  taught  me  somewbat  to  discerne 
Betweene  sweete  speeche  and  barbarous  rudenesse. 
Olde  Parkyns,  Rastall,  and  Dan  Bractcns  kookes, 
Did  lende  mee  somewbat  of  the  lawlesse  Lawę, 
The  craftie  Courtiers  with  their  guylefuU  lookes, 
Most  needes  put  some  experieDce  in  my  mawe : 
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Yet  can  not  these  with  many  maystries  mo, 

Make  me  shoote  streyght  at  any  gayniull  pricke^ 

Where  some  that  neuer  handled  such  a  bow, 

Can  hit  the  wbite,  or  touch  it  neare  the  quickey 

Who  can  nor  speake,  nor  write  in  pleasant  wise. 

Nor  leade  their  life  by  Aristotles  nile, 

Nor  argue  well  on  questions  that  arise. 

Nor  pleade  a  case  morę  than  my  Lord  Maira  mule^ 

Yet  can  thcy  hit  the  marks  that  I  do  misse. 

And  winne  the  meane  which  may  the  man  main- 

teyne. 
Now  when  my  minde  doth  mumhle  vpon  this. 
No  wonder  then  although  1  pine  for  payne : 
And  whiles  minę  eyes  beholde  this  mirronr  thns, 
The  hearde  goeth  by,  and  iarewell  gentle  does: 
So  that  your  Lordship  quickely  may  discusse 
What  blindes  minę  eyes  so  ofte  (as  I  suppose.) 
But  sińce  my  Muse  can  to  my  Lorde  reherse 
What  makes  me  misse,  and  why  1  doe  not  shoote, 
Let  me  ima^ine  in  this  woorthlesse  ver5e, 
If  right  before  mee,  at  my  standings  foote 
There  stoode  a   Doe,    and  I  should  strike  hir 

deade. 
And  then  shee  proue  a  carrian  carkas  too, 
What  figurc  might  I  finde  within  my  head. 
To  scnse  the  ragę  which  rulde  mee  so  to  doo? 
Some  myght  interprete  by  playne  paraphrase, 
That  lacke  of  skill  or  fortunę  ledde  the  chaunce. 
But  I  mast  otherwise  expounde  the  case, 
I  say  lehoua  did  this  Doe  aduaunce. 
And  madę  hir  bolde  to  stande  before  mee  so, 
Till  I  hadthrust  minę  arrowe  to  hir  harte, 
That  by  the  sodaine  of  hir  ouerthrowe, 
I  myght  endcuour  to  amende  my  parte, 
And  turne  mync  eyes  that  they  no  morę  beholde, 
Such  guylefull  markes  as  seeme  morę  than  they  be : 
And  though  they  glister  outwardely  like  golde, 
Are  inwaniiy  but  brasse*  as  men  may  set: 
And  when  I  sce  the  milkę  hang  in  hir  teate, 
Me  thinkes  it  sayth,o]de  babę  now  learne  to  sncke, 
Who  in  thy  youth  couldbt  neuer  learne  the  feate 
To  hitte  the  whytes  whiche  Hue  with  all  good 

luckc. 
Thus  haue  I  tolde  my  Lorde,  (God  graunt  in  sea- 
A  tedious  tale  in  rime,  but  little  reason.        [son) 

Haud  ictus  lapio. 


GASCOIGNES  GARDNINGS, 

WHBREOF  WERB  WRITTEN  IN  ONE  BND  OF  A 
CLOSB  1VAŁKB  WIIICHB  HE  MATM  IN  HM 
GARDEN,  THIS  DI8COURSB  FOŁLOWING« 

The  figurę  of  this  world  1  can  compare, 
To  Garden  plots,  antl  such  like  pleasauut  places, 
The  woHd  breedes  men  of  sundry  sbape  and  share, 
As  bearbes  in  gardens,  grow  of  sundry  graces: 
Some  good,  some  had,  some  amiable  faces. 
Same  foule,  some  gentle,  some  of  frow^rd  mind, 
Subiect  like  bloome,  to  blast  of  euery  wiud. 

And  as  you  see  the  floures  most  freih  of  hew, 
That  they  proue  not  alwayes  the  holesomest, 
So  foyrest  men  are  not  alwayes  foimd  true: 
But  euen  as  withred  weedes  fali  from  the  rest, 
So  flatterers  fali  naked  from  their  neast: 
When  truth  hath  trłed,  their  painting  tising  Ule, 
They  loose  their  glosse,  and  all  their  ieati  seeme 
stale. 
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Tet  some  do  pretent  pleaiore  most  esteeme, 
Till  beames  of  bniaerie  wither  all  their  wełth. 
And  some  agayne  there  be  can  ńghtiy  deeme, 
Tbose  berbes  for  beit,  which  may  mainteine  their 

heltb. 
Considerioi^  well,  that  age  drawes  on  by  stelth. 
And  when  ihe  fiiyrett  floure  is  shronke  and  gone, 
A  wali  grovne  roote,  will  stand  and  ahifte  for  one. 

Then  thus  the  restlesse  fife  which  men  here 
Iday  be  resembled  to  tbe  tender  plant,        [leade^ 
In  spring  it  sprouts,  as  babes  in  cradle  bree<ie, 
Flurifih  in  May,  iike  youtbes  that  wiadome  want, 
Ib  Autumne  ripes  and  rootes,  least  storę  \vaxe 

skante 
In  iffinter  shrinks  and  shrowdes  euery  blast, 
Iike  crooked  age  when  lusty  yoath  is  past 

And  as  the  groande  or  grace  wbereon  it  grewe, 
Was  fatte  or  leane,  euen  so  by  it  appeares, 
If  barreyn  soyle,  why  then  it  chaungelh  hewe, 
It  fideth  foste,  it  ilits  to  fumbling  yeares, 
But  if  he  gathcred  roote  amongst  his  feeres, 
And  tight  on  lande  that  was  well  muckte  i  o  deede, 
Then  standes  it  still,  or  leanes  increase  of  seede. 

As  for  tbe  reste,  foli  snndrie  wayes  (God  wot] 
Some  foynt  iyke  froathe  at  euery  little  puffe, 
Some  smarte  by  swoorde,  Iike  hearbes  that  serue 

the  pot, 
And  some  be  weeded  from  the  finer  stoATe, 
Some  stande  by  proppes  to  maynteyne  all  their 

niffe: 
And  thus  (vnder  correction  bee  it  tolde) 
Hath  Gascołgne  gathered  in  his  Garden  molde. 

Haud  kius  tapio. 


In  that  other  ende  of  his  sayde  close  walkę,  were 
written  these  toyes  in  ryme. 

If  any  floure  that  here  is  growne, 
Or  any  heaibe  may  eaie  yonr  payne, 
Take  and  accompte  it  as  your  owne. 
But  recompence  the  Iyke  agayne: 
For  some  and  some  is  bonest  playe. 
And  so  my  wyfo  taughte  me  to  saye. 

If  here  to  waYke  yoo  take  delight, 
"Why  come,aod  welcome  when  you  will: 
If  1  bidde  you  soppe  here  this  night» 
Bidde  me  an  othtr  time,  and  sŁill 
Thinke  some  and  some  is  bonest  p^aye. 
For  so  my  wife  tanght  me  to  saye. 

Thus  if  you  suppe  or  dine  wkh  mee, 
If  you  walkę  here,  or  sitte  at  ease, 
If  you  desire  the  thing  you  see. 
And  haue  tbe  same  your  minde  to  płeasc, 
Thinke  some  and  some  is  bonest  playe, 
And  so  my  wife  taught  me  to  saye. 
Htatd  kttu  tafio. 


1.1  a  chayre  in  tbe  same  Garden  was  written  this 

foilowyng. 

'  If  thou  sittc  here  to  viewe  this  pleasant  garden 

placp, 
Think  thus:  atlast  will  come  a  frost,  and  all  these 

floures  deface: 


But  if  thou  sitte  at  ease  to  rett  thy 
Remember  death  brings  finall  reat  to  all 

greeuous  grones. 
So  whether  for  delight,  or  here  thou  ńtl« 
Thinke  still  vpon  the  latter  day,  so  ahalt 

best  please. 

Mmkb  tdut  itfn* 


Gad 


Vpon  a  stone  in  the  a^all  of  his  Osiden 
written  the  ytare  whcrein  he  did  the 
theK  deuises,  and  therewitfaall   this 
Łatine. 

fiDONiAM  etiam  hnmiliatos,  aoMBna 
delectant. 


GASCOIGJSES  yOYAGE  INTO  HOLLANDE, 

An.  1572. 

WRITTEM     TO    THE    R10HT   HOMOURABŁK    TBK 
L09.de  GRBY  OF  WIŁTOM  '. 

A  STRAUNGB  conceyte,  a  ^ayne  of  newe  delight, 

Twixt  weale  and  woe,  twłxte  ioy  and  bitter  gtiefc^ 

Hath  pricked  foorth  my  hastie  penne  to  write 

This  woorthlesse  verse  in  hazarde  of  repreefe: 

And  to  minę  AlderlkueU*  Lorde  1  must  eodite 

A  wofuU  ease,  a  cbippe  of  sorie  channce, 

A  tipe  of  beauen,  a  liuely  hew  of  heli, 

A  feare  to  fali,  a  hope  of  high  aduance* 

A  lifo,  a  death,  a  drearie  tale  to  tell. 

But  sińce  I  know  the  pith  of  my  pastaunce 

Shall  most  consist  in  telling  of  a  truth, 

Yauchsafo  my  Lord  fen,  han  grć^J  for  to  take 

This  trustie  tale  tbe  storie  of  my  youth* 

This  Chronicie  which  of  my  selfe  I  make» 

To  shew  my  Lord  what  hcalplesse  bappe  ensewth, 

When  heddy  youth  will  gad  without  a  guide. 

And  raunge  rntide  in  leas  of  libertte, 

Or  when  bare  neede  a  starting  hole  hath  spkłe 

To  pcepe  abroade  from  mother  Miserie, 

And  bnildeth  Castels  in  tlie  Welkin  wide* 

In  hope  thereby  to  dwell  with  wealth  and  ease. 

But  he  the  Lord  (whome  my  good  Lord  doth 

know) 
Can  bind  or  lo8e»  as  best  to  him  shall  please, 
Can  saue  or  spili,  rayse  ^p  or  ouerthrowe, 
Can  gauld  with  griefe,  and  yct  tbe  payne  appease. 

>  "  There  is  an  old  kinde  of  Rithme  called  Ver- 
layes,  derired  (as  I  haue  redde)  of  this  word  Vefd, 
which  betokeneth  Greene,  and  Laye  which  be- 
tokeneth  a  Song,  as  if  you  would  say  Greeae 
Songes :  but  I  must  tell  you  by  the  way,  that  I 
neuer  rrdde  any  rersc  which  I  saw  by  aaotorilie 
called  Yerlay,  but  one,  and  that  was  a  km;  di»- 
course  in  rerses  of  tenne  syllables,  wbereof  tbe 
foure  first  did  ryme  acrosse,  and  the  fiftb  did  aan- 
swere  to  tbe  first  and  thirdc,  breakiug  off  there, 
and  so  going  on  to  anotber  termination.  Of  this 
1  oould  shewe  example  of  ittitationin  mne  own 
verses  written  to  the  right  honomble  the  Łoid 
Grey  of  Wilton,  &c.» 

Gascoigne's  **  Certein  Notes  of  Instraetion  ooo- 
ceming  the  making  of  Terse  or  rhyme  m  Engiish.'* 
C. 

*  Best  beloued.  9  U  good  worth. 


S^bii^  thiog  to  prooa  iiaonyh.  take  time, 
[  Wben  foreater  cares  hit  head  ahall  oot  poaiesw) 
To  sitte  mud  rcade  tbis  nungring  ragged  riioe, 
[  d«iubt  not  then  bni  that  ba  will  coofease, 
What  laliet  I  found  wben  last  1  leapt  to  olime. 
In  March  ii  wat,  that  Canooi  I  forget, 
In  tbia  last  M arcb  rpon  tbe  nintenth  day^ 
Wben  fTom  Oraueaend  in  boate  I  fan  to  iette 
To  boorde  onr  sLippe  ia  ftuinboioagb  tbat  by» 
Fiom  whence  tbe  rery  twentietb  day  we  set 
Oor  saylee  abrode  to  slice  tbe  Sah  sea  fome^ 
And  anoora  weyde  gan  trott  tbe  trusUetee  flood: 
Tbat  day  and  nigbt  amid  tbe  waues  we  rome 
To  aeeke  tbe  coast  of  Hollaod  where  it  floodei 
And  DO  the  iiext  wben  we  were  fiiire  firom  borne. 
And  neare  the  haiien  wheieto  we  tought  to  layle, 
A  fearly  <ifaaunce:  (whereon  akmeto  tbinke) 
My  hande  bow  qiiakesy  and  all  my  senies  fayle) 
Gan  ▼•  befiiiU :  tke  Pylot  gan  to  shrioke. 
And  all  agaste  his  contaf  e  seemde  to  ąuaylCi 
Wbereat  amased,  the  Maister  and  bis  matę 
Gan  aske  tbe  eaose  of  his  so  sodeyne  chaonge. 
And  from  alofte  tbe  Stewarde  of  our  state, 
(The  sonndiog  plombę)  in  basta  poste  hast  must 

raunge. 
To  trye  tbe  deptb  and  goodnesse  of  oor  gate. 
Mee  thinkes  (euen  yet)  I  heare  bis  beanie  Toyce, 
Fadome  tbree4,  foure,  Ibote  morę,  foote  lesse,  tbat 

cride: 
Me  thinkes  1  heare  tbe  fearefull  wbispring  noyse, 
Of  such  as  sayde  fuU  soflely  (me  beside) 
God  gremite  tbis  ionniey  cause  ts  to  reioyce, 
Wben  I  poore  soule,  which  cloee  in  caban  la3re. 
And  there  had  reacht  till  gaule  was  welneare  bunt 
With  giddie  head,  my  stumbling  steppes  raust  stay 
To  looke  abroade  as  boldly  as  I  durst. 
And  wbyles  I  bearken  wbat  tbe  Saylers  saye,    * 
The  sownder  stngs,  iadame  two  fuli  no  morę. 
Aloofe,  aloofeythen  cricd  the  Maister  out, 
Tbe  Steatesmate  striiies  to  sende  vś  from  the  shore, 
And  trustes  the  streame,  whcreof  wee  earst  had 

donbt, 
Tweene  twoestreeme  tbos  were  we  tossed  soie. 
And  went  to  HolP,  yntill  we  leysnre  had 
To  talke  at  large,  and  eke  to  know  the  caose 
"Wbat  moode  had  madę  onr  Pylot  looke  so  sad. 
At  last  the  Dutche  with  bntterbitten  iawes, 
(For  so  be  was  a  Dotchc,  a  Deuill,  a  swadde, 
A  foole,  a  dmnkarde,  or  a  tray  tour  tonę) 
Gao  aunswere  tbus :  Ghf  nit  te  vroegk^  here  come, 
Tif  met  goet  tkti  and  standiiig  all  olone, 
Can  preache  to  y^  which  fooles  were  all  and  some 
To  tnist  him  foole,  in  wbom  there  skill  was  nonę. 
Or  wbat  knew  wee  if  Ałbaes  subtiU  brayoe  • 
(So  to  preuent  our  enterpryse  by  treazon) 
Had  bim  imbornde  to  tice  vs  to  tbis  trayne 
And  so  him  seUe  fper  Compange  and  seazon) 
For  spite,  for  bate,  or  eise  for  hope  uf  gayne. 
Tbis  most  we  tbinke  tbat  Alba^  would  not  spare 
To  gioe  oot  goM  for  such  a  sinfoll  deede: 
Aad  glistring  gold  can  oftentimes  ensnare, 
Mota  perfect  wits  tban  Holland  soyle  doth  breede. 
Bot  let  that  passe,  and  lei  vs  now  compare 
Oar  owne  fond  fact  with  tbis  his  foułe  offenoe. 
We  knew  bim  not,  nor  where  hc  wond  that  time. 
Nor  if  be  had  Pylots  experienoe, 

*  Padom  and  a  half,  three  bo. 

^  Wben  all  sayles  are  takS  downe. 

6  Yon  be  to  soone.  **  It  is  not  good  tide. 

*  Tbe  Pakę. 
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Or  Pylats  crafte,  to  deare  him  selfo  from  crime. 


Yea  morę  tban  that  (bow  voyde  were  we  of  senae) 
We  had  smali  smacke  of  any  tale  he  tolde, 
He  powrde  out  Datoh  to  drowne  ts  all  in  drinke. 
And  we  (wise  men)  Tppon  his  words  were  bolde^ 
To  ronne  on  head:  but  let  me  now  bethinke 
The-masters  speech:  and  let  me  so  vnfokl 
The  deptb  of  all  tbis  foolish  onersight. 
The  master  spake  euen  like  a  skilfiill  mao* 
And  sayde  I  sayle  the  Seas  both  day  and  ntghtp 
I  Imow  the  tides  as  well  as  other  can. 
Prom  pole  to  pole  I  can  tbe  courses  plight: 
I  know  France,  Spaine,  Greeoe,  Denmarke,  Dafisk 

and  all, 
Frize,  Flaundera,  Holland,  euery  coast  I  know. 
But  truth  to  tell,  it  seldome  doth  beiall, 
Tbat  EngUsh  merchants  eoer  bend  their  bowe 
To  shoote  at  Breyll,  where  now  oor  fligfat  should 

fali, 
They  send  their  shafts  farder  for  greater  gayne. 
So  that  tbis  hanen  is  yet  (qnoth  he)  Tokoath*, 
And  God  grauat  now  tbat  England  may  attayae 
Such  gaines  by  Bieyll,  (a  goąpeU  on  that  moath) 
Aa  is  deeired :  tbtis  spake  the  master  playne. 
And  sińce  (saide  he)  my  selfo  knew  not  tbe  sowne» 
How  cookl  I  weli  a  better  Pyk>t  fynde, 
Tban  tbis  (wbich  first)  did  saye  he  dwelt  in  towae. 
And  knew  the  way  where  ener  sat  the  wynde } 
Wbilc  we  thns  talke,  ali  sayles  are  taken  downe, 
And  we  to  Hull  (ar  earst  1  sayd)  gan  wend, 
TUI  fuli  two  boures  and  somewhat  morę  wers  past, 
Oor  gtfyde  then  spake  in  Batch  and  bad  ts  bend 
AU  saylet  againe:  for  now  qood  he  (at  last) 
Diiłntug(iet,datkehiekm$UbekendA  . 
Wby  staye  I  long  to  eade  a  wofoll  tale? 
We  trust  his  Dutob,  and  ^p  the  foresayle  goes,' 
We  fali  on  knees  amyd  the  happy  gale, 
(Which  by  Goda  will  fiiU  kynd,  and  calmely 

blowes) 
And  Tnto  bim  we  there  Tofolde  our  bale, 
Whereon  to  tbinke  I  wryte  and  weepe  for  ioye^ 
That  pleaśant  song  the  hundreth  and  seuenth 

Psalme, 
Tbeie  dyd  we  reade  to  oomfort  our  annoye, 
Wbich  to  my  soule  (me  tbongbt)  was  8wc€te  as 

balme, 
Yea  farre  morę  sweete  tban  uny  woridly  toye. 
And  wben  he  bad  with  prayers  praysd  tbe  Lord, 
Our  EdeilBloeUs^^  gan  fali  to  eate  and  drinke. 
And  for  their  saoce,  at  takyng  vp  tbe  boróe 
Tbe  sbippe  so  strake  (as  all  we  thooght  to  sinke) 
Against  tbe  ground.    Then  all  with  one  accorde 
We  fell  againe  on  knees  to  pray  apacc. 
And  tberewitball  euen  at  tbe  second  blowe, 
(Tłie  number  cannot  from  my  minde  ontpace) 
Our  helme  strake  of,  and  we  must  fleete  and  flowe, 
Where  windę  and  waues  would  guide  vs  by  their 

grace. 
The  windę  waxt  calme  as  I  haue  sayde  befors.     , 
(O  mightie  God  so  didst  thou  swage  our  woes) 
Tbe  selly  sbippe  was  sowst  and  smitten  sore, . 
With  counter  buffetts,  blowes  and  double  Uowca. 
At  last  tbe  keele  which  might  endure  no  morę, 
Gan  rende  in  twayne  and  suckt  the  water  in : 
Tbea  might  yon  see  pale  lookes  and  wofuU  cbeare, 
Then  might  you  heare  loude  cries  and  deadiy 
Well  noble  minds  in  perils  beat  appeare,    [dinne: 
And  boldest  barts  in  bale  will  neuer  blinne. 

*  Ynknown.    **  U  is  good  tide  that  know  I  welL 
«■  Lusty  gallantfl . 
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For  there  were  aome  (<if  whome  I  will  oot  say 
That  I  was  one)  whicb  neuer  changed  hew, 
Bat  pumpt  apace,  and  labord  enery  way 
To  saue  themseluen,  and  all  tbeir  louely  crew, 
Which  cast  the  best  fraight  ouerboorde  away, 
Boih  coroe  and  cloth,  and  all  that  was  of  weigbt 
Wbicb  halde  and  pulde  at  euery  belping  corde, 
Wbich  prayed  to  Ood  and  madę  tbeir  conscience 

streight. 
As  for  my  self:  I  berę  protest  my  Lorde, 
My  words  were  tbese :  O  God  in  heauen  on  beight, 
Behold  me  not  as  now  a  wicked  wigbt, 
A  sackeof  siune,  a  wretch  ywrspt  in  wroth, 
Let  no  foult  past  ^O  Lord)  offende  thy  sight. 
But  weye  my  will  whicb  now  those  faults  doth 
And  of  thy  mercy  pittie  tbis  our  pligfat.      [lothe, 
Euen  thou  good  God  wbich  of  thy  grace  didst  saye 
That  for  one  good,  tbon  wouldst  all  Sodomę  saue, 
Behold  Ts  all:  thy  shyning  beames  displaye, 
Some  here  (1  trust)  thy  goodnesse  sball  engraue, 
To  be  chast  ^essels  vnto  tbee  alwaye. 
And  BO  to  liue  in  honour  of  thy  name: 
Beleue  me  Lord,  tbus  to  the  Lord  1  sayde. 
But  there  wers  some  (alas  the  morę  tbeir  blame) 
Whicb  in  the  pumpe  tbeir  oneły  oomfort  layde, 
And  irusted  that  to  tume  onr  griefe  to  gamę. 
Alas  (qaod  1]  our  pumpe  good  God  must  be, 
Our  sayle,  our  sterne,  our  tackling,  and  our  trust 
Some  other  cried  to  cleare  the  shipboate  free, 
To  saue  the  chiefe  and  leaue  the  rest  in  dust. 
Wbich  word  once  spoke  (a  wondrous  thing  to  see) 
Ali  hast  post  hast,  was  madę  to  baue  itdoue: 
And  Tp  it  commes  in  hast  much  morę  than  speede. 
There  did  1  see  a  woftiU  worke  begonne,    [bleede. 
Wbicb  now  (euen  now)  doth  make  my  bart  to 
Some  madę  sucb  hast  that  in  the  boate  they  wonne, 
Before  it  was  aboue  the  hatcbes  brought. 
Strauoge  tale  to  tell,  what  hast  some  men  shall 

make 
To  6nd  tbeir  death  before  the  same  be  sought 
Some  twixt  the  boate  and  shippe  tbeir  bane  do 

take,  [crosht  out 

Both  drownd  and  slayne  witb  braynes  for  hast 
At  last  the  boat  balfe  fraighted  in  the  aire 
Is  hojrst  alofte,  and  on  the  seas  downe  set, 
When  1  that  yet  io  God  could  not  dispaire, 
Still  plide  the  pumpe,  and  patiently  did  let 
All  sucb  take  boate  as  thither  madę  repaire. 
And  herewitball  I  safely  may  protest 
I  might  baue  wonne  the  boate  as  wel  as  one. 
And  had  that  seemed  a  safetie  for  the  rest 
I  should  percase  euen  with  the  first  baue  gone« 
But  when  I  saw  the  boate  was  ouer  prext 
And  pestred  fuli  with  moe  than  it  might  beare. 
And  tberwitball  witb  cberefull  looke  might  see 
Mycbiefe  conipenions '*  whome  I  held  most  deare 
(Wbose  companie  had  tbither  trained  me) 
Abiding  still  aboorde  our  shippe  yfcarc: 
Nay  then  (quoth  I)  good  God  thy  will  be  done, 
For  witb  my  feeres  I  will  both  liue  and  dye. 
And  eare  the  boate  farre  from  our  sight  was  gon 
Tbe  waue  so  wrought,  that  they  (which  thougbt  to 

flee 
And  so  to  scape)  with  waues  were  ouerronne. 
Lo  how  be  striues  in  ^aine  that  striues  with  God 
For  there  we  lost  tbe  flowre  of  tbe  band. 
And  of  our  crew  fuli  twentie  soules  and  odde, 
The  Sea  sncks  vp,  wbils  we  on  hatcbes  stand 
In  smarting  fcare  to  feele  that  selfe  same  rodde. 
*«  Yorke  and  Herle. 


Weil  on  (as  yet)  onr  battred  barkę  did  passe. 
And  brought  the  rest  witbin  a  mylę  of  iśode, 
Then  thought  I  surę  now  neede  not  I  to  pasae. 
For  I  can  swymme  and  so  escape  tbis  aande. 
Tbus  dyd  1  deeme  all  carelesse  like  an  Asse, 
When  sodaynely  tbe  wynde  our  foresayle  iooke. 
And  tumd  about  and  broagbt  rs  eft  to  Seas. 
Then  cryed  we  all,  cast  out  tbe  ancor  booke. 
And  here  let  byde  soch  helpe  as  god  may  pleasa: 
Which  ancor  cast,  we  soone  the  same  fonooke. 
And  cut  it  off,  for  feare  least  thererpoo 
Our  shippe  should  tK>wge,  tben  calide  we  fiui  fot 

fire» 
And  so  dischargde  onr  great  gunnes  eaerycbaBe, 
To  warne  the  towne  tbereby  of  our  desire : 
But  all  in  Tayne,  for  succor  sent  tbey  noae. 
At  last  a  Hoy  from  Sea  came  flingiog  fiut. 
And  towards  vs  belde  course  as  streight  as  lyne. 
Then  might  you  see  our  banda  to  beaaen  wp  cast 
To  render  tbanks  vnto  tbe  power  denioe, 
That  so  Youcbsafte  to  saue  vs  yet  at  last: 
But  when  tbis  Hoy  gan  (welneere)  booide  cw 

barkę. 
And  might  perceiue  wbat  perylt  we  were  in, 
It  turnd  a  way  and  left  vs  still  in  carke'^, 
Tbis  tale  is  true  (for  now  to  lie  were  sin) 
It  lefte  vs  there  in  dreade  and  daungers  darke. 
It  lelte  TS  so,  and  that  witbin  the  sight 
And  bearing  both  of  all  the  peare  at  BfeylL 
Now  ply  thee  pen,  and  paint  tbe  foule  de^te 
Of  drunken  Dutchmen  standing  there  euen  still. 
For  wbom  we  came  in  tbeir  cause  for  to  figbt. 
For  whom  we  came  tbeir  state  for  to  defende. 
For  wbom  we  came  as  friends  to  grieue  tbeir  fecs, 
They  now  disdaynd  (in  tbis  distresse)  to  lewi 
One  helping  boate  for  to  asswa^e  our  woes: 
They  sawe  our  harmes  tbe  which  they  woaU  met 

mend, 
And  had  not  bene  that  God  euen  then  did  rayse 
Some  Instruments  to  succor  vs  at  neede. 
We  had  bene  snnk  and  swallowed  all  in  Seas. 
But  Gods  will  was  (in  way  of  our  good  speede) 
That  on  tbe  peare  (lamentlng  our  myseaae) 
Some  englisbe  were,  whose  naked  swordes  did 

force 
The  drunken  dutcb,  the  cankred  chuiles  to  come^ 
And  so  at  last  (not  mooed  by  remorce. 
But  forst  by  feare)  they  sent  ts  succor  some: 
Some  must  I  say :  and  for  to  tell  tbe  oourse, 
They  sent  vs  succor  saust  with  sowre  despite, 
They  saued  our  liues  and  spoylde  vs  of  the  rest, 
They  stale  our  goods  by  day  and  eke  by  nigbt, 
They  sbewed  the  worst  and  closely  kept  the  bcst 
And  in  tbis  time  (tbis  treason  must  I  wryte) 
Our  Pylot  fled,  but  how?  notemptie  haaded: 
He  fled  from  vs,  and  with  him  did  conueye 
A  Hoy  fuli  fmnght  (wbiłeś  we  meane  while  were 

landed) 
With  pouder.  shotte,  and  all  our  best  araye: 
This  skill  be  had,  for  all  be  set  vs  sanded. 
And  now  my  Lord,  declare  your  noble  mjmde. 
Was  this  a  Pylot,  or  a  Pilate  iudge? 
Or  rather  was  he  not  of  ludas  kynde: 
Which  left  vs  tbus  aod  close  away  could  tradge? 
Weil,  at  the  Bryell  to  tell  you  what  we  finde, 
Tbe  Gouernour  was  all  bedewed  with  drinke. 
His  truls  and  he  were  all  layde  downe  to  sleepe^ 
And  we  must  sbift,  and  of  our  seŁoes  mnst  tbiake 

*>Care. 
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AThat  meane  wa*  beit,  and  bow  i^e  best  might 

keepe 
That  yet  remaynd:  the  rest  was  close  in  cliuke. 
iVell,  ou  our  knees  witb  tńckling  teares  uf  ioye, 
Ve  gaue  God  thanks:  and  as  we  inight,  did  learne 
iVliat  might  be  fuuode  in  euery  pyuke'^  and  boye. 
lud  thua  my  Lord,  your  honour  may  descerne 
>ur  periłs  past,  aud  howr  in  our  anoye 
Tod  saued  me  (your  Lordshipp«8  bonnd  for  euer) 
Vhc  eise  should  not  be  able  now  to  tell, 
rbe  sŁate  wherein  this  countrey  dotb  perseuer^ 
*fe  ho«r  they  seeme  in  carelesse  mindes  to  dwelU 
So  did  they  earst  and  so  they  will  do  euer) 
knd  to  my  Lord  for  to  bewray  my  minde 
ńtt  tbinkcB  they  be  a  race  of  Bulbeefe  borne, 
Vho8e  hartes  their  Butter  mollyfieth  by  kinde, 
lod  so  the  force  of  beefe  is  cleane  outworne : 
ind  eke  their  braines  witb  double  beere  are  iynde: 
lo  that  they  march  bumbast  with  buttred  beere, 
Jke  Boppes  of  browes^  pufied  vp  with  froth, 
/^here  inwardely  they  be  but  bollowe  geere, 
i»  weake  as  windę,  which  with  one  puffe  vp  goetb : 
Ind  yet  they  bragge,  and  tbinke  they  haue  do 
iicause  Harlem  hath  hitberto  heldc  out,     [peere, 
Utbough  in  deed  (as  they  haue  sufFred  Spayne) 
The  ende  thereof  euen  now  dotb  rest  in  doubt. 
^ell,as  lor  that,  let  it  (for  me)  remaine        [out, 
n  God  bis  hands,  wbose  band  hath  brought  me 
To  tell  my  Lord  this  tale  nowe  tanę  in  hande, 
Is  howe  they  traine  tbeir  trezons  al  i  iu  drinke. 
Ud  when  them  selues  for  drunk  cau  scarcely 

stande, 
^et  sucke  out  secretes  (as  them  selues  do  thinke) 
'rom  guesU.  The  best  (almost)  in  all  their  lande, 
I  name  no  man,  for  that  were  brodę  before) 
Viii  (as  men  say)  enure  the  same  sometime, 
{ut  surely  this  (or  I  mistake  him  sore) 
)r  else  he  can  (but  let  it  passe  in  rime) 
)issemble  deepe,  aud  mocke  sometimes  the  morę: 
Vell,  drunkennesse  is  here  good  companię, 
ind  therewitball  per  eonsfguent  it  falles 
l^t  whordome  is  accompted  iollitie: 
I  gentle  state,  wbere  two  suche  Tenisballes 
Ire  toesed  still  and  better  bowles  let  lie. 
cannot  herewith  from  my  Lord  conceale, 
Iow  God  and  Mammon  here  do  dwell  yfeare, 
ind  how  the  Masse  is  cloked  vnder  veale 
)f  poUicie,  till  all  the  coast  be  cleare. 
^e  can  I  chuse,  but  I  muśt  ring  a  peale, 
1*0  tell  what  hypocrytes  the  Nunnes  here  be: 
^nd  how  the  olde  Nunnes  be  content  to  go, 
before  a  man  in  streates  like  muther  B, 
^Dtill  they  come  wberas  there  dwels  a  Ho, 
^eyue  that  balfci  and  let  the  rest  go  fret) 
^re  can  .they  poynt  witb  finger  as  they  passe, 
[^  sir,  sometimes  they  can  come  in  tbemselfe, 
o  strike  the  bergaine  twecnc  a  wanton  laise, 
^od  Edel  bloeti:  nowe  is  not  this  good  pelfe  ? 
^  for  the  yong  Nunnes,  they  be  brigbt  as  glasse, 
Lad  chaste  forsooth,  met  v:  and  anders  niel: 
^at  sayde  1?  what?  that  is  u  misterie, 
may  no  yerse  of  such  a  tbeame  endite, 
ong  Rowlande  Yorke  may  tell  it  bet  thau  I: 
""et  to  my  Lorde  this  littJe  will  1  write, 
*hat  tbough  I  haue  (my  selfe)  no  skill  at  all, 
*o  take  the  countnance  of  a  Colonel, 
Ud  I  a  good  Lieutenant  generał, 
^  good  lohn  Zuche  whereucr  tłiat  he  dwel, 

U  A  Smali  botc. 


Or  else  Ned  Dennye  (iaire  mought  him  befai) 
I  coulde  haue  brougbt  a  noble  regiment 
Of  smugskinnde  Nunnes  into  my  countrey  soyle: 
But  iarewell  they  as  things  impertinent, 
Let  them  (for  me)  go  dwdl  with  master  Moyle^ 
W  ho  hath  bebight  to  płace  them  well  in  Kent. 
And  I  shall  well  my  sillie  selfe  content. 
To  come  alone  vnto  my  louely  Lorde, 
And  vnto  him  (when  riming  sporte  is  spent) 
To  tel  some  sadde  and  rcasonable  worde, 
Of  HoUandes  state,  tłie  which  1  will  present, 
.In  Cartes,  in  Mappes,  and  eke  in  Models  madę, 
If  God  of  beauen  my  puipose  not  preuent. 
And  in  meane  while  although  my  wits  do  wada 
In  ranging  rime,  and  fling  some  follie  foortb, 
1  trust  my  Loide  will  take  it  well  in  woorth. 

Haudieiut  Mpio. 


WEEDES. 


THE  FRUITE  OF  FETTERS: 

WITH  THE  COHPŁAIMT  OP  THB  GRBBNE  KNIGHT, 
AMD  HII  FAREWEŁŁ  TO  FANSIB. 

Great  be  the  greefei  which  bruze  the  boldest 

brests. 
And  al  to  seelde  we  see  such  burdens  borne. 
For  crueil  care  (which  reaueth  quiet  rests) 
Hath  oftentimes  the  woorthiest  willes  furewome. 
And  layed  such  weight  vpon  a  noble  bartę, ' 
That  wit  and  will  haue  both  giuen  place  to  smarte. 

For  proofe  wherof  I  tel  this  woful  tale, 
(Giue  eare  that  list,  I  force  no  frolicke  mindes) 
But  such  as  can  abide  to  beare  of  bale. 
And  ratber  rue  ihe  ragę  which  Fansie  findes, 
Than  scorne  the  paogs  which  may  procure  theif 

pine,' 
Let  them  giue  eare  Fnto  these  rimes  of  minę. 

I  teare  my  time  (ay  me)  in  prison  pent, 
Wherin  the  floure  of  my  consuming  yeares, 
With  secrct  grief  my  reason  dotb  torment. 
And  frets  it  self  (perhaps)  with  needlesse  feares: 
For  whylcs  I  striue  against  the  streame  top  fast. 
My  forces  faiie,  and  I  must  downe  at  last. 

The  hastie  Vine  for  sam  ple  might  me  serue, 
Which  climbes  too  high  about  the  loftie  tree. 
But  when  the  twist  his  tender  iointes  dotb  carue, 
Then  fades  he  fast.  that  sought  fuli  fresh  to  bee: 
He  fades  and  funtes  befure  his  fellowes  failc, 
Wbich  lay  fuli  lowe,  and  neuer  hoyst  vp  saile. 

Ay  me,  the  dayes  which  I  in  dole  consume. 
Alias,  the  nightes  wbich  witnesse  well  my  woe, 
O  wrongful  world  which  makst  my  fansie  fume, 
Fie  6ckie  Fortune,  fie  thou  arte  my  foe. 
Out  and  alas,  so  frowarde  is  my  chaunce. 
No  dayes  nor  nightes,  nor  worldes  can  me  ad- 
uaunce. 

In  recklesse  youth,  the  common  plagne  of  Loue 
Infected  me  (al  day)  with  carelesse  minde, 
Entising  dames  my  patieoce  still  did  prone. 
And  blearde  mioe  eyet,  till  I  became  so  blinde 
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Tbftt  leing  not  whst  ftnie  bnragbt  mee  Ibotth, 
I  MlameA  nioit  (ałwaycs)  tbat  least  was  iroorth. 

la  middla  yeares^  the  reache  of  Reasona  reine 
No  aooner  gan  to  bridle  in  my  will. 
Nor  naked  oeede  do  soooer  gan  constreine 
My  rash  decay  to  breake  my  sleepet  by  akill» 
But  streight  tberewith  hope  set  my  beart  on  flame. 
To  winue  againe  both  wealth  and  woortby  name. 

And  thenoa  prooeedet  my  most   confuming 
gncK, 
For  whyles  tbe  bope  oi  minę  Toyolden  bartę 
In  endJefw  toylet  did  labor  for  reliefe^       [marte: 
Came  crabbed  Cbance  and  marrde  my  merry 
Yea,  not  content  witb  one  fowle  oueithrowe, 
So  tied  me  hal  for  tenipting  any  mo. 

Sbe  tied  me  fiut  (alas)  in  golden  chaines, 
Wberein  I  dwell,  not  free,  nor  fiilly  thrall, 
Where  guilefull  lone  in  double  doobt  remaines, 
Nor  bonie  sweet,  nor  bitter  yet  as  gali : 
For  euery  day  a  patteme  I  bebolde  [colde. 

Of  soortdiing  flame,  which  makes  my  heart  fuli 

And  euery  night,  tbe  ragę  of  restlesse  tbougbt 
Dotb  raise  me  Tp,  my  bope  for  to  renewe. 
My  qniet  bed  wbich  I  for  solące  sougbt, 
Dotb  yrke  mioe  eares,  wben  still  the  warlike  crewe 
Witb  aonnde  of  drummes^  and  tnunpets  braying 

shrill 
Reliene  their  watch,  yet  I  in  thraldome  stiU. 

Tbe  common  ioy,  tbe  cheere  of  companie. 
Twist  mirth  and  moane  doth  plundge  me  euer. 
For  pleasant  tałke,  or  Musicks  melodie,      [morę: 
Yeeld  no  soch  sakie  Tnto  my  sećret  sore, 
But  tbat  tberewith  this  corsiue  coms  me  too,   - 
Wby  liue  not  I  at  large  as  otbers  doo } 

Lo  thus  I  linę  in  spite  of  cmdl  deatb, 
Anddie  as  fast  in  spite  of  lingring  life, 
Fedde  still  witb  bope  whicb  dotb  prolong-  my 
brentb,  [striie, 

Bnt  choakte  witb  feare,  and  strangled  still  witb 
Starkę  staring  blinde  bicause  I  see  too  much, 
Yet  gasing  stiii  bicause  I  see  nonę  such. 

Amid  these  pangs  (O  subtil  Cordial) 
Tbose  of  farrefet  sigbes  which  most  mens  mindes 

escbewe, 
Recomforte  me,  and  make  the  furie  fiill, 
Which  fedde  the  roote  from  whence  my  fits  renewe : 
They  comforte  me  (ab  wretched  doubtfull  clause) 
They  helpe  the  harme,  and  yet  they  kill  the  cause. 

Where  might  I  then  my  carefuU  corpse  conuay 
From  companie,  which  worketh  all  my  woe  ? 
How  might  I  winkę  or  hide  minę  eyes  alway, 
Whicb  gazę  on  tbat  wherof  my  griefe  doth  growe  ? 
How  might  i  stoppe  minę  eares,  wbich  ^rken 

still. 
To  euery  ioy,  wbich  can  but  wounde  my  will? 

How  should  I  seeme  my  sigbes  for  to  suppresse, 
Which  helpe  the  heart  tbat  eise  would  swelt  in 

sunder?  [lesse? 

Which  hurt  the  helpe  tbat  makes  my  torment 
Wbich  helpe  and  hurte  (oh  wofoll  wearie  wonder) 
One  seely  hartie  thus  toste  twixt  bdpe  and  harme, 
How  should  I  seeme,  such  sigbes  in  tyme  to 

ebarme  ? 


How?  how  b«t  thoi?  in  toUitarie  wise 
To  steppe  aside,  and  make  high  way  to  moane: 
To  make  two  foontaines  of  my  dazled  eies. 
To  sigh  my  All  till  breath  and  aU  be  gone: 
So  sigbed  tbe  knight  of  whome  BarfeeUo  writes, 
Ałl  cbdde  in  Greene,  yet  banisbt  from  cleligbtSb 


And  sińce  the  storye  is  both  new  and 
A  dreary  tale  much  Uke  tbese  lottes  of 
I  will  assaye  my  może  for  to  renewe. 
By  ryming  out  his  frowarde  &tali  fine. 
A  dolefull  speeche  becdmes  a  dumpish 
So  semde  by  him»  for  thus  bis  tale  besane. 

THB  C0KPŁ4IMT  OP  THB  GBBEHB  KinGBT. 

Why  liue  I  wreteh  (quoth  be)  alas  and  wellawsy, 
Or  wby  bebolde  my  beauy  eies,  this  gladsaoB 

sunny  day  ?  [adoannce, 

Since  neuer  sunne  yet  shone,  tbat  coaM  my  slate 
Wby  liue  I  wretcbe  (alas  quoth  be)  in  bope  of 

better  chaunce?  [tsle, 

Or  wherefore  telles  my  tonng,  this  drenrye  dolcAill 
That  euery  eare  might  heare  my  grieefe  aad  » 

bemone  my  bale? 
Since  eare  was  neuer  yet,  tbat  hnrkened  b>  0y 

playnte, 
Wby  liue  I  wreteh  (alas  qnoth  be)  my  pangs  ia 

vaine  to  paint? 
Or  wberfore  dotes  desire,  that  dotb  hia  wtsb  dis- 

dose, 
And  sbewes  tbe  sore  tbat  seeks  recare,  tbeitdiy  ts 

ease  my  woes }  [dwdt, 

Since  yet  he  neuer  found,  tbe  hart  wfaere  pytde 
Wby  lioe  1  wreteh  (alas  qttoth  be)  nloDe  in  woe 

to  swelt?  [tbe  hfli, 

Why  striue  1  witb  the  streame,  or  hoppe  against 
Or  search  that  neuer  can  be  founde,  or  loose  my 

labor  still  ? 
Since  destenies  decreed,  mnst  alwnyes  be  obeyd^ 
Why  liue  I  wreteh  alas  (quoth  he)  with  locke  tboi 

ouerleyde  >  [trust  ? 

Why  feedes  my  heart  on  hope  ?  wby  tyze  I  still  on 
Wby  doth  my  minde  still  nrase  on  mirtb?  wby 

leanes  my  lifo  on  Inst? 
Since  bope  bad  neuer  hap,  apd  tnist  aiwmys  foaad 

treasoo,  Huck  ts  geatoa? 

Why  Hue  T  wreteh  alas  (quoth  he)  where  all  good 
The  fatal  Sisters  three,  wbich  spun  my  skmkr 

Łwine, 
Knew  wel  how  rotten  was  the  yame,  fr9  wbeofls 

they  drew  their  linę: 
Yet  haue  they  wonen  tbe  web,  witb  eare  so  mani* 

folde,  fboUc: 

(Alas  I  woful  wreteh  tbe  while)  as  any  doth  cm 
Yea  tbough  the  threeds  be  cowrse,  mad  soch  ss 

others  lothe,  [body  both; 

Yet  must  I  wrap  alwayes  tberio,  my  booes  aad 
And  weare  it  out  at  length,  which  lasteth  bot  too 

long. 
O  Weauer  weaner  work  no  morę,  tby  wup  bdb 

dooe  me  wrong: 
For  tberin  haue  I  lapt  my  ligfat  and  Instie  y^aics. 
And  therin  baplesse  haue  I  hapt,  mnie  ąge  aad 

boarie  heares : 
Yet  neuer  found  1  wmrath,  by  ietting  in  tby  ia^i, 
Nor  neuer  can  I  weare  tbem  out,  althoagfa  tbey 

rende  Uke  raggs,  [time 

The  Afay-moone  of  minę  age,  t  meane  tbe  gaOant 
Wben  coales  of  kinde  first  kindlod  looe,  aad  ple> 

sore  was  in  prime, 
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Jl  bitter  Waft  the  fraiie,  whicb  ftU)  T  leaped  then, 
ind  IłUle  was  the  gaine  I  goi,  coniparde  by  other 

meo.  [for  grace, 

*«are-thirstie  were  the  Dames,  to  whome  I  sued 
oiiie  stonie  storoackt,  other  some,  of  high  dis- 

dainful  raee. 
tut  all  Tnconstaiit  (ay)  abd  (that  to  tbioke)  I  die, 
*lie  guerdon  whicb  Cosmana  gaue,  cau  witoesse  ił 

Ilie. 
roamaoa  was  the  wight  to  whome  I  wisbed  well, 
*o  serue  Cosmaoa  did  i  leeme,  in  loue  to  beare 

the  beli: 
Osmana  was  my  god,  Cosmana  was  my  ioy, 
ij  me,  Cosmana  turnde  my  mirtb,  to  dole  and 

dark  anoy :  . 
tenenge  it  Radamanth,  iflbefound  toHe,  [die. 
H*  if  I  slaunder  hir  at  aU,  condemne  me  theu  to 
%ou  knowst  I  honored  hir,  no  morę  bat  all  too 

much,  [no  gnitch. 

klas  thoa  knowst  she  cast  me  off,  when  I  deserrde 
\be  deaĄ  (I  dying  yet)  ay  me  my  teares  were<lried, 
Lud  teeth  of  time  gnew  out  the  grief,  whicb  al  to 

long  I  tried,  [molde, 

fet  from  hir  ashes  sprung,  or  from  sach  subtile 
'ersnda  sbe,  whome  euerie  eye,  did  iudge  morę 

bright  tban  golde. 
^erenda  then  I  sawe,  Perenda  1  behelde, 
'arenda  ser\'de  I  foithfuUy,  in  towne  and  eke  in 

fielde:  [trew, 

fereoda  coulde  not  say,  the  greene  knight  was  tu- 
lut  out  ahM,  the  greene  knigbt  sayde,  Ferenda 

changde  for  new: 
.'erenda  did  hir  kinde:  then  was  she  to  be  borne, 
Um  did  but  weare  Cosmanes  cloutes,  ifhich  she  in 

spite  hadtorne: 
kad  yet  betwene  them  botb  they  waare  the  threeds 

80  neere,  [not  bolde  yfoere. 

Km  were  they  not  of  s^eele  or  stone,  they  coulde 
iot  now  Ferenda  mipe,  a  little  by  tby  leaue: 
KTbat  moued  thee  to^  madding  mooda  ?  why  didst 

thou  me^deceaue  ? 
\\ąB  1  was  al  thine,  tby  selfe  oan  say  no  lesse, 
ind  for  thy  fali,  I  bathed  oft  in  many  a  deepe 

djstresse:  [race, 

lad  jret  to  do  thee  right,  I  naytker  blame  thy 
rhy  shiniag  selfe,  the  gokłen  gleames  that  glistred 

on  thy  face, 
ffor  yet  thy  fickle  faith,  .shall  neuer  beare  the 

blame,  [to  euerie  gamę: 

lot  I,  whome  kinde  hath  firamd  to  flnde,  a  griefe 
rhe  high  decrees  of  beauen,  faaue  limited  my  life. 
Po  liager  stirwher  Unie  dotli  lodge,  yet  tbcre  to 

sterue  in  strifo. 
^  proofe,  who  list  to  know  what  makes  me  nowe 

cooplaine, 
Sine  care  Tuto  the  greene  Knigfats  tale:  for  noijr 

begins  his  paine. 
When  rash  Tnbridled  youth  had  run  his  reck- 

lesse  race, 
Lad  caried  bie  with  cardesse  conrse,  to  many  a 

great  disgrace,  [their  tmde, 

rhea  riper  mellowed  yeares,  thooght  good  to  torne 
lad  had  EepenUinoe  hdlds  the  reines,  to  mle  the 

brainsickeiade: 
lo  that  with  much  to  doo,  the  brydle  belde  him 

bac^e,  [better  smacke : 

had  Reason  madę  him  byte  on  bit,  whicb  had  a 
lad  for!  feite  my  selfe,  by  foeblenessa  fordoonne, 
ląd  paating  stiU  for  lacls  of  brcath,  as  one  much 

enerro^uie. 


And 


Tberefore  1  toke  aduise,  to  walka  him  fint    awhUe 
Aml  so  at  length  to  set  him  vp,  his  tnmayles  to 

beguile:  [trimoie, 

Tea  when  he  curried  was,  and  dusted  slieke  and 
I  causde  both  hey  and  prouander  to  be  allowde  for 

him: 
Wherat  (alas  to  thinke)  he  gathered  ikesh  so  fast, 
That  still  be  playd  his  coltish  pranks,  when  as  I 

thought  the  past: 
He  winched  atill  alwayes,  and  whisked  with  his 

tail^,  [preuaila 

And  leaping  ouer  hedge  and  ditch,  I  sawe  it  not 
To  pamper  him  so  proude:  Wheifore  I  thought 

it  best,  [him  rest. 

To  trauaile  him  (not  as  I  woont)  yet  nay  to  giua 
Thus  well  resolued  then,  I  kept  htm  still  in  harte. 
And  founde  a  pretie  prouander  appointed  for  hit 

parte, 
Wbich  once  a  day ,  no  morę,  he  miglit  a  little  tast  s 
And  by  this  diet,  madę  I  youth  a  gentle  iade  at 

last:  [pace. 

And  foorth  I  might  him  ride,  an  easie  ioumeying 
He  neuer  strane  with  middle  age^  but  gentły  gane 

him  place:  [Hande, 

Then  middle  age  stept  in,  and  toke  the  helme  ia 
To  guide  my  Barkę  by  better  skill,  into  iooie 

better  lande. 
And  as  ecbe  noble  heart  it  euenpore  most  benL 
To  high  ełploites  and  woorthie  deedes,  whera 

bpnor  may  be  nęj^: 

a^oWen  mip^  byAim««B^e  re- 

nowgp,  Trashl Y  ta^ledAiwne. 

/muu  song^to  rąjrse,  that  reckję«lf, J^pilttl  TE|4 
WiSOjKfirdejana  trustie  targe,  then  sought  I  for 

to  carue 
For  middle  age  and  hoarie  >aires,  and  both  their 

turnes  to  sarue:  ^cuttes. 

And  in  iSyTaruen  roome,  I  gaa  to  cut  suche 
And  madę  suche  moraels  for  their  mouthes,  as  well 

might  fili  their  guttes, 
Beside  some  ouerplus,  (which  being  kapt  ia  state) 
Might  serue  to  welcome  al  tliair  fińends,  with  fouioa 

cuermore: 
I  meane  no  moro  but  this;  my  haad  gan  fiado 

such  bappe,  [inhirlappe: 

As  madę  me  thinke,  that  Fortune  ment,  to  play  ate 
Aąd  hope  tbcrwłtkbad  bi^ayde,  iwy^far^^^^^^^^^ijj. 
Tiftt^stili  I  hoapt,  by  fprce  2t,H]!!%!^.S»-AflLiAicpbe 

abdue  tBe  sicie : 
I  bathedstnrtńinrsle,  I  ledde  a  lordeKe  life, 
^jf  SoUTdiers  \ovd€  i&ńd  fearde  me  bótłś,  Jl  neuer 

"  dreaded  strife: '  [cost. 

My  boord  was'  fumisht  stil,  with  cates  of  mintj 
My  back  wel  clad,  my  purse  wel  lynde,  my  woont- 

ed  lack  was  lost^ 
My  bags  began  to  fil,  my  debtes  for  to  discharga, 
My  State  so  stoode,  as  sura  I  seeaide  to  swim  in 

good  lucks  baige :  [not  paine  ? 

But  out  and  well  away,  what  pleasnra  breedet 
What  sun  ca  shine  wit^ut  a  cloud,  what  thiider 

brings  not  rain? 
Such  is  the  life  of  man,  such  was  tha  łuck  of  me. 
To  foli  so  fest  firom  hiest  hap,  where  surę  I  seemde 

to  be.  [tearoeły  serue, 

Fioe  hundred  snadrie  suanes  (aad  aiore)  conid 
By  sweat  of  brows  to  wla  a  ioobk,  wharin  my 

knife  might  carue: 
One  ondy  dismall  day,  safiUed  (wHh  daq»itt) 
Td  take  me  from  my  canien  plaoe,  aad  from  the 
.  table  qiiita. 
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Ftue  hundred    broken  tleepes,  had  buńed  all  my 

.    brayne  s,  [crese  my  gaynes: 

To  find  (at  Ust )  some  worthy  trade,  tbat  might  in- 

One  Uacke  ▼niuckie  boure»  my  trade  hath  ouer< 

^    'Igjrowcn,  '     ""^ ^ 

And  mairde  my  marte,  and  broke  my  bank,  and 

'"^    al  wy  birss^Tjr^lFJ^r ^ ''^  "^ 

To  wrappe  td  all  in  wo«vJ  9mJ!LPń9<2jiDpnt, 
Mygaines   possessed   by  myjbes,   my  frienda 

agaiftSt^rnOent:'  "" 

An4jriLtilŁ.beauy  baps,  thatjeuerage  yet  bare, 
Assembled  are  '^tlhŁa  iiiy'1>7eait^^"£litfi^jglne  vp 
*"wi£K  care.  '        "^  '''"Tluit, 

My  modest  middle  age,  wbicb  lacks  of  youth  tbe 
Can  beare  no'  sucb  gret  burdSs  dow,  but  tbrowes 

tbem  in  the  dust: 
Yet  in  tbis  piteous  pligbt,  bebolde  me  Louers  all. 
And  rewę  my  grieues,  leiŁst  you  your  selues  do 

light  on  sucb  a  fal. 
I  afn  tbat  wearie  wratch,  wbom  loue  always  bath 

tyred,  [man  desired. 

And  fed  me  witb  sacb  strange  conceytes,  as  neuer 
For  now  (euen  now)  ay  me :  I  loue  and  cannot 

cbuse,  [mindes  to  muse. 

So  strangely  yet,  as  wel  may  moue  the  wisest 
No  blasing  beaatie  bright,  hath  set  my  hart  on 

fire,  [desire, 

No  ticing  talke,  no  gorgeous  gyte,  tormenteth  my 
[No  bodie  finely  framde,  no  haggarde  Falcons  eie. 
No  mddie  lip,  no  golden  lockb,  hath  drawne  my 

minde  awrie: 
No  teeth  of  shining  pearle,  no  gallant  rosie  hiew, 
No  dimpled  chinne,  no  pit  in  cheeke,  presented  to 

my  view: 

In  fine,  no  such  delijsrhts,  ^^.Jpuęrs.oft  allure, 

AISinpJse  wby  thus  I  do^lam^t^  or  put  my  piaintes 
jn  vre:        — --      ^ .    

Bot  sucfi  a  strange  affect,  as  both  I  shame  to  tell, 
And  all  the  worlde  may  woonder  mucb,  bow  iirst 

therin  I  fell.  [griefe, 

Yet  siace  I  baue  begonne  (quotb  be)  to  tell  my 
I  wil  nought  hide,  although  I  bope  to  finde  no 

great  reliefe.  [ioj^ 

And  tbus  (quotb  lie)  it  is:  Amongst  the  sundne 
Wbic]Lixonceivde  in  feates  of  watTC^IStfdnilt  my 

MarBancyw,---"       '  '     '    " 

My  chaunce  was  late  to  baue  a  peerlesse  firelock 

pfjgfie,  [lą^Greecc: 

Thąt  to  my  wittes  w^s  nay  the  likCj  iw.Turkie  nęr 
A  peece'  so  cTeanly  framde,  so  streight,  so  light,  so 

fine,  [diuine : 

So  tempred  and  so  polisbed,  as  seemeth  worke 
A  peeoe  wbose  locke  yet  past,  for  why  it  neuer 
'  fiiilde,  [nesse  neuer  quailde : 

And  though  I  bent  it  night  and  day,  the  quick- 
A  peece  as  w6ll  renfbrst,  as  euer^et  was  wrought, 
The  brauest  peece  ^for  breech  and  borę,  that  euer 

yet  was  bought: 
Tbe  moimture  so  well  madę,  and  for  my  pitch  so 

fity  [asit: 

As  though  I  see  faire  p^eces  moe,  yet  fewe  so  fine 
A  peece  which  shoŁ  so  wdl,  so  gently  ańd  so 

streight,  [ouerweight. 

It  neyther  bruzed  witb  recule,  nor  wroong  with 
Jn  fine  and  to  conclude,  I  know  no  fault  thereby, 
Tbat  eyther  migbt  be  thooght  in  minde,  or  wel 

discemde  with  ey. 
This  peece  then  late  I  had,  and  therin  tooke  de- 

bght,  [wight 

Ai  OHich  as  ener  proper  peece  did  please  a  warlike 


Nowe  thongh  it  be  not  lott,  nor  rendred  with  tle 

rest,^  [me  błertl 

Yet  being  sbut  from  sigbt  therof,  how  can  I  tliioke 
Or  which  way  sbould  I  hopp,  that  soch  m.  iewd 

rare,  [shooters  aieł 

Can  passe  ^nseen  in  any  campe  wfaere  cnniiiiig 
And  therewith  am  I  snre,  that  being  oace  espied^ 
It  neuer  can  escape  tbeir  hands^bat  tbat  it  wifl  be 

tried :  [ne. 

And  being  once  but  prooued,  then  farewel  frosŁlbr 
My  peece,  my  locks,  and  all  is  loat,  and  1  ahaA 

neuer  see 
The  like  againe  on  earth.    Nowe  Loaers  spcake 

your  minde.  [aocb  a  Inndeł 

Was  euer  man  so  strangely  stroke,  or  cangbt  ia 
Was  euer  man  so  fonde?  was  euer  man  so  mad? 
Was  euer  man  so  woe  begone?  or  in  anch  cam 

yclad  ?  [liae^ 

For  restlesse  thus  I  rest,  the  wretcbedai  maa  oa 
And  when  1  thinke  vpon  this  peece,  then  stall  my 

woes  reuiue. 
Nor  euer  can  I  finde  good  plaister  for  my  paine, 
Unlesse  my  lucke  might  bie  so  good,  to  fiotie  that 

peece  againe.  Cpi^*^ 

To  make  my  mourning  morę,  wtiere  I  in  prńoe 
I  daily  see  a  pretie  pee<%,  mucb  like  tbat  peece  of 

minę,  [sbina^ 

Which  helps  my  hurt,  much  like  vnto  a  bcokea 
That  when  it  heales,  begins  to  ytch,  and  tben  rabs 

off  the  skinne. 
'Thus  liue  I  still  in  loue,  alas  and  ener  8hall» 
As  well  content  to  loose  my  peece,  as  gladde  to 

flnde  my  fali: 
A  wonder  to  tbe  worlde,  a  griefe  to  friendlie  mindes, 
A  mooking  stocke  to  Momus  race,  and  a!  sucb 

scomefull  hindes,  [i 

A  loue  (that  thinke  1  surę)  wbose  like  was  m 
Nor  neuer  warlike  wight  s hal  be  i n  loue  as  I 

beene:  [Dames, 

So  that  in  sooth  (qaotb  he)  I  cannot  blame  tfaa 
Whome  I  in  youth  did  moste  esteeme,  I  list  not 

fbile  their  fomes,  « 

But  there  to  lay  tbe  fault,  from  wbence  it  lifstdrf 

flowe :  [griefi-s  did  grow. 

[  say  my  Fortune  is  tbe  root,  whence  all  tbese 
Since  Fortune  then  (quoth  he)  hath  tumde  to  ne 

hir  backe,  [my  !>elf  in  blackeł 

Shall  I  go  yeełd  to  mourning  moane,  and  doalk 
No  no,  for  nobie  mindes  can  beare  no  thraldose 

so,  [wadę  ia  wo. 

!Bot  rather  shew  a  merrie  cheere,  when  most  tbcy 
And  so  will  I  in  greeńe,  my  carefui  corp.se  aray. 
To  set  a  bragge  amóngst  tbe  best,  as  tbough  my 

hcart  werc  gay:  [ioy, 

Not  greene  bicause  I  bope,  nor  greeoe  bican$e  I 
Nor  greene,  bicause  1  can  delight  in  any  yootbfidl 

toy: 
But  greene,  bicause  my  greeues  are  aiway  Iresh 

and  greene,  [is  seene. 

Wbose  roote  is  such  it  cannot  rot,  as  by  tbe  fniCe 
Tbus  sayde,  he  gane  a  groane,  as  though  his  betit 

had  broke,  [sighes  like  smoke: 

And  from  the  fumace  of  his  breast^  sent  scaldiog 
And  sighing  so,  he  sate  in  solitarie  wise, 
Conoeying  floods  of  bryntsh  teares,  by  condact  sf 

his  eyes. 
What  ende  he  had  God  kno^etb,  Battello  writet 

it  not, 
Or  if  he  do,  my  wittes  are  sburt,  for  I  faane  it 

forgot 
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Thus  haiie  you  heard  tbe  green  Knight  make 
bis  mooe, 
lIThich  wel  might  moue  the  hardest  beart  to  melt: 
lut  what  be  meiit,  tbat  Ime^e  himselfe  atone, 
'or  nich  a  cause,  in  weerie  woes  to  swelt: 
Ind  yet  by  like,  some  peerlease  peece  it  was, 
rbat  brought  bim  so  in  ragiDg  •tormes  to  passe. 

I  haue  beard  tell,  and  read  it  tberewithall, 
rhat  neare  the  Ałpes  a  kinde  of  people  bee, 
Vhicb  senie  with  shot,  wherof  tbe  Tery  bali 
8  bigge  of  bułkę,  tbe  peece  batsbort  to  see : 
lut  yet  it  sbootes  as  farre,  and  eke  as  fest, 
iM  tbose  wbich  are  yirainde  of  longer  last. 

Tbe  cause  (say  some)  coasisteth  in  the  locke, 
Some  other  iud$e,  bicause  tbey  be  so  strong, 
ienforced  well,  and.breecbed  like  a  brocke, 
(tiife,  straigbt,  and  stout,  whicb  thougb  tbey  be 

not  long, 
fet  spit  tbey  foortb  their  pellets  sucb  a  pace, 
kod  with  sucb  furce,  as  seeioes  a  woondrous  case 

SoiD«  otber  tbinke,  tbe  mettal  maketb  all, 
KThich  tempred   is  both  rounde  sod  smootb  to 


\Dd  surę  me  tbinkes,  tbe  bignefsse  of  tbe  bali, 
)fe  yet  the  locke,  should  make  it  shoote  so  free, 
lut  euen  tbe  breech  of  mettall  good  and  sounde, 
n^ich  makes  tbe  bali  with  greater  force  to  bounde. 

For  tbis  we  see,  tbe  stiife  and  strongest  arme, 
M^bicb  giues  a  ierke,  and  hatb  a  cunoing  loose, 
Uiootes  furdest  still,  and  doth  alway  most  barme, 
Fbr  be  his  flighto  yfeathred  from  the  goośe. 
Dr  Peacockes  ^uilles,  or  Rauen,  or  Swanne,  or 

Crowe, 
iit  sbafts  go  swifte,  wben  other;.  flie  bu(  slowe. 

r 

Row  80  it  be,  the  men  tbat  Tse  to  sboote 
n  tbese  short  gunnes,  are  praysed  for  the  best: 
ind  Princes  seeke  such  sbotte  for  to  promoote 
ia  perfectest  and  better  than  the  rest: 
Jo  tbat  (by  like)  their  peeces  beare  the  sway, 
SIse  other  men  could  sboote  as  forre  as  tbey. 

Their  preces  then  are  called  Petronels, 
knd  tbey  themselues  by  suudrie  names  are  catld: 
\.s  Bandolliers,  for  whojn  mountaynes  dwels, 
n  trowpes  and  bandes,ofte  times  is  stoutly  stalld: 
>r  of  the  Stone  wherwitb  tbe  locke  doth  strike, 
^etronelliers,  tbey  called  are  by  Uke. 

And  so  percase  tbis  peerelesse  peece  of  his 
'or  wbicb  be  moumde  and  madę  such  ruefull 

moi&e, 
Vas  one  of  tbose:  and  therfore  all  his  blisse, 
Vas  turnd  to  bale  wben  as  tbąt  peece  was  gone: 
Unce  Martial  men  do  set  their  chief  deligbt, 
n  armes  wbich  are  both  free  and  fayre  in  sight. 

My  selfe  haue  seene  some  peece  of  sucb  a  pryce, 
kt  woortby  were  to  be  esteemed  well: 
^or  this-you  know  in  any  straunge  deuise, 
(och  things  as  seeme  fot  goodnesse  to  excel], 
kn:  bolden  deare,  and  for  great  Jewels  deemd, 
lycauie  tbey  be  both  rare  aud  mnch  esteemd. 


But  now  to  tnroe  my  tale  firom  wbenoe  I  camcf 
I  saie  bis  lottes  and  minę  were  not  vnlike: 
He  spent  his  youth  (as  I  did)  out  of  frame, 
He  came  at  last  (like  me)  to  trayle  tbe  pikę. 
He  pynde  in  pryson  pinchte  with  priuie  payne. 
And  1  likewise  in  pryson  still  remayne. 

Yet  some  good  fruite  in  fetters  can  I  finde^ 
As  vertue  rules  in  euery  kinde  of  vice: 
First  pryson  brings  repentaunce  to  the  minde, 
Wbich  wandred  earst  in  lust  and  lewde  deuice. 
Por  bardest  hartes  by  troubles  yet  are  taught, 
Tbat  God  is  good  when  all  the  worlde  is  naught. 

If  tbou  haue  ledde  a  carelesse  lyfe  at  large, 
Witbout  regard  what  libertte  was  wortb : 
And  then  come  downe  to  craell  Oaylours  charge, 
Whicb  keepes  thee  close  and  neuer  lettes  thea 

fortb: 
Leame  then  tbis  fruite  in  Fetters  by  tby  sełfe, 
Tbat  libertie  is  worth  all  worldly  peife. 

Whose  bappe  in  sucb  to  yeelde  himself  in  warrei 
Remembre  then  tbat  peace  in  pleasure  dwelles : 
Whose  hartes  are  high  and  know  not  what  tbey 

are. 
Let  such  but  markę  the  gingling  of  their  belles : 
Wben  fetters  frette  their  anckles  as  tbey  goe, 
Since  nonę  so  high  but  tbat  may  come  as  lowe. 

To  tell  a  thith  and  therein  to  be  shorte* 
Prysons  are  plagues  tbat  ial  for  mans  oifence, 
Wbich  maketh  some  in  good  aud  godly  sorte^ 
With  contrite  harte  to  grope  their  eon  science. 
Repentanccf  then  sTe|>pes  in  and  pardon  craues, 
Tbese  fruites  (with  mo)  are  found  in  dąrksomt 
caues. 

If  tbou  haue  friends,  there  sbalt  thon  know 
them  right, 
Since  fiistest  friends  in  troubles  shew  their  fiiyth: 
If  tbou  haue  foes,  there  sbalt  tbou  see  their  spigbt 
For  all  to  true  it  is  that  Pruuerbe  sayth: 
Where  hedge  is  lowe,  there  euery  man  treadt 

downe. 
And  friendship  failes  when  Fortune  list  to  frowne, 

Patience  is  founde  in  prison  (tbough  plerforce) 
And  Temprance  taught  where  nonę  esrceme  doth 

dwell, 
Exercise  calles,  least  slouth  should  kill  tby  corse: 
Diligence  drioes  tby  busie  braines  to  swell. 
Por  some  deuise  whicb  may  redeeme  tby  state, 
Tbese  fruites  I  found  in  fetters  all  too  late. 

And  with  tbese  fruites  anotber  fruite  I  found, 
A  strange  concey t,  and  yet  a  trustie  truth : 
I  found  by  proufe,  there  is  no  kinde  of  ground, 
That  yeeldes  a  better  croppe  to  retcblesse  youth, 
Than  that  same  molde  where  fetters  serue  for 

mucke, 
•And  wit  stil  woorkes  to  digge  vp  better  lucke. 

For  if  the  seede  of  grace  will  euer  growe, 
Then  surę  such  soile  will  serue  to  beare  it  best. 
And  if  Gods  mercie  tberewithall  do  flowe, 
Then  springs  it  higfa,  and  ruffles  with  the  rest: 
Oft  batli  bene  seene  such  seede  m  prison  cast, 
Which  long  kept  dose,  and  prospred  yet  at  last. 
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But  tiierewitlNa]  there  flprings  a  kinde  of  Taies, 
Wbicb  ftre  vile  weedes,  aad  muft  be  rooted  out, 
Tb«y  cboake  vp  grace,  aad  Up  it  fast  iu  snaret, 
Wbicb  oftendmes  do  dfawe  it  deepe  iu  dout, 
Aad  bindera  plantes  wbicb  else  would  growe  fuli 
Yet  it  tbis  weede  ao  easie  tbing  to  tpie.         [hie, 

Men  cali  it  Fansie,  lare  a  woortblesse  weede^ 
And  of  tbe  same  fuli  manysortes  are  found^ 
Some  fensiei  are,  wbicb  tbinke  a  lawfuU  deede 
To  tfcape  away,  tbougb  faitb  fuli  fast  be  bound: 
Soroe  tbinke  by  loue,  (oay  lust  in  doke  of  loue) 
Fiom  fetters  fast  tbeir  selues  for  to  rćmoae. 

Some  be,  tbat  meane  by  murder  to  preoaile. 
And  aonie  by  fraude,  ai  fiiosie  rules  tbe  tboogbt: 
Sometimei  sueh  frightei  mens  fansiet  do  aMaile, 
(Tbat  wben  tbey  aee  tbeir  Areedome  muat  be 

boogbt) 
Tbey  ^owe  to  take  a  stande  on  Sbootert  bill, 
Till  renta  como  in  to  please*their  wicked  will. 

Some  fimsies  bopei  by  Ites  to  come  on  floate. 
Aa  for  to  tell  tbeir  frenda  and  kinne  great  talea, 
Wbat  wealŁb  tbey  loat  ia  ooyne»  and  many  a 

caote, 
Wbat  powder  packt  in  coffera  and  in  malea* 
Wbat  tbey  muat  pay,  and  wbat  tbeir  chacge  will 
Wberin  tbey  meane  to  aaue  tbemaeluea  a  fee,  [be, 

Some  iknaies  eke  forecast  wbat  life  to  weelde, 
Wben  libertie  sbaU  graunted  be  at  last. 
And  in  tbe  aire  aucb  castlea  gan  tbey  bnilde,^ 
Tbat  many  timea  tbey  fiiill  agaioe  as  fast: 
For  Fansie  hinders  Grace  ft-om  glories  crowne, 
As  Tarea  and  Byndes  can  plucke  good  graine 
adowne* 

Wbo  Uat  tberfore  by^FeCten^frate  4a  b«w, 
Take  Fansie  first  out  of  his  priuy  tbought. 
And  wben  tbou  haat  bim,  caat  Urn  in  tbe  waue 
Of  Letfaes  lakę:  for  surę  bis  aeede  is  nongbt. 
The  greene  Knigfat  be,  of  wbome  I  late  did  tell, 
(Minę  Autbor  aaytb)  badde  Fanaie  thua  larewell. 

TBS  GftBBNB  UilOTHS  FARBWBŁŁ  TO  PANtlB. 

Fahsib  (quoth  be)  fieu^well,  wboae  badge  I  long 

did  beare,  [Iweare: 

And  in  my  bat  fuli  barebra]rndly,  thy  flowera  did 
To  late  I  finde  (at  laat),  thy  frntea  are  nothing 

wortby 
Thy  bloaaomea  &U  and  fade  ftill  fiiat,  tbougb 

branerie  brtng  tbi  fortb: 
By  thee  I  boapt  alwayea,  in  deepe  delighta  to  dwel, 
But  ainee  1 6nde  thy  fickleneaae,  Fansie  (qnotb  be) 

larewell. 

Tbou  madste  me  liue  in  loue,  wbicb  wisedome 

biddes  me  bate, 
Tbou  bleardst  mioe  eies  and  madste  me  tbinke^ 

tbe  &ith  was  mtne  by  fate: 
By  thee  tbose  bltter  sweetes,  did  please  my  taste 

alway,  [was  bot  a  play: 

By  tbee  I  tbougfat  tbat  loue  waa  ligbt,  and  payne 
I  thougbt  tbat  Bewtiea  blaae,  waa  meete  to  beare 

tbe  beli,  [be)  farewell. 

And  ńnoe  I  finde  my  aelfe  deceyued,  Fansie  (quoth 

Tbe  gloaae  of  goigeoaa  courtea,  by  tbee  did 
please  mne  eye, 
A  itaidy  aigbt  BttiMogbt  it  waa,  to  aee  the  brane 
go  by: 


I 


To  aee  tbeir  feathera  fiaunte^  to 

strauDge  deuise,  [H 

To  lie  along  in  Ladies  lappes,  to  lispe  and 
To  fawne  and  flatter  botb,  I  liked  aometioies 
But  sińce  I  see  bow  vayne  it  is^  Fansie  (qiiot^  b^ 
farewell. 

Wben  court  bad  caat  me  ofi;  I  toylcd  aft  Ha 

płowe  [««te  not 

My'iBn6ie  stoode  in  straunge  conceipta,  to 
By  mils,  by  making  malte,  by  abeepe  and 

swyne. 
By  ducke  and  drakę,  by  pigge  and  gooae,  by 

and  keeptng  kine: 
By  feeding  buUockea  fat,  wben  pryee  at 

fełl. 
But  ainoe  my  awaines  eat  vp  my  gainea, 

(ąuotb  be)  farewell. 

In  hunting  of  tbe  daare,  my  iimsie  ftooke  deUgbW 
Ali  foreaU  knew  my  foUy  atilf,  thc  ^ 

was  my  ligbt: 
In  frosts  i  felt  no  cold,  a  sunnebumt 
l  sweate  aad  was  in  temper  still,  my  watcbm 

seemed  rest: 
Wbat  daungecs  deepe  I  past,  it  follie  wciw  to  t^ 
And  ainoe  I  sigb  to  tbinke  tbereoo,  Fanaie  (qaaA 

be)  farewell. 

A  fisnsie  fedde  me  ones,  to  wryte  in  verse  aai 

rime,  [my  ciime: 

To  wray  my  griefe,  to  craue  reward,  to  couer  sdO 

To  frame  a  long  discourse,  ori  sturring  of  a  stcaw^ 

To  rumbie  rime  in  raffe  and  ruffe,  yet  alf  nst 

worth  an  bawe :  [»  ^^ 

To  beaie  it  sayde  there  goetb,  the  Man  that  writo 

But  Since  I  see,  wbat  Poetes  bće,.  Fansie  (qaotb  U) 

fiirewelL 

At  Mosickes  sacred  sonnde,  my  ianses  eft 

begonne,  [of  ^nisonnas 

In  concoides,  discordea,  notes  and  cliffes,  m  toaca 

In  Hyerarcbiea  and  atraynea,  in  restes,in  rule  aad 

apace,  [ynderhwes 

In  monacordes  and  mouing  moodes,  in  Bordaa 

In  descants  and  in  cbants,  I  streined  many  a  y«^ 

But  smce  Musicians  be  so  madde,  Fanaie  (qMlb 

be)  &rewell. 


To  plant  straunge  countrie  firaitea,  to 

aeedes  likewise. 
To  d*fgge  and  delue  for  new  foSd  rootes,  where  old 

migbt  wel  suffise:  [tren, 

To  proyne  tbe  water  bowes,  to  picke  the  mosae 
(Ob  bow  it  pleasd  my  fansie  oóes)  to  kneele  rpon 

my  knees,  [sweB: 

To  griffe  a  pippine  stocke,  w^en  sappe  bejdns  m 
But  sińce  tbe  gaynes  scarce  quite'tbe  ooet,FaBsia 

(qooth  be)  farewell. 

Fansie  (quotb  be)  farewell,  wbicb  madę  me  fol- 

Iow  drommes, 
Where  powdred  boUets  semes  for  sapoe,  to  eaay 

disbtbateómes: 
Where  treason  lurkes  in  trust,  where  Hope  all 

bartea  begnilea,  [friendly  amiles: 

Where  mischief  lietb  still  in  wayte,  wben  foitana 
Where  one  dayes  priaon  prooes,  that  aA  soch 

hewiena  are  hdl, 
Andaocfa  I  feele  tbe  frotea  tberoaf,  Fanaie  (qniA 

be)  breweil. 
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If  reason  role  my  thoughts,  and  God  vouchsafe 

me  grace 
rhen  comfort  of  Philo6ophie»  fhall   make  me 

chaunge  my  race: 
Ind  fonde  I  shall  it  finde,  that  Fansie  settes  to 

showe,  [gT*cc  by  Iow: 

Por  weakely  stada  thatbuildingstUl,  wbich  lacketh' 
Bat  aince  1  must  accept,  my  fortunes  as  they  fell, 
r  aay  God  send  me  better  speede,  and  Fansie  now 

farewell. 

EPIŁOGISMUB. 

8eb  sweete  deceipt,  that  can  it  self  begutle, 
lebulde  selfe  lone,  which  wałketb  in  m  net: 
Lnd  seemes  vnseene,  yet  shewes  it  selfe  therewbile, 
^t4ore  sacb  eyes,  as  are  in  science  set. 
rbe  Greene  knight  here,  leaues  out  his  firelocke 
Pbat  Fancie  hath  not  yet  his  last  farewell.  [pecce 
When  Foxcs  preach,  good  folke  bcware  yo«r  geese, 
tut  holla  berę,  my  muse  to  farre  dotti  mell: 
Vbo  list  to  markę,  what  leamed  preacber  sayeth, 
if  ust  leame  wiŁhall,  fbr  to  beleeue  his  lorę: 
lot  what  he  doth,  that  toucheth  nomans  fiiyth, 
rbongh  words  with  workes,  (agreed)  persoade  ^e 

moro, 
nie  mountiug  kHe,  oft  lights  on  homely  pray 
knd  wisest  wittes,  may  sometimes  go  astray. 

nmf. 
Tm  MarA,  qudm  Meratrio, 


31  PRA1SB  Or  A  OBNTLBWOMAN  WHO  TH0U6H 
SHB  WBRB  WOT  YERYB  FAYRB,  YBT  WAS  8HB 
AS  HAROB  FAUOURBD  Al  MIGHT  BE. 

Ip  men  may  credite  ginę,  to  true  reported  &mes, 
Wbo  doubtes  but  stately  Romę  bad  stoore  of 

luatye  loulng  Dames? 
BHiose  eares  haue  bene  so  deaie,  as  neuer  yet 

heard  tell,  [excel. 

flowe  far  the  fireshe  Pompeia,  for  beautie  dyd 
Ind  golden  Marcus  ^  that  swatde  tbę  Romaine 

sword, 
Sarę  witoesse  of  Boemia,  by  credite  of  his  word. 
Vhat  neede  I  mo  rebeane?  sińce  all  the  world 

dyd  know, 
Bow  high  the  floods  of  beauties  blaze,  withm  thosc 

walles  dyd  flowe. 
knd  yet  in  all  that  choyse  a  worthy  Romaine 

Knight,  .     fmight. 

Utonius   who  conqnered  prowde  Egipt  by  his 
!fot  al  to  please  his  eye,  but  most  to  ease  his 

minde,  [behind. 

3iose  Cleopatra  for  his  loue,  and  left  the  rest 
i  wondrous  thing  to  rcade,  in  "all  his  victorye, 
ae  snapt  but  bir  for  his  owne  sbarc,  to  please  his 

fantasie.  : 

aie  was  not  fayrc'  Godwot,the  countreyebreades 

nonę  bright, 
WtW  maye  we  iudge  hir  skinne  tbe  foyle,  because 

hyr  teeth  were  wbite* 
Ptercase  hyr  looelye  lookes,  some  prayses  dyd  de- 
senie, [soyte  did  serue. 
Bat  brownel  dare  be  bolde  shee  was,  for  so  the 
(knd  C(»uld  Antonins  fbrsake  the  fayre  in  Romę? 
Ib  k>ue  hic  nutbrowne  Ladye  bert,  wai  tbis  an 

oąualldoome? 


»  Sh«  WM  aa  MP^uw 


TOŁ.  tl. 


I  dare^well  say  dames  there,  did  beare  him  deadly 

grudge,  [had  bene  iudge. 

His  sentence  had  beene  shortly  sayde,  if  Faustine 
For  this  I  dare  auow,  (without  vauut  be  it  spoke) 
So  braue  a  knight  as  Anthony,he!d  al  their  necks 

in  yoke: 
I  leaue  not  Lucrece  out,  beleeue  in  hir  who  lyst, 
I  thinke  she  would  haue  lik^d  his  lure,  and  stooped 

to  his  fist.  [liking  Łhus? 

What  mou'd  the  chieftain  then,  to  lincke  hjs 
I  would  some  Romaine  damę  were  here,  the  que8- 

tion  to  discusse. 
Bot  that  1  read  ber  life,  do  finde  therein  by  &me, 
How  cleare  bir  curtesie  dyd  shine,  in  honour  Of 

hir  name. 
Hj^bountie  did  excell,  hir  trueth  had  nener  pere> 
Hir  louely  lokes,  hir  ptSasant  speech,  bir  lusty 

loiking  chere.  [found. 

And  ail  the  worthy  gifteą,  that  ener  yet  were 
Within  this  good  Egiptian  Śueene,  dyd  seeme  for 

to  abound. 
Wherefore  he  worthy  was,  to  win  the  gulden  fleece, 
Which  scornd  the  blasing  stari^es  in  Rotńe,  to  con<- 

qoer6  such  a  peece.  * '  [deathf 

And  shee  to  quite  his  loue,  in  spite  of  dreadfuU 
Enshrinde  with  Snakes  within  his  Tombe,  did  yeeld 

hir  parttog  breath.  , 

AŁŁEGORIA. 

If  fortunę  fauord  him,  then  may  that  man  re•^ 

ioyce,  [choice.  I 

And  thinke  himsełf  a  happy  man  by  hap  of  happy  I 

Who  loues  and  is  belouM  of  one  as  good,  as  troe,   \ 

As  kind  as  Cleopatra  was,  and  yet  morę  bright  of   ) 

hewe.  [mylke, 

Hir  eyes  as  greye  as  glasse,  hir  teeth  as  wbite  as 
A  ruddy  lippe,  a  dimpled  chyn,  a  skyn  as  smoth 

as  silke. 
A  wight  what  could  you  morę,  that  may  content 

mannes  minde. 
And  hath  supplies  for  eu'ry  want,  that  any  man 
can  finde.  [passe, 

And  may  him  selfe  assure,  when  hence  bis  life  shall 
She  wil  be  stong  to  deat^  with  snakes^  as  Cleopa- 
tra was. 

SifortuHOius  iuftsla,        (  i^ 


IBE  PRAISE  OF  PHIUP  SPAKROW^ 

Of  all  the  byrds  that  I  doo  kndw, 
Philip  my  Sparrow  hath  no  peere: 
For  sit  she  high,  or  lye  she  Iow, 
Re  she  far  oflf,  or  be  she  neere, 
There  is  no  byrd  so  foire,  so  fine. 
Nor  yet  so  firesh  as  this  of  minę. 

Come  in  a  morning  merrily, 
When  Philip  hath  been  lately  fed, 
Or  in  aa  evening  soberly, 
When  Philip  list  to  go  to  bed: 
It  is  a  heauen  to  beare  my  Phip, 
How  she  can  chirpe  with  cheny  lip. 

She  never  wanders  far  abrode. 
But  is  at  band  when  I  doo  cali, 
If  I  command  she  layes  on  lode, 
With  lips,  with  teeth,  with  toong  and  all: 
She  ohanta,  she  cbirps,  she  makes  such  cbeere» 
That  I  baliene  ihe  bath  no  peere 

H  M 
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And  yet  besides  all  this  good  sport, 
My  Philip  can  botb  sing  and  dance, 
With  new  found  toyei  of  sundry  sort. 
My  Philip  can  both  pricke  and  pranoe: 
As  if  yoa  say  but  fend  cut  pbip, 
Lord  how  the  peat  will  tume  and  skip. 

Hir  fethert  are  śo  fresh  of  hew, 
And  80  well  prooued  euery  day, 
She  lacka  nonę  oile,  i  warrant  yoa. 
To  trim  hir  taile  both  tricke  and  gay: 
And  though  hir  mouth  be  somewhat  wide, 
Hir  tongue  if  sweete  and  short  beside. 

Afid  for  the  rest  I  dare  coznpare, 
She  if  both  tender,  sweete  and  f oft: 
She  iiever  lacketh  dainty  faie. 
Bot  is  well  fed  and  feedeth  oft: 
For  if  my  Pbip  haue  best  to  eate, 
1  warrant  yoa  Phip  lacks  no  meate. 

And  tben  if  that  her  meate  be  good, 
And  sach  as  like  do  lone  alway: 
She  will  lay  lips  thereon  by  rood. 
And  see  that  nonę  be  cast  away: 
For  when  she  once  liath  felt  a  fit, 
Philip  will  ery  still  yet,  yet,  yet. 

And  to  tell  trueth  be  were  to  blame, 
Whicb  bad  so  fine  a  bird  as  she. 
To  make  bim  all  this  goodly  gamę, 
Witbout  suspect  or  jellonsie: 
He  were  a  churll  and  knewe  no  good, 
Wonld  see  her  fidnt  for  lacke  of  food. 

Wherefbre  1  sing  and  euer  shally 
To  prayse  as  I  bave  often  proa*d, 
Tbere  is  no  byrd  amongst  them  all, 
So  worthy  for  to  be  belou'd. 
Let  other  prayse  wbat  byrd  tbey  will. 
Sweet  Phillip  shall  be  my  byrd  still. 
Si  fortauatus  infoelis. 


My  head  (thoagfa  dnll)  wat  yet  of  soeh 

As  migbt  have  kept  tby  name  alwayes  in  ptkft 


For  thou  hast  caoght  a  proper  paragon, 
A  theefe,  a  coward,  and  a  peacocke  foole, 
An  aiise,  a  milkesop,  and  a  mimoo, 
Which  bath  no  oile  tby  forious  flames  to  cook; 
Such  one  is  be,  a  pbeare  for  thee  most  fity 
A  wandring  gest,  to  please  thy  waoerio^  wit- 

A  theefe  I  connt  bim  becaoae  be  rofas  os  boti^ 
Tbee  of  thy  namei  and  me  of  my  deli^t: 
A  coward  is  be  notod  wbere  he  goeth, 
Since  euery  child  is  match  to  him  in  raiglit: 
And  for  his  pride  no  morę  but  maifce  bis  ptaBO^ 
The  which  to  pranke^  he  dayes  and  nigbts  co» 
sumes. 

The  rest  thy  telfe  in  seeret  sort  can  jndsc* 
He  rides  not  me,  thou  knowest  his  aaddle  best: 
And  though  these  tricks  of  thine  migfat  make  ai 

gtudge^ 
And  kindle  wrath  tn  my  renenging  brest, 
Yet  I  my  selfe,  and  not  to  please  thy  miód, 
1  stand  contenty  my  ragę  in  role  to  bind* 

And  for  from  thee  now  must  I  take  my  liight, 
Where  toongs  may  tell  (and  I  not  aee)  tby  &JI: 
Where  I  may  drinke  these  dnigs  of  thy  dópąghl^ 
To  purge  my  melancholike  mind  withałl. 
In  seeret  so,  my  stomach  will  I  steme, 
Wishing  thee  better  tban  thon  doost 
Sfftitt  taMui  nmaf* 


FAREWEL  WITH  A  MISCHJEFE. 

Written  by  a  Łoner  bein^  disdainfullie  abiected  by 
a  danie  of  high  calling,  who  bad  chosen  in  his 
place  a  plaiefolowe  of  baser  condition,and  there- 
fore  he  determined  to  steppe  aside^  and  before 
his  departing  ge^eth  her  this  Farewel  in  yerse, 

Tht  byrth,  thy  beuty,  nor  thy  brane  attyre 
(Disdaii^ul  damę,  which  doest  me  double  wroag) 
Thy  high  estate  which  sets  tby  heart  on  fire, 
Or  new  found  cboyce  which  cannot  senie  thee  long 
Shal  make  me  dread  with  pen  for  to  reherse, 
Tby  akittish  deedes  in  thys  my  parting  yerse. 

For  why  thou  knowest,  and  I  my  selfo  can  tell 
By  many  Towes  how  thou  to  me  were  bound, 
And  how  for  joye  thy  heart  dyd  seeme  to  swell. 
And  in  delight  how  Uiy  desires  were  drownde, 
When  of  thy  wyl  the  walles  I  did  essayle, 
Wherein  fond  foncie  fought  for  myne  avayle. 

And  though  my  mynde  hane  smali  delight  to 
raunt, 
Yet  must  I  rowe  my  heart  to  thee  was  tmet 
My  hand  was  able  always  for  to  dannt       [mewie, 
1^  slandrotts  foes «  and  keepe  Umr  Umguei  in 


TWS  DOLE  OF  DISDAIKE, 

WRITTBM  BY  A  Ł0I7BR  IMSIKiUlf nULŁB  BBICm 
CONTRARY  TO  fORMBR  PROMOS. 

Tns  deadty  dreps  of  darie  disdaine, 
Which  daily  fali  on  my  desart: 
The  lingring  sute  long  speiit  in  Taine« 
Whereof  I  feelc  no  fniite  hut  smart, 
Eoforce  me  now  these  words  to  writc 
Not  all  for  k>ue,  but  morę  for  spite. 

• 

The  which  to  the  I  must  refaearse^ 
Whom  I  dyd  honour,  serue  and  trust 
And  though  the  musicke  of  my  Terte, 
Be  plainsong  tune  both  true  and  iust: 
Conteot  thee  vet  to  here  my  song. 
For  els  thou  doest  me  doobble  wioog. 

I  must  all^ge,  and  thou  canst  teil 
How  foithfully  I  rowed  to  senie. 
And  howe  thou  seemest  to  like  me  well: 
And  how  thou  saydest  I  did  desenie. 
To  be  thy  Lord,  thy  Knight,  tby  King, 
And  how  much  morę  1  list  not  sing. 

And  canst  thon  now  (thou  crodi  one) 
Condemne  desert  to  deqpe  dispayie^ 
Is  all  thy  ptomise  past  and  gone? 
Is  foyth  so  fled  into  the  ayie? 
If  that  be  so^  what  tests  for  watł 
Buttbiuin  song  to  gaje  to  that.  | 


WEEDES. 
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If  Cresfyte  n«me  were  not  so  knowen^ 
And  written  wlde  on  euery  wali : 
If  brute  of  pryde  were  not  lo  blowen, 
IJpoii  Angelica'  withall: 
Por  hault  diiidayne  tbou  mtgbtst  be  sbe| 
Or  Crenide  for  inconstancie* 

And  in  rewaid  of  thy  degart, 
I  bope  at  last  to  tee  thee  payd: 
With  deepe  repentaunce  for  thy  part, 
'Which  thott  hast  now  so  lewedly  playd. 
Medoro  bee  must  bee  thy  make, 
Since  tbou  Orlando  doest  for  take. 

Sncb  U  tbe  fruite  tbkt  groweth  alwaies, 
Upon  the  roote  of  ripe  diadaine: 
Sttch  kindly  wageg  Cupide  payes, 
Wbere  constant  beartt  eanoot  remoine, 
I  hope  to  lee  thee  in  snch  bandes, 
When  1  may  laugh  and  clappe  my  handes. 

But  yet  for  thee  I  must  protest, 
Bot  surę  the  fanlte  is  nonę  of  tbine* 
Tbon  art  as  tnie  as  is  the  best, 
That  eaer  came  of  Cressodes  lyne: 
For  constant  yet  was  neuer  nonę. 
Bot  in  Tnconstancie  alone. 

Meritum  peiere,  graue. 


No  cmel,  bnt  in  spite  of  thee, 
1  will  make  Seas  where  earst  were  nonę. 
My  teares  shall  flowe  in  fuli  degree, 
Tyli  all  my  myrtb  may  ebbe  to  monę. 
Into  such  droppes  I  meane  to  melt. 
And  in  such  Seas  my  seife  to  swelt. 

ŁBNUOIS. 

Yet  you  deere  Damę  for  wbome  1  fodc» 
Thus  starniog  still  in  wretched  state: 
Remember  once  your  promise  madę, 
Peribrme  it  now  tbough  ali  to  late. 
Come  home  to  Mars  who  may  you  please^ 
Let  Vulcane  bidę  beyond  the  Seas. 
Meritum  peiere,  graue. 


MARS  IN  DESPITE  OF  WLCANB 

WRITTBN  FOR  AW  AB9ENT  ŁOUBR  (PARTBD  FROM 
HIS  LADY  BT  8BA.) 

BoTH  deepe  and  dreadfoll  were  the  Seas, 
"Whicb  held  Leander  finom  his  lone, 
Yet  could  no  doubtes  his  mind  appease. 
Nor  saue  his  life  for  hir  behoue: 
Bot  goiłtlesse  blond  it  selfe  would  spili. 
To  please  the  waues  and  worke  his  wyli. 

O  greedye  gulfe,  O  wretched  waues, 
O  cruell  6oods,  O^sinke  of  shames» 
Yoo  bolde  true  looers  boond  nke  slanet y 
And  keepe  thęm  from  tbeir  worthy  Dames : 
Your  open  móuth  gapes  euermore, 
Tyli  one  or  both  be  drowned  tberefore. 

For  proofe  wbereof  my  selfe  maye  sing. 
And  sbrich  to  pearce  the  loftye  skies, 
Whose  Lady  left  me  langnishing^ 
Uppon  the  shoare  in  woofoll  wise. 
And  crost  the  Seas  out  of  my  sight, 
Wherby  I  lost  my  chiefe  dclight. 

She  sayd  that  no  sncb  trustlesse  flood,    * 
Should  keepe  our  loues  (long  time)  in  twayne: 
She  sware  no  bread  shoulde  doe  byr  good, 
Till  she  might  see  my  selfe  agayne. 
She  sayd  and  swore  these  wordes  and  mo. 
But  now  I  finde  them  nothing  so. 

Wbat  re&teth  then  for  me  to  doo, 
Thoo  salte  sea  foome  come  saye  thy  mind> 
Sbonld  I  come  drowne  within  thee  to, 
Tbat  am  of  true  Leanders  kind  ? 
And  beadlong  cast  this  corpes  of  minę, 
Into  this  greedy  guttes  of  thiue. 

>  Angelica  refosing  the  most  famous  knighU  in 
the  whole  woride,  ch^se  at  last  Medoro  a  poore 
atroingiKMk 


PATIENCE  PERFORCE, 

WHKRBIIf   Alf  ABSENT   ŁOUER    DOTH  THUS   BM* 
COURAOB  HIS  ŁADY  TO  CONTINEW  CONSTANT. 

CoNTEMT  thy  selfe  with  patience  perforce: 

And  ąuenche  no  loue  with  droppes  of  darcke  mii* 

trust: 
Let  absence  haue  no  power  to  diuorce, 
Thy  faithfuU  firiend  which  meaneth  to  be  iust. 
Beare  but  a  while  tby  constance  to  declare. 
For  when  I  come  one  ynche  shall  breake  no  square« 

I  must  confesse  that  promise  dyd  me  bindei 
For  to  haue  sene  tby  seemely  selfe  ere  now: 
And  if  tbou  knewest  what  griefes  did  gaule  mj 

minde, 
Bicause  I  coulde  not  keepe  that  faithfuU  YOwe. 
My  iust  excuse,  I  can  my  selfe  assure, 
With  lytle  paine  thy  pardon  might  procorcL 

But  cali  to  minde  how  long  Ylisses  was« 
In  lingring  absence,  from  his  louing  make; 
And  howe  she  deigned  then  hir  dayes  to  passe, 
In  solitary  silence  for  bis  sake. 
Be  thou  a  true  Penelope  to  me. 
And  thou  shalt  sonę  tbine  owne  Ylisses  see. 

What  sayd  I?  sonę?  yea  sonę  I  saye  agatne; 
I  wyli  come  sonę  and  soner  if  I  maye: 
Beleene  me  nowe  it  is  a  pinching  payne. 
To  thinke  of  loue,  when  louers  are  awaye. 
Such  thoughts  I  haue,  and  when  I  thinke  on  thee. 
My  thoughtes  are  there,  whereas  my  bones  would 
bee. 

The  longing  Iust  which  Priames  sonneof  Troye« 
Had  for  to  see  his  Cresside  come  againe: 
Could  not  exceede  the  depth  of  minę  anoye, 
Nor  seeme  to  passe  the  patterne  of  my  pasme* 
I  fryse  in  hope,  I  thaw  in  bote  desire, 
Farre  from  the  ftame,  and  yet  I  bume  like  fire. 


Wherfoie  deare  friend,  thinke  on  the  pleasures 
pasty 
And  let  my  teares,  for  both  oor  patnes  suAse: 
The  lingring  ioyes,  when  as  tbey  come  at  last» 
Are  bet  then  those,  which  passe  in  posting  wiser 
And  I  my  seife,  to  prone  this  tale  is  true, 
In  hasty  post  hast,  thy  comfort  will  renew; 
'"  ■'  '  "eygroMf. 
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A   LETTER  DEUI8ED  FOR  A  YONG 

LOUER. 

« 

Recbiub  you  worthy  Danie,  this  rude  and  ragged 

verRe,  [nowe  rehearse. 

Lend   wyliing  eare  roto  the  tale,  wbich  I  shall 
And  tboogh  my  witlesse  woordei  migbt  moooe  yon 

for  to  smiley  [my  stile. 

Yet  tratt  to  tbat  wbich  I  sha(  tel,  and  neuer  markę 
AmoDgit  fiue  bundreth  Dameti  presented  to  my 

▼iew,  [yow- 

I  find  most  caase  by  due  deaert,  to  like  tbe  best  of 
I  fmt  your  beautie  such,  as  seemeth  to  suffice, 
To  binde  my  heart  in  linckes  of  loue,  by  iudge- 

ment  of  myne  ey<^8.  [desire. 

And  but  your  bonu  ty  quench|  the  coales  of  ąuicke 
1  feare  tbat  face  of  yourt  wyli  set,  ten  thousand 

bearts  on  fire. 
But  bounty  so  aboundes,  abone  al  my  desart, 
As  tbat  I  qoake  and  shrinke  for  feare,  to  shewe  you 

of  my  smart  [repent, 

Yet  sińce  minę  eye  madę  choice,  my  bart  sbal  not 
But  yeeld  it  self  vnto  your  wyl,  and  therwith  stand 

content.  [uot  much, 

Ood  knowtb  I  am  not  great,  my  power  it  is 
The  greater  glorye  shall  you  gaine,  to  shew  your 

feuour  suche. 
And  what  I  am  or  haue,  all  tbat  I  yeeld  to  you. 
My  bandę  and  sworde   shall  serue  alwayes,  to 

proue  my  tongue  Is  tnie. 
Then  take  me  for  your  owne,  and  so  I  wyl  be  still, 
Beleeue  me  nowe,  I  make  this  vowe,  in  hope  of 

your  good  Wyli.  [change, 

Whicl>  if  I  -  may  obtatne,  God  leaue  me  when  I 
This  is  the  tale  I  meant  to  tell,  good  Łady  be  not 

strange. 

Meritum  peiere,  graue* 


DAUIDSSALUTACIONS  TO  BERZABE 

Wherein  are  three  sonets  in  seąuence,  writte^ 
Tppontbisoccation.  Thedeutser  hereofamongst 
other  friendes  had  named  a  gentlewoman  his 
Berzabe,  and  she  was  content  to  cali  him  hir 
Dauid.  Tbe  man  presented  his  Łady  with*a 
booke  of  the  Golden  Asse,  written  by  Łucius 
Apuleius,  and  in  the  beginning  of  the  booke 
wrote  this  seqttence.  You  must  conforre  It 
with  tbe  Historye  of  Apuleius,  for  else  it  wylJ 
haue  smali  grace. 

This  Apuleius  was  in  Affricke  borne. 
And  tooke  deliehtto  tranaile  Thes^taly, 
As  one  that  helde  his  natiue  soyle  in  skórne, 
In  foraine  coastes  to  feede  his  fiaintasie. 
And  such  againe  as  wandring  wits  find  out, 
Tbis  yonker  woune  by  wyli  and  weary  toyle, 
A  youth  mispent,  a  doting  age  in  doubt, 
A  body  brusd  with  many  a  beasUy  broyle^ 
A  presaunt  pleasure  passing  on  a  parę. 
And  paynting  plaine  the  path  of  penitence, 
A  froilicke  feuour  foyld  with  fowle  disgracei 
When  hoary  heares  should  claime  their  reuerence. 
Such  is  thefruite  thatgrowes  on  gadding  trees, 
'Such  kynd  of  mell  most  moueth  busie  Bees. 

For  hutńa  he, 
Esteeraing  morę  one  ounce  of  present  sport, 
Than  elders  doe  a  pound  of  peiłect  wit : 
Pirst  to  the  bowre  of  beautie  doth  resorte. 
And  there  in  pleasure  passed  maoy  a  fitte. 


His  worthie  race  he  (recklesse)  doth  hrg^ 
\^'ith  smali  regarde  in  great  afiaires  be  reeli 
No  counsell  graue,  nor  good  aduise  can  set 
His  braynes  in  brake  that  whirled  still  on  vi 
For  if  Byrhena  coalde  haue  helde  him  backe» 
From  Venus  court  where  he  nowe  nusled  was. 
His  lustie  limmes  had  neuer  founde  the  lacke 
Of  manlie  shapc :  the  figurę  of  an  As^e* 
Had  not  bene  błazed  on  his  blood  and  bones. 
To  wound  his  will  with  tonnents  all  attooes. 

BmiPktihakg, 

Who  sawethis  Lording  wbitled  with  the  cup 
Of  vaine  delight,  wherof  he  gan  to  tast : 
Pouide  out  apace,  and  fillde  the  Mazor  rp, 
With  drunken  hole :  yea  after  tbat  in  httst,^ 
She  greazde  this  guest  with  sause  of  Sorcerie, 
And  fedde  bis  minde  with  knacks  both  ąneint  «nd 
Lo  here  the  treazon  and  the  trecherie       [strange : 
Of  gadding  girles,  when  they  delight  to  range^ 
For  Lucius  thinking  to  become  a  foule, 
Became  a  foole,  yea  morę  than  that,  an  Asse, 
A  bobbing  blocke,  a  beating  stocke,  an  owle, 
Weil  woondred  at  in  place  where  he  did  passe: 
And  spent  his  time,  his  trauaile  and  his  cost. 
To  purchase  payne  and  all  his  labor  lost. 

Yetlfof^Ą 
Who  make  of  thcemy  Fol]rs  and  my  fireode, 
In  like  delight  my  youthfull  yeares  to  spend  : 
Do  hope  t^a  wilt  from  such  soure  sause  defiend, 

Utatid  tkf  IS^. 
Miriłum  pełen  grane* 


SOONEACSiUAlNTED.SOONEFORG  OTTEN, 

AS  APPEAEETH  HBRB  BY  AH  VllOOURTBCWt 
rAR£WBŁ  TO  AN  inGOMSTAHT  DAMB. 

Ip  what  you  want,  you  (wanton)  had  at  will^ 
A  stedfost minde,  a  fasrtbfuH  looing  heart: 
If  what  you  speake  you  woulde  performe  it  still, 
If  from  your  worde  your  deede  did  not  reuerte: 
If  youthfull  yeares  your  thoughtes  did  not  so  rale. 
As  elder  dayes  may  scome  your  fnendship  lirails^ 
Your  doubled  fansie  would  not  thns  recule. 
For  pecuish  pryde  wbich  nowe  I  most  bewaile. 
For  Cresside  faire  did  Troilus  neuer  loue. 
Morę  deare  than  I  esteemde  your  freamed  cbeaie, 
Wbose  wauering  wayes  (siuce  nowe  I  do  tben 

proue) 
By  tnie  reporte  this  witnease  with  me  beaie : 
That  if  your  friendship  be  not  to  deare  bougbt, 
The  price  is  great  that  nothing  giues  for  noogbt 
Meriium  petere  graue. 


THE  STEELE  GLAS 

A  8ATTRB  COMPtŁBD  BY  GBOROE  CASCOIGITI 
£SQUIERB  TOGETHER  WITH  THE  COMPŁAIMTB 
OF  PHYŁOMENB.  AN  ELEGIE  DEUiSEJD  BTTHB 
SAMB  AUTBOR. 

To  the  Right  honorable  his  singuler  good  Lord, 
the  L.  Graye  of  Wilton,  Knight  of  tbe  most 
honorable  order  of  the  Oarter,  George'Ga»- 
coigne  Esąuire  wisbeth  long  life,  with  encrease  of 
honour,  according  to  his  great  worthinesse. 

Right  honorable,  noble,  and  my  singuler  good 
lA>rd:  if  minę  abilitie  were  any  way  conespoad- 


THE  STEELE  GLAS. 
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ent  tD  the  iast  desires  oF  my  hart,  I  should  yet 
thinke  al  I  the  same  Toablc  to  desenie  the  least 
part  of  your  geodoesse :  in  that  yoa  hane  alwayes 
deygned  with  cfaearftill  looke  to  regard  me,  with 
affiLbylitie  to  beare  me,  with  exceedini7  courtesy 
to  Tse  me,  with  grane  aduice  to  direct  me,  with 
apparant  lone  to  care  for  me,  and  with  assared 
assistance  to  protect  me  all  which  when  I  do  re^ 
member,  yet  it  stirreth  in  mee  an  exceeding  zeale 
to  desenie  it:  and  that  zeale  begetteth  boshefuU 
dreade  to  perforroe  it.  The  dread  is  ended  in 
dolours,  and  yet  those  dolors  reuived  the  yery 
same  affęction,  which  first  moued  in  me  the  desire 
to  hononr  yd  esteeme  yoa.  For  wbiłeś  I  bewaile 
niine  owne  rnworthynesse,  and  therewithal  do  set 
before  minę  eies  the  lost  time  of  my  youth  mis- 
pent,  I  seeme  to  see  a  iarre  off  (for  n^  comfort) 
the  hłghe  and  triumphant  vertue  called  Magnom- 
s*ilw  accompanied  with  industriousdiligence.  The 
first  doth  encourajre  my  faioting  harte,  and  the 
secondc  doth  begin  (aiready)  to  employ  my  vn> 
derstandiiłg,  for  (alas  my  good  Lord)  were  not 
the  cordial  of  these  two  preicious  spiceries,  the 
carosyue  of  care  would  quickely  confoundc  me. 

I  haue  misgouerned  my  youth  1  confes  it: 
what  shal  I  doe  then  ?  shall  I  yel J  to  miserie  as 
iast  plague  appointed  for  my  portion?  Magnani- 
mity  saith  no,  and  industry  seemeth  to  be  of  the 
Terie  same  opinion.  I  am  derided,  snspected,  ac- 
cused,  and  confleraned,  yea  morę  then  that,  1  am 
rigorouslie  reiected  when  I  proffer  amendes  for 
my  harme.  Shonld  1  therfore  dispaire  ?  Shall  I 
yeld  vnto  jellousie?  or  drowne  my  daies  in  idlenes 
becanse  their  beginning  was  bathed  in  wanton- 
nes  ?  Surelie  my  Lord,  the  magnanimitie  of  a 
nobłe  mind  will  not  suffer  me,  and  the  delightful- 
nes  of  diligence  doeth  vttertie  forbid  me. 

Shal  I  grudge  to  be  reproued  for  that  which  I 
haue  done  indeede,  when  the  sting  of  Emulation 
•pared  oot  to  touche  the  worthie  Scipio  with  most 
▼ntme  surinises  ?  Yea  Themi^tocles  when  he  had 
detinered  all  Greece  from  the  huge  host  of  Xerxes, 
was  yet  by  his  vnkinde  Citizens  of  Athens  ex- 
pulsed  from  his  owne,  and  constrained  to  seek 
&uor  in  the  sight  of  his  late  professed  enemie. 
But  the  magnanimitie  of  their  minds  was  such,  as 
neither  could  aduer^itie  ouercome  them,  nor  yet 
the  iniurious  dealing  of  other  mencoułdekindle  in 
their  breastes  anie  least  sparke  of  desire  to  seeke 
an  Tnhonorable  reuenge.  1  haue  loitered  my 
L.  I  confesse,  I  haue  lien  streaking  me  like  a 
lubber,  when  the  sunne  did  shine,  and  now  I  striue 
all  in  raine  to  lode  the  rart  when  it  raineth.  1 
regarded  not  my  comelines  in  the  \1  aimone  of  my 
yooth  and  yet  now  I  staude  prinking  mee  in  the 
glasge,  when  the  Crowes  foote  is  growen  vnder 
minecie.     But  what? 

Aristotle  spent,  his  youth  Terie  riotously,  and 
Plato  (by  yourMeaue)  iu  twenty  of  his  youtbfiil 
yeres,  was  no  Icsse  addicted  to  dclight  in  amoroas 
▼erse,  then  be  was  after  in  his  age  paioeful  to 
write  good  preceptn  of  morał  Philosophie.  What 
should  I  speake  of  Cato,  who  was  old  before  be 
leamed  f  .atin  letter«,  and  yet  became  one  of  the 
greater  Orators  of  his  time  ?  These  examp1es  are 
sufficient  to  proue  that  by  Industrie  and  diligence 
anie  perfection  matę  be  attained,  and  by  tnie 
magnanimitie  all  aduersities  are  easie  to  be  en- 
dnred.  And  to  that  end  (my  verie  good  L.)  I 
doe  here  prasume  tbus  mdelie  to  rehearse  them. 


For  as  I  can  be  content  to  confesse  the  lightnes 
wherwith*  I  haue  bin  in  times  past  worthie  to  be 
bnrdened,  so  would  I  be  gladde,  if  now  when  I 
am  otberwise  bent,  my  better  in^leuors  might  bo 
accepted.  fint  alas,  I  am  not  onclie  enforccd  still 
to  carie  oo  my  shoulders  tbc  crosse  ot'  my  care- 
fułnes,  bat  therwithal  I  am  aiso  put  to  the  plonge, 
to  prouide  new  weapons  wherwith  I  maie  defend 
al  heauie  frownes,  Meep  suspects,  and  dangeroos 
detractions.  And  I  finde  my  selfeso  feeble,  an4 
so  vnable  to  endure  that  combat,  as  (were  not  the 
cordials  before  rehearsed)  I  should  either  cast 
downe  minę  armoure,  and  hid^  my  selfe  like  a 
recreant,  or  els  (of  a  malicious  stti.bburnes) 
should  busie  my  braines  with  some  stratagem  for 
to  execute  an  ennious  reuenge  vpon  minę  adver- 
saries.  But  neither  will  magnanimitie  sufler  me 
to  become  vnhonest,  nor  yot  can  Industry  see  me 
sinke  in  idlenes.  For  I  haue  learned  in  sacred 
scriptures  to  heape  coles  upou 
enemies  by  honcfit  <'gSIlflg|  ft"d  our  Sauiour  him* 
seTThuUi  uiicuuiujjlUfmesaieng  I  shal  lacke  netber 
worke  nor  soruice,  aitbough  it  were  noone  daies 
before  I  came  into  the  Market  place. 

These  things  I  saie  ^my  singular  good  L.) 
doe  renue  in  my  troubled  mind  the  same  affection 
which  first  mooued  me  to  honor  you,  nothing 
doabting  but  that  your  fauoumble  eies  will  rouch- 
safe  to  behold  me  as  I  am,  and  neuer  be  so  cu- 
rious  as  to  inąuire  what  I  haue  bene.  And  in  ful 
hope  theiof  I  haue  presumed  to  present  your' 
honor  with  this  satyrę  written  without  time,  but 
I  trust  not  without  rcason.  And  whatsoeuer  it  be 
I  humblie  dedicate  it  to  your  honorable  name, 
beseeching  tbe  same  to  accept  it  with  as  gratious 
regard,  as  you  haue  in  times  past  bin  accustomed 
to  behold  my  trauełfl.  And  my  good  L.  though 
tbe  skornful  doe  mock  me  for  a  time,  yet  in  the 
end  I  hope  to  geue  them  all  a  rib  of  roste  for 
tbeir  paines.  And  when  the  vertuous  shal  per- 
ceiue  in  deede  how  I  am  occupied.  then  shal  de* 
traction  be  no  lesse  ashamed  to  have  falselie  ac- 
cused  me,  then  light  Credence  shal  haue  cause  to 
repent  his  rash  conceitc :  and  grauitie  the  Judge 
shall  not  bee  abashed  to  cancel  the  sentenoe  vn- 
justlie  pronounced  in  my  condomnation.  In 
mean  while  I  remaine  amongst  my  bookes  at  my 
house  herp  at  Walkamstow,  w  here  I  praie  dailie 
for  the  speedie  aduancement,  and  continual  pros- 
peritie  of  your  good  Lord^bip.  Written  the  ]5th 
of  April,  1576. 

By  your  Honors  most* bounden  and  wel  assnred, 

GE0R6E  GASCOIGNE. 


N,  IL  IN  COM H ENIIATION  OF  THB  AUTHBR,  AMD 

HIS  WORKBg. 

In  rousing  verse  of  Mauors  bloodie  raigne, 
The  <amou8  Greeke,  and  Maro  did  excel, 
Orave  Senec  did  surmount  for  tragic  vaine 
Quick  Epigraros  CatuUis  wrute  as  wel. 
Arcgilogus  did  for  lambics  'passe, 
Por  commicke  verse  stil  Plautus  peereles  was. 

In  Elegies  and  wanton  loue  writ  laies, 
Saunce  peere  were  Naso  and  Tibulius  deemde, 
In  Satyres  sharpe  as  men  of  mickle  praise, 
Łacilius  and  Horace  were  efteemde, 
Thus  dioers  men  with  diuers  veines  did  write. 
Bat  Gascoigne  doeth  in  euerie  Teinę  isdite. 
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And  what  performance  he  thereof  doth  make 

1  IłStliot  vaunt,  his  works  for  me  shal  swe, 

In  praising  bim  Tinantes  trade  I  take, 

Who  w  ben  be  shouid  the  woful  cheare  displaie 

Duke  Agamemnon  had  wben  be  did  waile 

His  daughters  death  witb  teares  of  smali  auaile. 

Kot  skilde  to  countersbape  bis  moumful  grace 
Tbat  men  migbt  deeme  wbat  art  could  not  supplie, 
Deuisde  with  painted  raile  to  sbroiide  bis  face 
Like  sort  my  pen  shal  Gascoignes  praise  discrie, 
Wbicb  wauting  grace  his  graces  to  reherse, 
Doth  shroude  and  cloude  them  thus  in  silent  yerse. 


Walter  Rawełie  of  the  middle  tempłe,  in 
coumenoation  of  the  8teełe  glat. 

Sweet  were  the  saucc  wouid  please  each  kind  of 

tast 
Tbe  life  likewise  were  pure  thatneuer  swerued, 
For  spiteful  tongues  in  cankred  stomacks  piast, 
Deem  worst  of  thiiigs,  whicb  best  percase  deseru* 

ed. 
But  wbat  for  that  ?  tbis  medicine  maie  suiBce, 
To  scome  the  rest,  and  seeke  to  please  the  wise. 

Tbougb  sundrie  mindes  in  sundrie  sort  doe  deeme, 
Yet  worthiest  wights  yelde  praise  for  euerie  palne, 
Bnt  enuious  braines  doe  nougbt(orligbt)e8teeme, 
Sucb  statelie  steps  as  tbey  cannot  attaine: 
For  who  80  reapes  renowne  aboue  tbe  rest, 
With  beapes  of  bate,  shall  surelie  be  opprest. 

Wherefore  to  write  my  censure  of  tbis  booke, 
Tbis  Glasse  of  Steełe  vnpartiallie  doth  sbewe, 
Abuses  all  to  sucb  as  in  it  looke, 
From  prince  to  poore,  from  bigh  estate  to  lowe, 
As  for  the  Terse,  who  lift  like  trade  to  trie, 
1  feare  me  much  sball  bardlie  reacb  so  bie. 


Nicholas  Bowyer  im  commendatiom  of  tbis 

WORKK. 

From  laies  of  loue  to  Satyres  radde  and  sagę, 

Dur  Poet  turnes  tbe  trauaile  of  bis  time. 

And  as  he  pleasde,  the  veioe  of  youtbful  age, 

With  pleasant  pen,  emploide  in  louing  rime : 

So  now  be  seekes  tbe  grauestto  delight, 

Witb  works  of  wortb  much  better  than  tbey  sbew. 

This  glas  of  steele  if  it  be  markt  aright 

Discries  the  faults  as  wel  of  bie  as  lowe, 

And  Philomelaa  fourfold  iust  complaint 

In  sugred  sound  doth  sbroud  a  solemn  sence 

Gainst  those  whom  Iust  or  murder  doth  ataint 

Jjoe  tbis  we  see  is  Gascoignes  good  pretence, 

To  please  al  sorts  witb  bis  praisewortbie  skill, 

Tben  yeld  bim  thanks  in  signe  of  like  good  will. 


Tben  sińce  1  see  that  rimes  can  seidom 
Vnto  the  top  of  sucb  a  statelie  towre. 
By  reasons  force  I  mean  to  make  some 
Whicb  yet  maie  help  my  feble  fainting 
Tbat  80  at  laat  my  Muie  maie  eoter  tn. 
And  reasoD  rule,  tbat  rime  could  neuer 


Sucb  batring  tire  tbis  pampUet  here  bewiaics 
In  rimeles  verse  which  thundreth  migbty 
And  where  it  finds  tfaatvioe  tbe  wail  decaies^ 
Even  there  amaine  with  sharpe  rebukes  it 
Tbe  work  think  I  deserues  an  bonest  naaie, 
If  not,  I  &ile  to  winne  this  sort  of  Pame. 
Tam  MaHif  quam 


THE  AUTHOR  TO  THE  READER, 

To  vaunt  were  vaine,  and  flatter  were  a  fault 
But  trueth  to  tell  there  is  a  sort  of  Famę 
The  whicb  I  seeke  by  science  to  assault, 
And  so  to  leaue  remembrance  of  my  name, 
The  wals  wberof  are  wondrous  bard  to  clime 
And  much  too  hie  for  ladders  madę  of  rime« 
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The  Nigbtingale,  whose  happy  noble  hart» 
No  dole  can  daunt,  nor  feareful  force  affri^t, 
Whose  cbereFul  voice,dotb  comfort  saddest  wighti, 
Wben  sbe  bir  self,  bath  little  cause  to  sing, 
Whom  louers  loue,  bicause  sbeplaines  their  grenes, 
Sbe  wraies  their  woes,  and  yet  relieues  thełr  payw, 
Whom  worthy  mindes,  alwayes  esteena^niiich, 
Andgrauest  yeares,  haue  not  disdainde  his 
f  Omy  that  kmg  proud  Tereus  by  his  Damę 
With  murdring  knife,  did  canie  bir  pleasani 
To  couer  so,  bis  owne  foulc  filthy  feiult) 
Tbis  worthy  bird,  bath  taught  my  weary  Mozc, 
To  sing  a  song,  in  spight  of  their  despight,   7 
Which  worke  my  woe,  witbouten  caoae  or  crliiiey 
And  make  my  backe,  a  ladder  for  their  feete. 
By  slaundrous  steppes,  and  stayres  of  dckje  taJke 
i^To  clime  tbe  throne,  wberin  my  selfe  shoiOd  satte. 

0  Philomene,  tben  help  me  now  to  chaunt: 
And  if  dead  beastes,  or  living  byrdes  havegbo«ts» 
Whicb  can  cont^iue  tbe  cause  of  carefull  mooe, 

iWben  wrong  triumpbes,  and  right  is  ouertrodde, 
iTben  bełpe  me  now,  O  byrd  of  gentle  bloud, 
lin  barrayne  verse,  to  tell  a  fhitefiill  tale, 
{a  tale  (I  meane)  which  may  content  the  mindes 
Of  leamed  men,  and  grane  Pbilosophers. 

And  you  my  Lord  (whose  bappe  bath  bei«tofor« 
Bcne,  louingly  to  reade  my  reckles  rimes. 
And  yet  have  deignde,  with  fauor  to  forget 
Tbe  tauits  of  youth,  whicb  past  my  basty  pen: 
And  tberwithall,  haue  graciously  Touchsafte, 
To  yeld  tbe  rest,  much  morę  than  tbey  deservde) 
Youchsafe  (lo  now)  to  reade  and  to  peruse,  [miad. 
This  rimles  yerse,  whicb  ilowea  fiom  trooblcd 
Synce  tbat  tbe  linę,  ot'  tbat  ftilse  caytife  king, 
(Whicb  rauisbed  fayre  Phylomene  for  Iust, 
And  tben  cut  out,  ber  trustie  tong  for  hate) 
Liues  yet  (my  Lord)  which  words  I  weepe  to  write. 
Tbey  liue,  they  Hue,  (alas  the  worse  my  lucke) 
Whose  greedy  Iust,  vnbridled  from  their  brest, 
Bath  rauuged  long  about  the  worid  so  wyde 
JTo  finde  a  pray  for  their  wide  open  moutbes, 
/And  me  they  found,  (O  wofiill  tale  to  tell) 
I  Whose  harmclesfie  hart,  perceivde  not  this  decńt. 

But  that  my  Lord,  may  playnely  rnderstaod, 
Tbe  mysteries,  of  all  tbat  1  do  meane, 

1  am  not  he  whom  slaunderous  tongues  haue  tolde 
(False  tongues  in  dede,  and  craftie  subtile  braines) 
To  be  tbe  man,  whicb  ment  a  common  spoyle 
Of  louing  dames,  whose  earcs  wold  bearemy  woidi 
Or  trust  the  tales  deuised  by  my  pen. 
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[n*am  a  m«n  as  some  do  thhike  I  am. 
Laugh  not  good  Lord)  I  am  in  dade  a  damc^ 
Dr  at  tlie  least,  a  right  Hermaphrodite: 
knd  wbo  desires,  at  bfge  to  knowe  my  Dam«, 
My  birth,  my  linę,  aad  eiiery  circumstaoce, 
Lo  reade  it  here,  Playne  deal3rng  was  my  Syre, 
And  be  begat  ma  by  Simplicitie  >, 
k  paiie  of  twinnes  at  one  sełfe  burden  borne. 
My  Sisf  and  I,  into  this  world  were  sent» 
Bffy  Systers  naroe,  was  pleasant  Poesys  \ 
knd  I  my  selfe  had  Satyra  to  name*,        / 
Wbose  bappe  was  sacb,  tbat  in  the  prime  of  youtb, 
A.  Insty  ladde,  a  statdy  man  to  see, 
Brougbt  Yp  in  place,  where  pleasures  did  abound, 
(I  dare  not  say,  in  conrt  for  both  myne  eares) 
Beganne  to  woo  my  sister,  notibr  wealŁh, 
But  for  hir  faoe  was  louely  to  beholde. 
And  tberewithall»  bir  speeche  was  pleasant  stil.. 
This  Nobles  name,  was  called  Yayne  DelighlO 
And  in  his  trayne,  be  had  a  comely  crewe        / 
Of  guylefull  wights:  False  semblant  was  tb^  first^, 
Tb«  second  man  was,  Flearing  flattery, 
(Brethren  by  like,  or  very  neare  of  kin) 
Tben  foUowed  them,  Detraction  and  Deceite, 
Sym  Swash  did  beare  a  buckler  for  the  first, 
False  witnesse  was  the  second  sternly  page 
And  tbus  wel  armd,  and  in  good  eąuipage, 
This  Galant  came,  Tnto  my  fathers  courte, 
And  woed  my  stster,  for  she  eider  was. 
And  fayrer  eke,  bat  oat  of  donbt  (at  least) 
Hir  pleasant  speech  sarpassed  minę  so  much, 
Tbat  Yayne  Delight,  to  hir  addresi  his  sute.      1 
8hort  tale  to  make,  sbe  gaue  a  firee  consent|     J 
And  forth  she  goeth,  to  be  his  wedded  matę  5, 
Entyst  perca&e,  with  glasse  6f  gorgeous  shewe, 
(Or  else  perhappes,  persuaded  by  his  peeres) 
That  constant  loue  had  herbord  in  his  brest. 
Soch  errors  growe  where  suche  false  Prophets 
preach. 

How  so  it  were,  my  Syster  likte  bim  wel. 
And  forth  she  goeth,  in  Conrt  with  bim  to  dwel, 
Where  when  she  had  some  yeeres  ysoiomcd, 
And  saw  the  world,  and  marked  echemansminde, 
A  deepe  Desire  hir  louing  hart  enflamde, 
To  see  me  sit  by  hir  in  seemely  wise, 
Tbat  companye  might  comfort  hir  sometimes, 
Andsomid  ndvice  might  ease  hirweariethoughtes: 
And  forth  with  speede,  (euen  at  hir  6rst  reqoest} 
Doth  Vaine  Deligbt,  his  hasty  course  direct. 
To  seeke  me  out  his  sayles  are  fuUy  bent, 
And  windę  was  good,  to  bring  me  to  the  bowre, 
Wbereas  she  laye,  that  mourned  days  and  nights 
To  see  hir  selfe,  so  matchte  and  so  deceivdc, 
And  when  the  wretch  (I  cannot  tenne  him  bec) 
Had  me  on  seas  fol  iarre  from  friendly  help, 
A  sparke  of  lust,  did  kindle  in  his  brest, 
And  bad  him  harke,  to  songs  of  Satyra. 
I  selly  soule  (which  tbonght  no  body  harme) 
Oan  cleere  my  throte  and  straue  to  sing  my  best, 
Wbich  pleasde  him  so,  and  so  enflamde  his  hart, 

>  Not  ignorant  symplicity  but  a  thought  free 
irom  deceite. 

*  Satyrical  poetrye  may  rigbtly  be  called  the 
danghier  of  such  symplicitie. 

s  Where  may  be  commooly  found  a  meeter 
woer  for  plesant  poetry  thaii  vaine  Deligbt? 

4  Soch  men  do  many  tymes  atteiid  vpon  Taine 
Pdight. 

i  Poetrie  manried  to  yain  Deligbt, 


ns.} 


That  he  forgot  my  sister  Poesys.  *^ 

And  ravisht  me,  to  please  his  wanton  minde^^,  J 
Not  so  content:  when  this  foule  fact  was  done, 
(Yfiraught  with  feare,  least  that  I  shoukl  disclose 
His  incest :  and  his  doting  darke  desire) 
He  causde  straight  wayes,  the  formost  of  his  crew^ 
With  his  compearcy  to  trie  me  with  their  tongues:* 
And  when  their  guiles,  could  not  preuaile  to  winne 
My  simple  mynde,  from  tracke  of  trustie  truth. 
Nor  yet  deceyt  could  bleare  minę  eyes  tbroogh 

fraud, 
Came  Slander  then,  accnsing  me,  and  sayde, 
Tbat  I  entist  Delyght,  to  loue  and  luste.  [nońe  ii. 
Tbus  was  I  caughty  poore  wretch  that  thought 
And  fiirthermore,  to  cloke  their  oWn  offence, 
They  clapt  me  faste,  in  cage  of  Myserie,^ 

And  there  I  dwelt,  fuli  many  a  dolefol  day, 

Yntil  this  theefe,  this  traytor  Taine  Deligbt,  '  1 
Cut  out  my  tong,  with  Raysor  of  Restraynte«  I 
Least  I  should  wraye,  this  bloody  deede  of  his.  ^ 

And  thus  (my  Lord  )  I  linę  a  weary  life  ^, 
Not  as  I  seemd,  a  man  sometimes  of  might, 
But  womanlike,  whose  tearesmustTengeherbarms. 
And  yet,  euen  as  the  mighty  gods  disdaine 
For  Philomele,  that  thoughe  hir  tong  were  cotte, 
Yet  should  she  sing  a  pleasant  notę  sometimes: 
So  haue  they  dcignd,  by  their  deuine  decrees, 
That  with  the  stumps  of  my  reproued  tong, 
I  may  sometimes,  Reprouers  deedes  reprouet**^ 
And  siDg  a  verse,  to  make  them  see  themseloes.  } 

Then  thus  I  sing,  this  selly  song  by  night 
Like  Phiłomene,  sińce  that  theshining  Sunne- 
Is  now  eclypst,  which  wont  to  lend  me  light. 
And  thus  1  sing,  in  comer  closely  cowcht 
Like  Pbilomene,  sinoe  that  the  stately  courts, 
Are  now  no  place,  fur  such  poore  byrds  as  L  ^ 

And  thus  I  sing,  with  pricke  against  my  brest 
Like  Pbilomene,  sińce  that  the  prioy  worme, 
Which  makes  me  see  my  reckles  youth  mispent, 
May  well  suffise,  to  keep  me  waking  still. 

And  thns  I  sing,  when  pleasant  spring  begins, 
Like  Pbilomene,  sińce  euery  tangling  byrd, 
Which  squeaketh  loude,  shall  neuer  triumph  so, 
As  though  my  muzę  were  matę  and  durst  not  sing. 

And  thus  I  sing,  with  harmelesse  trae  intent, 
Like  Pbilomene,  when  as  percase  (meane  while) 
The  Cuckowe  snckes  minę  eggs  by  fonie  deceit. 
And  lickei  the  sweet,  which  might  ba^e  fed  me 
first. 

And  thus  I  moane,  in  moomfull  wise  to  sing, 
A  rare  conceit,  (God  grannt  it  like  my  Lorde) 
A  trustie  tune,  from  auncient  dyflfes  conueyed, 
A  pbiyne  song  nota,  which  cannot  warble  well.  ~J 

For  whyles  I  mark  this  weak  and  wretched  world*^,^  ^ 
Wherin  I  see,  bowe  euery  kind  of  man    '  J^ 

Can  flatter  still,  and  yet  deceiues  himselfe.  J^ 

I  seeme  to  muse,  from  whence  such  erroor  springs, 

*  Satyrical  Poetry  is  sometimes  raoished  by 
yayne  Ddight. 

*>  False  semblant  and  flatterie  can  seldome  be. 
guile  satirical  Poetrye. 

S  The  reward  of  busy  medling  is  Miserie. 

'Notę  now  and  compare  this  allegoryto  tha 
story  ofProgneand  Philomele. 

^0  Herę  tbesnbstance  of  them  beginncth. 
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Such  j^rosse  conceits,  such  mists  of  darkemisŁake, 
Snch  Surcuydry  »»,  guch  weeniiig  ouer  well, 
And  yet  łn  dede,  such  dealiners  Łoo  too  badde. 
A  od  as  r  stretcb  my  wrary  wittes,  to  weighe 
I  I .  The  cause  therof,  and  whence  it  should  proccetle, 
y^    My   battred  braynes,   (wbich   now  be  shrewdiy 
brusdc 
With  cannon  shot,  of  much  misgouernmeut) 
Can  spye  no  cause,  but  onely  one  conccite, 
M'hich  makes  me  tbinke,  tbe  world  goethstil  awry. 

I  see  and  sigh,  (bycause  It  makes  me  sadde) 
.'A',  Thatpeułshe  pryde,  dotb  al  the  world  possesse, 
j         And  euery  wight,  will  haue  a  looking  glasse 
To  »eo  himselfe,  yet  so  be  seetb  him  not: 
Yea  shal  I  sa y  ?  a  glasse  of  cómraou  glasse, 
Whicb  glistreth  bright,  and  shcwes   a   seeroely 
l»  not  enou^h,  the  days  are  past  and  gon,    [sbew, 
That  Berrał  .classe,  with  foyles  of  loucly  brown, 
Might  serue  to  show,  a  swemely  fauord  face. 
That  agre  is  deade,  and  vanisbt  long  ago,        [tnie 
Which  tłiougbt  that  steele,  both  trusty  was  and 
And  needed  not,  a  foyle  of  contraries, 


/  But  shewde  al  things,  euen  as  they  were  in  deede. 

I  In  steade  whereof,  our  curious  yeares  can  finde 

The  Christa]  glas.  which  glimsethbraue  and  bright, 

And  sheues  the  thing,mucb  better  farr  than  it, 

Beguylde  with  foyles,  of  su ndry  subtil  sights, 

So  that  they  seeme,  and  couet  not  to  be. 

i? « 'ł .  t 

r^'  '    This  it  the  cause  (beleue  me  now  my  Lorde) 

•  That  Realmes  do  rewę,  from  high  prosperity. 

*  That  kings  decline,  from  princely  gouemment, 
'  That  lords  do  lacke,  their  auncestors  good  wil, 

That  knights  consume,  their  patrimonie  still, 
That  gentleraen,  do  make  the  mercbant  rise, 
That    płowmen  begge,    and   craftesmeo   cannot 

thriuc, 
That  clergle  quayles,  and  hath  smal  reuereoce, 
That  laymen  liue.  by  mouing  mischief  sti!, 
That  courtiers  thriue,  at  letter  Lammas  day, 
That  officers,  can  scarce  enrich  their  heyres, 
That  Soldiours  sterye,  or  prech  at  Tiborne  crosso, 
That  lawyers  buye,  and  purchase  deadly  hate, 
That  mercbants  clyme,  and  fal  againe  at  fast, 
That  roysters  brag,  aboue  their  betters  rome, 
That  sicophants,  are  counted  idly  guestt, 
Tliat  Lais  leades  a  Ladies  life  alofte. 
And  Lucrpce  lurkes,  with  sobre  bashful  grace. 

This  it  tbe  cause  (or  else  my  Muzę  mittaket) 
That  things  are  thought,  which  neuer  yet  were 
And  castels  buylt,  aboue  in  lofky  skies,  [wrougbt 
Which  neuer  yet,  had  good  foundation. 
And  that  the  same  may  seme  no  feined  dreame. 
But  words  of  worth,  and  wortby  to  be  wayed, 

(i  haue  presumde,  my  Lord  forto  present 
With  this  poore  głasse,  which  is  of  trustie  Steele, 
And  came  to  nie,  by  wil  and  testament 
Of  one  that  was,  a  Glassemaker  in  deede. 

T^/^ylius  »•,  this  wortby  man  was  namde, 
Who  at  his  death,  hfqueathd  the  cbristel  glaste. 
To  such  as  loue,  to  seme  but  not  to  be, 
/  nd  vnto  those,  that  loue  to  see  thcmseluet, 
Kow  fi)iile  or  fayre,  soever  that  they  are, 
He  gan  bequeath  a  glassc  of  trustie  Steele, 
Whereiu  they  may  be  bolde  alwayes  to  looke, 

"  Overweening  conceit,  from  the  Frencb.     C. 
■*  A  famous  old  satyrical  Poetę. 


Bycause  it  sbcwes^all  thiogs  ia  thctr  drgree. 
And  sińce  myselfe  (now  pride  of  youtb  is  past) 
Do  loue  to  be,  and  let  al  seeming  passe, 
Since  I  desire,  to  see  my  s^lfe  iu  decd, 
N      %vhat  I  would,  but  wha:Ł  I  am  or  thoa1d» 
1  ucrfore  I  like  this. trustie  głasse  of  Steelew^ 

Wherin  I  see,  a  frolike  fauor  froanst*)       V^ 
With  fonie  abuse,  of  lawlesse  Inst  in  yooth : 
Wherein  I  see,  a  Sampsons  grim  regardc 
Disgraced  yet  with  Alexaoders  bearde"*: 
Wherein  I  see,  a  corps  of  comely  shape 
(And  such  as  might  beseeme  tbe  courte  fali  «rel} 
f  s  cast  at  heele,  by  courting  al  to  soooe : 
Wherein  I  see,  a  qu]ck  capacitie*', 
Berayde  with  blots  of  hight  Inconstancie : 
An  age  suspect,  bycause  of  yoatbes*mlsd«edes 
A  poets  brayne,  posseste  with  layes  of  loue : 
A  Cssars  minde,  and  yet  a  Codrus  might, 
A  Souldiours  bart,  supprest  with  feareful  doomes 
A  Philofopber,  foolishly  fordone. 
And  to  be  playne,  I  see  myselfe  so  playne« 
And  yet  so  much  rnlike  tbat  most  I  sM^rnde, 
As  it  were  not,  that  Reason  ruleth  me, 
1  should  in  ragę,  this  face  of  minę  deface. 
And  cast  this  corps,  downe  beadloDg  ia  dispaire, 
Bycause  it  is,  so  farre  vnlike  it  selfe.       ,       ^ 

H"  And  therewithal,  to  comfort  me  agaioe»    J-vA^> 
I  I  see  a  world,  of  wortby  gouernment, 
A  common  welŁh,  with  policy  so  mlde, 
As  neither  lawes  are  soldt  nor  iustioe  boagbt. 
Nor  riches  sought,  uniesse  it  be  by  right. 
No  crueltie,  nor  tyrannie  can  raigne,  \ 

No  right  reuenge,  dotb  rayse  rebeHioa,  \ 

No  spoyles  are  tanę,  although  the  sword  preitailf , 
No  lyot  spends,  the  coyue  of  commoo  weith. 
No  rulers  hoard,  the  oountries  treasore  ^p. 
No  man  growes  riche,  by  Jiubtilty  nor  sleight:  ■ 
Ali  people  dreade,  the  magistrates  decree» 
And  al  men  foare,  the  scourge  of  mighty  looe.  ,' 
I<o  this  (my  lord)  may  wel  deserue  the  name,    j 
Of  such  a  land,  as  milke  and  bony  flowes. 
And  this  I  see,  within  my  głasse  of  Steel, 
Set  forth  eucn  so,  by  Solon  (worthy  wight) 
Who  taught  king  Cnssus,  what  it  is  to  seme. 
And  what  to  be,  by  proofe  of  bappie  end. 
The  like  Lycurgos,  Laredemon  king, 
Did  set  to  sbew,  by  viewe  of  this  my  głasse,     / 
And  left  the  same,  a  mirrour  to  behold,  / 

To  euery  princc,  of  his  postcrity.       ^^  ^AtJ^i, 

But  now  (aye  me)  tbe  glasing  chrisUl  głasse  [rych, 
Dotb  make  us  tbinke,  that  reałmte  aad  towoes  are 
Where  fauor  sways,  the  seoteoce  of  the  law, 
Where  al  is  fisbe,  that  cometh  to  the  net, 
Where  mighty  power,  doth  ooer  rule  the  right, 
Where  iniuries,  do  foster  siecret  gnidge, 
Where  bloudy  sword,  makes  enery  t>ooty  prize, 
Where  banquetting,  is  compted  comły  cost, 
Where  oiBcers  grow  rich  by  princes  pens, 
Where  purchase  romes  by  couin  and  deceit. 
And  no  man  dreads,  but  be  tliat  cannot  sbift,>^ 
Nor  nonc  seme  O  od,  but  onły  tong  tide  men.  A 
Agaiue  1  sec,  within  my  głasse  of  Steele,  ] 

But  some  esŁatęs,  to  serue  eche  country  soyle, 

»*  The  aucthor  bimsełfe. 
^  Alexander  Magnus  had  bat  a  smali  beaid. 
'^  He  which  will  rebuke  other  mens  faults,  shal 
doo  weł  not  to  forget  bys  owne  imperfectiooc 
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lie  Ring,  the  Knig)it,  tbe  Pesant,  and  the  Pri«st. 
*be  Kiug  should  care  for  al  tbe  subjects  still, 
rbeKaisrbŁ  should  fight,  for  to  defende  the  same, 
The  Peasant  he,  shouid  labour  for  their  ease, 
Lnd  Priests  should  pray,  for  them  and  lor  tbem- 
selues. 

Bnt  out  alas,  such  mists  do  bleare  our  eyes, 
knd  christal  glasse,  dotb  glister  so  tberwith, 
rbat  Kings  conceiiie,  their  careis  wonderousgreat 
¥ben  as  they  beat,  their  busie  restles  braynes, 
'o  maintaine  pompę,  and  high  triumphant  sigbt^, 
fo  fede  their  fil,  of  daintie  delicates. 
To  glad  their  barts,  with  sight  of  pleasaot  sportes, 
'*o  fil  their  eares,  with  9ound  of  instruments, 
To  breake  with  bit,  the  hot  coregious  horae,  [gold, 
*o  deelc  their  handes,  with  siimpteous  clotb  of 
1*0  cloth  themselues,  with  silkes  of  straunge  deuise, 
To  search  the  roc  k8,for  pearles  and  pretious  Stones, 
To  detoe  the  ground,  for  mines  of  glistering  gold: 
Ind  neuer  carr,  to  inaynteine  peace  and  reat, 
Po  ycld  reliefe,  where  neady  lacke  appears. 
Po  stop  one  eare,  vntil  the  poore  man  speake, 
To  seme  to  sleepe,  when  lustice  stil!  doth  wake. 
Po  gard  their  lands,  froni  sodaine  jnrord  and  fier 
To  feare  thecrtes  of  giltles  snckling  babes,  [bloudf 
/Tbose  ghosts  may   cal,  for  vengeance  on  their 
knd  stirre  the  wrath,  of  migbtie  thundring  loue. 

I  speake  not  this,  by  any  englishe  king, 
M^r  by  our  .Sucene,  whose  high  forsigbt  prooids. 
Phat  dyre  debatę,  is  fledde  to  foraine  Realmes,    ^ 
^hiles  we  enjoy  tbe  golden  fleece  of  peace. 
)ut  there  to  tum  my  tale,  from  whence  it  came, 
Q  olden  dayes,  good  kings  and  worthy  dukes, 
Who  sawe  theroselues  iii  classe  of  trusty  Stecle) 
i^onteoted  were,  with  pompes  of  little  pryce, 
ind  set  their  tbougbtes,  on  regal  gouernement. 
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An  order  was,  when  Romę  did  flouiish  most, 
Phat  no  man  might  triuuiph  in  stately  wise, 
3ut  such  a»  had,  with  blowes  of  bloudy  blade 
'tve  thousand  foes  in  foughten  field  foredone'^. 
^ow  be  tbat  łikes,  to  loke  in  Christal  glasse, 
ifay  see  proud  pomps,  in  high  triumphant  wise, 
Vbere  neuer  blowe,  was  delt  with  enemie. 

Vben  Sergiiis,  deuised  first  the  meane 
*o  pen  up  fishe,  within  the  swelling  floud, 
Ind  80  content  his  mouth  with  daintie  farę,  • 
rhen  foUowed  fest,  excesse  on  Princes  borde^, 
Lnd  eaery  dish,  was  chargde  with  new  cooceits, 
To  please  the  taste,  of  vncontented  mindes. 
tut  had  he  seene,  the  strein  of  straunge  deuise, 
Vhich  Epicures,  do  now  adayes  inuent, 
'o  yeld  good  smacke,  Ynto  their  daintie  tongnes : 
^uki  he  conceiue,  bow  princes  paunch  is  fillde 
i^ith  sccret  cause,  of  sickenesse  (oft)  vnseene, 
i^biles  lust  desires,  much  morę  tban  naturę  craues, 
'hen  woold  he  say,  tbat  al  the  Romanę  cost 
^as  common  trash,  compard  to  sundrie  Sauce 
i^hich  princes  Tse,  to  pamper  Appetite. 

>  Cbristal  Glasse,  thou  settest  things  to  shew, 
^bich  are  (Gnd  knoweth)  of  little  worth  in  dede. 
I  eyes  behoid,  with  eagre  deep  desire, 
he  Faul(X>n  flye,|tbe  greyhoundeninne  his  course, 
be  bayted  Bul,  the  Beare  at  stately  stake, 
bese  Enterluds,  these  new  Italiąn  sportes, 
nd  euery  gawde,  tbat  glads  tbe  ininde  of  man ; 

>*  Val.  Mas.  lib.  2.  rap.  3. 


But  fewe  regard,  their  needy  neighbours  lacke 
And  fewe  beholde,  by  contemplation, 
Tbe  ioyes  of  hcauen,  ne  yet  the  paines  of  hel, 
Few  loke  to  lawę,  but  al  men  gazę  on  lust. 

A  swete  cousent,  of  Musicks  sacred  sonnd, 
Doth  rayse  our  mindes  (as  rapt)  al  vp  on  high. 
But  sweeter  suundes,  of  concorde,  peace,  and  loue, 
Are  out  of  tune,  and  iarre  in  euery  stoppe. 

To  tosse  and  tume,  the  stardie  trampUng  stcde> 
To  bridle  him,  and  make  bim  meete  to  serue, 
Beserues  (no  doubt)  great  commendation. 
But  such  as  haue,  their  stables  ful  yfraugbt, 
With  pampred  lades,  ought  therewithal  to  wey, 
What  great  exce8se,  rpon  them  may  be  spent, 
How  many  porę,  (which  nede  norbrake  nor  bit) 
Might  therwith  al,  in  godly  wise  be  fedde. 
And  kings  ought  not,  so  many  borse  to  haue. 

The  sumpteous  honse,  declares  the  princes  ittate. 
But  Taine  ezcesse,  bewrayes  a  princes  faults. 

Our  bumbast  bose,  our  treble  double  ruffes, 
Our  sutes  of  Silke,  our  comely  garded  capes, 
Our  knit  silke  stockes,  and  spanish  lether  sboes, 
( Yea  veloet  serues,  oft  times  to  trampie  in) 
Our  plumes,  our  spaogs^and  al  our  queiut  aray, 
Are  pricking  spurres,  prouoking  fiRhy  pride. 
And  snares  (ynseen)  which  leade  a  man  to  hel. 

How  line  the  Moores,'wbich  spurne  at  glistring 
perle. 
And  scome  the  costs,  which  we  do  bold  so  deare^ 
How?  how  but  wel?  and  wearethe  precious pearle 
Of  peerlesse  truth,  amongst  Łbem  published, 
(Which  we  enjoy,  and  neuer  wey  the  worth.) 
'I'hey  would  not  then,  the  same  (like  ^^  despise, 
Which  (though  they  lacke)  they  liue  in  better  wise 
Than  we,  which  holde,  the  worthles  peaiie  so  deare. 
But  glittring  gold,  which  maay  yeares  lay  hidde,  i 
Til  gredy  mindes,  gan  search  the  very  guts  | 

Of  earth  and  clay,  to  finde  out  sundrie  moulds  | 
(As  redde  and  white,  which  are  by  melting  madę  I 
Bright  gold  and  siluert  mettals  of  mischiefe)  I 

Hath  now  enflamde,  the  noblest  Pnnces  baits         ' 
With  ibulest  fire,  of  filthy  Auarice, 
And  seldome  seene,  tbat  kings  can  be  contente 
To  kepe  their  bounds,  which  their  forefathert  leli 
What  causetb  tbis,  but  greedy  gold  to  get? 
Eueo  gold,  which  is,  the  yery  cause  of  wanres, 
Tbe  neast  uf  strife,  and  nourice  of  debatę, 
iThe  barre  of  heauen,  aod  open  way  to  bel. 

But  is  this  straoge  ?  when  Lords  when  KnSgbts 
and  Squires 
(Which  ought  defende,  the  state  of  common  weltb) 
Are  not  afrayd  to  couet  like  a  King? 

0  blinde  desire:  oh  high  aspiring  barts. 

The  country  Squłre,  doth  couet  to  be  Knight, 
The  Knight  a  Lord,  the  Lord  an  Erie  or  a  Duke« 
The  Duke  a  King,  the  King  would  Monarkebe, 
And  nonę  co^btent,  with  that  which  is  his  own. 
Yct  nonę  of  these,  can  see  in  Christal  glasse 
(Which  glistereth  bright,  and  bleares  their  gasing 

eyes) 
How  enery  life,  beares  with  bim  his  disease. 
fiuttn  my  glasse,  which  is  of  trustie  steele. 

1  can  perceiue,  bow  kingdomes  breede  but  care, 
How  Łordsbip  Hncs,  with  lots  of  lesse  delight, 

(  rhougb  cappc  and  knee,  do  seeme  a  reuerence, 
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And  oonrtlike  life,  is  tbought  an  oŁber  heaaen) 
Than  common  people  finde  in  euery  coast. 

.  The  Oentleman,  wbtch  might  io  oountrie  keepe 
A  plenteous  boorde,  and  fieed  the  fetherlesse^ 
"With  pig  and  goote,  with  mutton,  beefe  and  yeale, 
(Yea  now  and  then,  a  capon  and  a  chicke) 
Wil  breake  rp  house,  and  dwel  in  market  townes, 
A  loytring  life,  and  like  an  Epicure. 

But  who  (meane  while)  defends  tbe  common 
welth? 
'Who  niles  the  flocke,  wben  shepherds  are  so  fled? 
Who  ftayei  the  staff,  which  shuki  rphold  tbe 

State  ? 
Forsoth,  good  Sir,  the  Lawyer  leapeth  in, 
Kay  rather  leapes,  both  ouer  bedge  and  ditcb, 
JLnd  rulei  the  rost,  but  fewe  men  nile  by  right. 

y^)  KnigbtSy  O  Sąuires,  O  Gentle  blouds  yborne, 
Jf  You  were  not  borne,  al  onely  for  your  seiues: 
>/      Your  coontrie  daymes,  some  part  of  al  your 
H  paines.  [toyle, 

There  should  you  linę,  and  tberin  should  you 
hń     To  bold  Tprigbty  and  banisb  cruel  wrong, 
^^     To  helpe  the  pore»  to  bridle  backe  the  ńche, 
^  To  punish  vice,  and  vertue  to  aduance, 
*^^  To  see  Ood  senrde,  and  Belzebub  supprest. 
ip,       You  should  not  trust,  Iteftenaunts  in  your  rome, 
^         And  let  them  sway,  the  sceptre  of  your  charge, 
Whiles  you  (meane  while)  know  scarcely  what  is 

don, 
Kor  yet  can  yeld,  accompt  if  you  were  callde. 

Tbe  stately  lord,  whicb  woonted  was  to  kepe 
A  conrte  at  home,  is  now  ćome  vp  to  courte. 
And  leaoes  the  country  for  a  common  prey. 
To  pilling,  poUing,  brybing,  and  deceit: 
.  (Al  which  bis  presence  might  haue  pacified, 
Or  else  haue  madę  offenders  smel  the  smoke.) 
And  now  the  youth  which  might  haue  serued  him, 
In  comely  wise,  with  countrey  clothes  yclad. 
And  yet  therby  bin  able  to  preferre 
Vnto  the  prince,  and  there  to  seke  aduance: 
Is  iaine  to  sell,  his  landes  for  courtty  cloutet^ 
Or  else  sits  still,  and  liueth  like  a  loute. 
(Yet  of  these  two,  the  last  fault  is  the  lesse:) 
,    And  80  those  imps  which  might  in  time  haue 
sprong 
Alofte  (good  lord)  and  serrde  to  shidde  the  state, 
Are  either  iiipt,  with  such  vntimely  frosts, 
Or  else  growe  crookt,  bycause  they  be  not  proynd. 


These  be  the  Knights,  which  shold  defend  the 

land, 
And  these  be  they,  which  leaue  the  land  at  large. 
Yet  liere  percase,  it  wil  be  tbought  I  roue 
And  runne  astray,  besides  the  kings  high  way, 
Since  by  the  Knights,  of  whom  my  text  dotfa  tell 
(And  such  as  shew,  most  perfect  is  my  glasse) 
u  ment  no  morę,  but  worthy  Souldiours 
Whose  skil  in  armes,  and  long  experience 
Should  still  Yphold  the  pillers  of  the  worłde. 
Yes  out  of  doubt,  this  noble  name  of  Knight, 
May  comprehend,  both  Duke,  Erie,  Lorde,  Knight, 

Sąuire, 
Yea  gentlemen,  and  euery  gentle  borne. 

But  if  you  wil,  constralne  me  for  to  speake 
What  souldioui-s  are,  or  what  they  ought  to  be 
(And  I  my  selfe,  of  that  profession) 


I  see  a  crew,  which  glister  in  my  glasse^ 
Tbe  brauest  bandę,  that  euer  yet  was  seoe  r 
Behold  behold,  where  Pompey  comes  befure, 
Where  Manlius,  and  Marius  insue^ ' 
.£mi1iu8,  and  Curius  I  see, 
Palamedes,  and  Fabius  Masimus, 
And  eke  tbeir  matę,  Epaminondas  loe, 
Protesilaus  and  Phocyan  are  not  ferre, 
Pericies  stands,  in  rancke  amongst  the  reat, 
Aristomenes,  may  not  be  forgot, 
Ynlesse  the  list,  of  good  men  be  disgrast. 


Behold  (my  lord)  these  sonldioura  can  I 
Within  my  glasse,  within  my  tnie  Steele  g^li 
I  see  not  one  therin,  which  seekes  to  heape 
A  world  of  pence,  by  pinching  of  dead  payes 
And  so  beguiles,  the  prince  in  time  of  nesdey 
Wben  muster  day,  and  fonghten  6elde  are  (Mide* 
Since  Pompey  did,  enrich  the  common  faeaps. 
And  Paulus  be,  (^milius  sumamed) 
Returude  to  llome,  no  richer  than  be  went, 
Ałthough  be  had,  so  many  lands  sabdued. 
And  brought  such  treasure,  to  the  common  chest^ 
Tbe  fourscore  yeres,  the  state  was  (after)  liree 
From  greuous  taske,  and  imposition. 
Yea  sińce  againe,  good  Marcos  Curius, 
Thought  sacriledge,  himselfe  for  to  adoaunce. 
And  see  his  souldiomi,  porę  or  Hue  in  lacke. 

I  see  not  one,  within  this  glasse  of  mioe, 
Whose  fethers  flaout,  and  flicker  in  tbe  windę, 
As  though  be  were^  all  onely  to  be  markt, 
When  simple  snakes,  which  go  not  halle  so  gay, 
Can  leaue  him  yet  a  furlong  in  the  field: 
And  when  the  pride,  of  all  bis  peacockes  phimes, 
Is  daunted  downe,  with  dastard  dreądfulnesae. 
And  yet  in  towne,  be  ietteth  euery  streete. 
As  though  the  god  of  warres  (eoen  Mars  biooself ) 
Might  wel  (by  bim)  be  liuely  counter^yte, 
Though  much  morę  like,  the  coward  Constantime. 
I  see  nonę  such  (my  Łorde)  I  see  nonę  such, 
Since  Phocion,  wbich  was  in  deede  a  Mars 
And  one  which  did,  much  morę  than  he  woM 
Contented  was  to  be  but  bomely  clad.  rrannt. 

And  Marius,  (whose  constant  hart  coold  bide 
The  very  Yaines,  of  his  forweańed  legges 
To  be  both  cut,  and  carued  from  his  corps) 
Could  ncuer  yec,  contented  be  to  spend. 
One  idle  groate,  in  clotbing  nor  in  cates. 

I  see  not  one,  (my  Lord)  I  see  not  one 
Which  stands  so  much,  vpon  his  painted  sfaeatk 
(By  cause  he  bath,  perchaunce  at  BoUeyn  bcae 
And  loytered,  sińce  then  in  idlenesse) 
That  he  accompts,  no  S<ddiour  but  himselfe. 
Nor  one  that  can,  despise  the  leamed  brayne, 
Which  joyneth  reading  with  esperience. 
Since  Palamedes,  and  Ylisses  both, 
Were  much  esteemed  for  tbeir  p<»łlicie8 
Ałthough  they  were  not  thought  long  traioed 
Epamynondas,  eke  was  much  esteemde, 
Whose  Eloąuence,  was  such  in  all  respects^ 
As  gaue  no  place,  vnto  his  manly  hart. 
And  Fabius,  sumamed  Maximus, 
Could  ioyne  soch  learning,  with  experience, 
As  madę  his  name,  morę  ftimoos  thao  the  rest. 

These  bloody  beasts^  apeare  not  in  my  glasse^ 
.  Wbich  cannot  nile,  tbeir  sword  in  furious  ragę. 
Nor  baue  respecte^  to  age  nor  yet  to  kinde: 
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Int  downe  goetb  a1«  where  they  get  Tpper  hand, 

Vbose  greedy  harts  so  bnnKrie  are  to  spoyle, 

rhat  few  regaid,  the  Tery  wrath  of  God, 

Vhich  greeued  is,  at  cries  of  giltlesse  bloud, 

?iericle9  was,  a  famous  man  of  warrei 

ind  Tictor  eke,  in  nine  great  foughten  fields, 

P7bereof  be  was  tbe  generał  in  charge.  • 

fet  at  his  death  be  ratber  did  reioyce 

[n  elemencie,  than  bloudy  yictorle. 

Be  still  (quoth  he)  you  graue  Atbenians, 

[W ho  whitpered,  and  tolde  his  YaliaDt  facts)' 

you  haue  forgol,  my  greatest  glorie  got, 

For  yet  (by  me,  nor  minę  oćcasion) 

Was  neuer  sene,  a  mourning  .gannent  wome. 

O  noble  words,  wel  worthy  golden  wńt. 

Bcleue  me  (Lord)  a  soldiour  cannot  haoe 

Too  great  regarde,  wheron  bis  knife  should  cut. 

Ne  yet  the  men,  whicb  wonder  at  their  wounds. 
And  sbewe  their  scarres  to  euery  commer  by, 
l>are  once  be  seene,  within  my  glasse  of  Steele, 
For  so  the  fauIU,  of  Thraso  and  his  trayne, 
(W bom  Terence  tołd,  to  be  but  bragging  bmtes) 
Might  sonę  appeare,  to  euery  skiiful  eye. 
Boide  Manlius,  could  close  and  wel  convey 
Ful  thirtie  wounds,  (and  three)  vpon  his  head, 
'Yet  nener  madę,  nor  bones  nor  bragges  tberof. 

What  should  1  speake  of  drunken  Soldiours? 
Or  lechers  lewde,  which  fight  for  filthy  lust? 
Of  whom  tbat  one,  can  sit  and  bybbe  his  fil, 
Consume  his  coyne  (which  might  good  corage  yeld, 
To  such  as  march,  and  moue  at  his  commaunde) 
And  makes  himselfe,  a  worthy  mocking  stocke 
"Which  might  deserue  (by  sobre  life)  great  laude. 
That  other  dotes,  and  driucth  forth  his  dayes 
In  yaine  delight,  and  foule  concupisccnce, 
When  works  of  weight,  might  occupie  his  hedde. 
Tea  therwithal,  he  puts  his  owne  fonde  heade 
Ynder  the  belt,  of  such  as  should  bim  serue, 
And  so  becoms,  example  of  much  euil, 
Which  should  haue  servdei  as  lanteme  of  good  life : 
And  is  controlde,  wberas  he  should  commaond. 
Aagustus  Ceesar,  he  which  might  haue  madę 
Both  feasts  and  banquets  brąueiy  as  the  best. 
Wad  yet  content  (in  campe)  with  homely  cates. 
And  seldome  drank  his  winę  unwatered. 
Aristomenes,  dayned  to  defende 
Hia  dames  of  prize,  whom  he  in  warres  had  won. 
And  ratber  chose,  to  die  in  their  defence^ 
Tben  filthy  men,  should  foyle  their  chastitie. 
Tbis  was  a  night,  wel  worthy  famę  and  prayse. 


O  Captaytis  come,  and  SÓuldiours  come  apace, 
Behold  my  glasse,  and  you  shall  see  therin, 
Proud  Crassiis  bagges,  coiisumde  by  couetise, 
Great  Alesander,  drounde  in  drunkennesse, 
Ceesar  and  Pompey,  spilt  with  priuy  gradge, 
Brennus  beguild,  with  lightnesse  of  beliefe, 
Cleomenes,  by  ryot  not  regarded, 
Yespasian,  disdayned  for  deceit, 
Demetrius,  light  set  for  by  his  lust, 
Wherby  at  last  he  dycd  iu  prison  pent. 

Hereto  percase,  some  one  man  will  alledge, 
Tbat  Princes  pence,  are  pnrsed  op  so  close, 
And  faires  do  fiftU  so  seldome  in  a  yeare, 
That  when  they  come,  prouision  must  be  madę 
To  fende  the  frost,  in  bardest  winter  nigbts. 

Indecdc  I  finde,  within  this  glasse  of  minę, 
Justiniani  that  proude  vngrateful  prince. 


Which  madę  to  begge,  bold  Belitarius 
His  trustie  man,  which  had  so  stoutly  fought 
In  his  defence,  with  euery  enimy. 
And  Scypio,  condemnes  the  Romaine  nile, 
Which  suffred  him  (that  had  so  traely  serued) 
To  leade  porę  life,  at  his  (Lynternum)  fermę, 
Which  did  deserue,  soch  worthy  recompencc. 
Yca  herewithal,  most  Souldiours  of  our  time, 
Beleere  for  tnith,  that  proude  Justinian 
Did  neuer  die,  without  good  storę  of  beyres. 
And  Romanes  race,  cannot  be  rooted  out, 
Such  yssence  springsi  of  such  ynplesant  boddi. 

But  shal  I  say  ?  this  lesson  leame  of  me, 
When  dnims  are  dumb,  and  sound  not  dub  a  dttb« 
Tben  be  thou  eke,  as  mewt  as  a  mayde 
(1  preach  this  sermon  but  to  souldiours) 
And  leam  to  liue,  within  thy  brayries  bounds. 
.liet  not  the  Mercer,  pul  thee  by  the  sleeue 
For  sutes  of  silke,  when  cloth  may  serue  thy  tume, . 
Let  not  thy  scores,  come  robbe  thy  needy  purse,   ; 
Make  not  the  catchpol,  rich  by  thine  arrest. 

Art  thou  a  Oentle?  liue  with  gentle  friendes, 
Which  wil  be  glad,  thy  companie  to  haue, 
If  manhoode  may,  with  manners  well  agree.    . 
Art  thoii  a  seruing  man?  tben  serue  againe. 
And  stint  to  steale  as  common  souldiours  do. 

Art  .thou  a  craftsman?  take  thee  to  thine  arte, 
Ao^  cast  off  slouth,  which  loytretb  in  the  Campcs. 
Art  thou  a  plowman  pressed  for  a  shift? 
Tben  leame  to  cłout,  thine  old  cast  cobled  shoes. 
And  ratber  bidę,  at  borne  with  barly  bread, 
Than  leame  to  spoyle,  as  thou  hast  teen  some  do. 

Of  truth  (my  frieudes.and  mycompamons  eke) 
Who  lust,  by  warres  to  gather  lawful  welth. 
And  so  to  get,  a  right  renoumed  name, 
Must  cast  aside,  al  common  trades  of  warre^ 
And  leame  to  liue,  as  though  he  knew  it  not. 

Well,  thus  my  Knight  hath  held  me  al  to  Iong> 
Bycause  he  bare,  such  compasse  in  my  glasse. 
High  time  were  tben,  to  turae  my  wery  pen, 
Ynto  the  Peasant  comming  next  in  place. 
And  here  to  write,  the  summe  of  my  conceit, 
I  do  not  meane,  alonely  husbandmen, 
Which  till  the  ground,  which  dig,delve,  mow,and 
sowę,  [snort, 

Which  swinke  and  sweate,whilc8  we  do  sleepe  and 
And  serch  the  guts  of  eartb,  for  greedy  gaio, 

I  But  he  that  labours  any  kind  of  way, 
To  gather  gaines,  and  to  enricb  himselfe. 
By  King,  by  Knight,  by  boly  belping  Priests, 
And  al  tbe  rest,  that  liue  in  common  welth, 
(So  that  bis  gaines,  by  greedy  guyles  be  got) 
Him  can  I  compt,  a  Peasant  i  u  his  place. 
Al  offioers.all  aduocates  at  lawę, 
Al  men  of  arte,  which  get  goodes  greedily, 
Must  be  content,  to  take  a  PeasanU  rome. 


A  strange  deuise,  and  surę  my  I^rd  wil  laugh, 
To  see  it  so,  desgested  in  degrees. 
But  he  which  can,  in  office  drudge,  and  droy. 
And  craue  of  al,  (aithough  euen  now  a  da^es. 
Most  ofiicers,  commaund  that  should  be  cravde) 
He  that  can  share  from  euery  pention  payde 
A  Peeter  peny  weying  balfe  a  pounde, 
He  that  can  plucke,  sir  Bcnnet  by  tbe  sleeuei 
And  finde  a  fee,  in  his  pluralitie, 
He  that  can  winkę  at  any  foule  abose^ 
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Ah  lon^  as  gaine$,  come  trauting  in  tfaenrith, 
Sbal  such  come  see  themselues  in  tbis  my  glasse? 
Or  shal  they  gazę,  as  godiy  good  men  do^ 
Yea  let  them  coqie :  but  shal  I  tell  you  one  thing? 
How  ere  their  gownes,  be  gatbred  in  tbe  backe, 
With  organe  pipes,  of  old  king  Henries  clarope, 
How  ere  their  cappes,  be  foldcd  with  a  flappe, 
How  ere  their  bcards,  be  clipped  by  tbe  cbinne, 
How  ere  they  ride,  or  mounted  are  od  mules, 
I  compt  them  worse,  tban  harraless  homely  bindes, 
Wbich  toyle  in  dede,  to  serue  our  common  yse. 

Strange  tale  to  tel:  all  ofBcers  be  blynde. 
And  yct  their  one  eye,  sharpe  as  Unceui  sight, 
That  one  eye  winks,  as  though  it  were  but  blynd, 
That  other  prjes  and  peekes  in  euery  place. 
Come  naked  ncede?  and  chance  to  do  amisse? 
He  shal  be  surę,  to  drinke  iipon  tbe  whippe. 
But  priuie  gaine,  (that  bribing  busie  wretch) 
Can  finde  tbe  uieanes,  to  creepe  and  couch  so  Iow, 
As  officers,  can  neuer  see  bim  slyde, 
2J0T  heare  the  trampling  of  his  stealing  steppęs. 
|.|e  comes  (1  tbinke)  vpon  the  blinde  side  stil. 

These  things  (my  Lord)  my  glasse  now  sets  to 
show, 
Whereas  long  sińce,  alł  oificers  were  seene 
To  be  men  madę,  out  of  another  moulde. 
Enamynond,  of  whom  I  spake  before 
(Whicb  was  long  time,  an  offlcer  in  Thebes)  . 
^nd  toylde  in  peace,  as  wel  as  fonght  in  warre, 
Would  neuer  take,  or  bribe,  or  rich  reward. 
And  thus  he  spake,  to  such  as  sought  his  helpe: 
If  it  be  good,  (qQoth  he)  that  you  desire, 
Then  wił  I  do  it,  for  tbe  vertues  sake : 
If  it  be  badde,  no  bribe  can  me  infecte. 
If  so  łt  be,  for  this  my  common  weale, 
Then  am  I  borne,  and  bound  by  dnetie  both 
To  see  it  done,  withouten  furder  words. 
But  if  it  be,  vnprofitab1e  thing. 
And  might  empaire,  ofTende,  or  yeld  anoy 
Vnto  tbe  state,  which  I  pretende  to  stay, 
Then  al  the  gotd  (quoth  he)  that  growes  on  eartb 
Shal  neuer  tempt,  my  free  consent  tbereto. 

How  many  now,  wil  treade  Zeleuciis  steps? 
Or  who  can  byde,  Cambyses  cruel  dome? 
Cruel }  nay  ius^  (yea  softe  and  peace  good  sir) 
For  lustice  sleepes,  and  Trotb  is  iested  out. 
O  that  al  kings,  would  (Alexauder  like) 
Hołd  euermore,  one  finger  streight  stretcht  ont, 
To  thrust  in  eyes,  of  all  their  master  theeues'''. 
But  Brutus  died,  without  posteritie, 
And  Marcus  Crassus  bad  nonę  issue  małe, 
Cicero  slipt,  vnsene  out  of  tbis  world, 
With  many  mo,  which  pleaded  romaine  p!eas>*, 
And  were  content,-to  vse  their  eloąuence, 
In  maintenance,  of  matters  that  were  good. 
Demosthenes,  in  Alhens  vsde  his  arte, 
(Not  for  to  heape,  bimselfe  great  hourds  of  gold 
But)  stil  to  stay,  the  towne  from  deepe  deceite 
Of  Philips  wyleś,  which  bad  besieged  it. 
Where  shal  we  reade,  that  any  of  these  foure 
Did  euer  pleade,  as  carelesse  of  tbe  trial? 
Or  who  can  say,  they  buiłded  sumpteonsly  ? 
Or  wroong  the  weake^  out  of  bis  own  by  wyleś? 
They  were  (I  trowe)  of  noble  houses  borne. 
And  yet  content,  to  nse  their  best  deuoire, 
In  fbrdering,  eche  honest  barmelesse  canse. 


They  did  not  rowte  (like  mde  mringed  twine) 

To  roote  nobilitte  from  beritage. 

They  stoode  conteot,  with  gaine  of  glorkęas 

(Bycause  they  bad,  respect  to  equitie) 

To  leade  a  life,  like  true  Philosopbers. 

Of  all  the  bristle  bearded  Aduocates 

"Chat  euer  lorde  their  fees  aboue  the  caase^ 

1  cannot  see  (scarce  one)  that  is  so  bolde 

To  shewe  his  face,  and  fayued  Phisnomie 

In  this  my  glasse:  but  if  bedo  (my  Lorde) 

He  shewes  bimselfe,  to  be  by  uery  kinde 

A  man  which  meanes,  at  euery  time  aod  tide. 

To  do  smal  right,  but  sare  to  take  no 


And  master  Merchant,  he  wbose  trauail  ongfat 
Commodiously,  to  doe  his  countrie  good. 
And  by  bis  toyle,  the  same  for  to  enricbe^ 
Can  finde  tbe  meane,  to  make  Monopol yes 
Of  fuery  warc,  that  is  accompted  strange. 
And  feeds  tbe  vaine,  of  courtien  yaine  desires 
Vntił  tbe  court,  haue  courtiers  east  at  hede, 
"  Quia  non  babent  vestes  Nuptrales.** 


'T  False  judges. 


■*  Advocates. 


O  painted  fooles,  whose  hairbrainde  heads 

haue 
Morę  clothes  attones,  than  might  become  a  king: 
For  whom  the  rocks,  in  forain  realmes  musŁ  sptm,- 
For  whom  they  carde,  for  whom  they  weane  tbmr 

webbes 
For  whom  no  wool,  appeareth  fine  enongh, 
(I  speake  not  this  by  english  courtiers 
Since  english  wool,  was  euer  thoagfat  most  worlib) 
For  whom  al  seas,  are  tossed  to  and  fro^ 
For  whom  these  purples  come  from  Persia, 
The  crimosine,  and  liuely  red  firom  Inde : 
For  whom  soft  silks,  do  sayle  from  Sericane, 
And  al  queint  costs,  do  come  from  fardest  coasts: 
Whiles  in  meane  while,  that  worthy  Emperour, 
Wbich  rulde  tbe  world,  and  had  all  weltb  at  wil, 
Could  be  content,  to  tire  his  wearie  wife. 
His  daughters  and,  bis  niepces  everycboney 
To  spin  and  worke  tbe  clothes  that  he  shuld  weare. 
And  neuer  carde,  for  silks  or  sumpteooa  C06C» 
For  cloth  of  gold,  or  tinsel  figurie. 
For  Baudkin,  broydrie,  cutworks,  nor  cooceiti, 
He  set  the  shippes,  of  merchantmen  on  worke, 
With  bringing  home,  oj^le,  graine,  and  sarrie  salt 
And  such  like  wares,  as  serued  common  Tseu 

Yea  for  my  life,  those  mercbants  were  not  woont 
To  lend  their  wares,  at  reasonable  ratę, 
(To  gaine  no  ntore,  but  Cento  per  cento) 
To  teach  yong  men,  the  trade  to  sel  browne  papo, 
Yea  Morrice  helis,  and  byllets  too  soraeCtmet, 
To  make  their  coyne,  a  net  to  catcb  yong  frye. 
To  binde  such  babes,  in  father  Derbies  bands. 
To  stay  their  steps,  by  statute  Staples  staflis. 
To  rule  yong  ruysters,  with  Recognisanoe, 
To  read  Arithmeticke  once  euery  day, 
In  Woodstreat,  Bredstreat,  and  in  Pultery  [hoosa 
Where  such  schoolmaisters  keepe  their  coonting 
To  fede  on  bones,  when  fiesh  and  fell  is  gon, 
Tn  keepe  their  byrds,  ful  close  in  caytiues  cage, 
(Who  being  brought,  to  libertie  at  łarge,      [^ine 
Might  sing  perchaunce,  abroade,  when  sunne  doCh 
Of  their  mishapsi  and  how  their  fethers  fol) 
Yntil  the  canker  may  their  corpse  ooosnme. 

1'hese  knackes  (my  lord)  I  cannot  cal  to  minda» 
Bycause  they  sbowe  not  in  my  giasse  of  steele. 
But  hoUa:  here,  I  see  a  wondroos  sight. 
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see  «  Bwamie,  of  Samts  witbin  my  glaitae: 
lebolde,  behold,  I  see  a  swarme  in  dmde 
yf  holy  Saints,  vhich  walkę  io  oomely  wiae, 
■l^ot  deckt  in  robes,  nor  garnished  with  gold, 
Sut  some  Yoshod,  yea  some  fal  thinly  clothde, 
Lnd  yet  they  seme,  go  heauenly  for  so  see, 
Ls  if  tbeir  cyes,  were  al  of  Diamond?, 
rbeir  foce  of  Rubiet,  Sapbiret  and  lacinets, 
rfa^ir  comly  beards,  and  heare»  of  siliier  wiers. 
kod  to  be  short,  they  seeme  Ancelycall. 
^hat  Bbould  they  be,  (my  Lord)  wbat  should 
tbey  be? 

O  grations  God,  I  see  now  wbat  they  b 
rhese  be  my  prieats^  wbicb  pray  fbr  evry 
rbese  be  my  priests,  deuorced  from  tbe  worId» 
Lud  wedded  yet,  to  beauen  and  holyneste, 
^hich  are  not  proode,  nor  couet  to  be  riebe. 
Vhich  go  oot  gay,  nor  fede  on  daintie  foode, 
Vhicb  enuie  not,  nor  knowe  what  malice  meanes, 
^hjch  loth  al]  Iniit,  disdayning  drunkenesse, 
PVhich  cannot  foine»  wbicb  hate  bypocrisie. 
NThicb  neuer  sawe,  Sir  Simoniet  deceits. 
^hich  preacb  of  peace,  wbicb  carpe  contenttous 
Vhicb  loyter  not,  bat  labour  al  tbe  yeare, 
¥hicb  tbander  tbret8,of  Ouds  most  greaoiis  wrath 
kad  yet  do  teach,  tbat  mercie  is  in  storę. 


inouiu 


Altbongb  they  were,  the  last  tbat  sbewed  tbem- 
i  said  at  first,  tbeir  oiBce  was  to  pray,       [selues. 
And  sińce  tbe  time,  is  sach  euen  now  a  dayes, 
As  batfa  great  nede,  of  prayers  truely  prayd, 
Come  tfbrth  my  priests,  and  1  wii  bydde  your 

beades 
I  wił  presame  (aithough  I  be  no  priest) 
To  bidde  yoa  pray,  as  Paule  and  Peter  prayde. 

Tben  pray  my  priests,  yea  pray  to  God  Mm-^ 
sełfe, 
Tbat  be  yoachsafe,  (euen  for  his  Cbristes  sake) 
To  gitte  bis  word,  free  passage  berę  or  eartb, 
And  tbat  his  cburch  (whicb  now  is  Militaot) 
May  soone  be  sene,  triumphant  ouer  all, 
And  that  be  deigne,  to  ende  tbis  wicked  world, 
Wbicb  walloweth  stil,  in  Sinkił  of  filtby  siane. 


Lo  tbese  (my  Lord)  be  my  good  praying  priests, 
^esoended  from  Melcbysedec  by  linę 
Toaens  to  Paole,  to  Peter,  James,  and  John, 
These  be  my  priests,  tbe  seasning  of  the  cartb 
^Thich  wil  not  łeese,  tbeir  sarrinesse,  I  trowe. 
?ot  ońe  of  tbese  (for  twenty  hundretb  groats) 
N\\  teach  the  text,  that  byddes  him  take  a  wife, 
Ind  yet  be  combred  with  a  concubine, 
9ot  one  of  tbese,  wil  reade  tbe  holy  write 
^hich  dotb  forbid,  all  greedy  usarie, 
ind  yet  receiue,  a  sbilUng  for  a  pounde. 
fot  one  of  tbese,  wil  preacb  of  patience, 
ind  jret  be  Ibund,  as  angry  as  a  waspe. 
łot  one  of  these,  can  be  cootent  to  sit 
Q  Tauerns,  Innes,  or  Alebooses  all  day, 
lot  spends  his  time,  devoutIy  at  his  booke« 
fot  one  of  tbese,  wil  rayle  at  rulers  wroogs, 
iLnd  yet  be  blotted,  with  extortion. 
fot  one  of  tbe$e,  wil  paint  oot  worldly  pride, 
Lud  be  bimselfe,  as  galiaunt  as  be  dare. 
fot  one  of  tbese,  rebuketh  auarice, 
Lnd  yet  procnreth,  ploude  pluralities, 
fot  one  of  tbese,  reproueth  yanitie 
Wbiles  be  bimselfe,  wit|i  hauke  upon  bis  fist 
knd  boandes  at  beele)  dotb  quite  forget  his  text. 
fot  one  of  tbese,  corrects  contentions, 
^or  trifline  things:  and  yet  wil  sue  for  tythes. 
fóŁ  one  of  tbese  (not  one  of  these  my  Lord) 
^il  be  ashamde,  tu  do  eoen  as  be  teacheth. 
Sy  priests  haue  leamt,  to  pray  vnto  the  Lord, 
Lnd  yet  tbey  trust  not  in  tbeir  lyplabour. 
f  y  priestascan  fast,  and  vse  al  alńtinence, 
'rom  yioe  and  sinne,  and  yet  refbse  no  meats. 
fy  priests  can  giue,  in  charitable  wise, 
ind  looe  also,  to  do  good  almes  dedes, 
Jthough  they  trust,  not  in  tbeir  owne  deserts. 
(y  priestes  can  place,  all  penaunce  in  the  hart, 
^ithout  regard,  of  outward  ceremonies. 
tfy  priests  can  keepe,  tbeir  temples  yndefyled, 
Lad  yet  defie,  all  Superstition. 

Id  now  my  Loide,  wbat  tbinke  yoa  by  my 
priests? 


I      Eke  pray  my  priests,  for  Princes  and  for  Kings, 
Emperours,  Monarks,  Duks  and  all  estates, 
Which  sway  ttie  sworde,  of  royal  gouemment, 
(Of  whome  our  Saeene,  which  Hues  without  com- 

parę 
Most  be  the  chiefe,  in  bydding  of  my  beades, 
Elsę  I  deserue,  to  lese  botb  beades  and  bon  es) 
That  God  giue  light,  ynto  tbeir  noble  mindes. 
To  maintaine  truth,  and  therwith  stil  to  wey 
Tbat  here  they  reigiie,  not  onely  for  themsełucS| 
And  that  they  be  bat  slaues  to  cómmon  weith, 
Since  al  tbeir  toyles,  and  all  tbeir  broken  sleeps 
Shal  scant  sufBze,  to  hołd  it  stil  vpright.    [closets. 
Tell  some  (in  Spainc)  how  close  they  kepe  tbeir 
How  sełde  the  windę,  dotb  blow  vpon  tbeir  cheeks, 
While  as  (mene  wbite)  tbeir  suaburnt  sotours 

steru  e 

Aod  pine  before,  their  processe  be  preferide. 
Tben  pray  (my  priests)  tbat  God  wił  giue  bis 

grace. 
To  such  a  prince,  his  laalt  in  time  to  mend. 
Teil  some  (in  France)  how  much  tbey  loae  to 

dance, 
While  satours  daunce,  attendaunce  at  the  dore. 
Yet  pray  (my  priests)  for  prayers  princes  mendę. 
Teł  some  (in  Portugale)  how  colde  they  be, 
In  setting  forth,  of  right  religion : 
Whicb  morę  esteme,  the  present,  pleasuret  berę, 
Tben  stablishing,  of  God  his  holy  worde. 
And  pray  (my  Priests)  least  God  such  princes  spit. 
And  Tomit  them,  oot  of  his  angrie  mouth. 
Teł  aome  (Itałian)  princes,  how  tbey  winkę 
At  stinking  stewes,  and  say  they  are  (forsootb) 
A  remedy,  to  quench  foale  filthy  loste: 
When  as  (in  dede)tbey  be  tbe  rinkes  of  sinne.        ( 
And  pray  (my  priests)  that  God  will  not  impute    ' 
Such  wilful  facts,  anto  such  princes  charge,  / 

When  hc  bimselfe,  commaundeth  eoery  man 
To  do  nonę  ill,  tbat  good  may  growe  therby. 

And  pray  likewise,  for  all  that  rolers  hc 
By  kings  commaondes,  as  their  lieflenants  berę, 
Al  magistrates,  al  coancellours,  and  all 
That  sit  in  office  or  Aotboritie. 
Pray,  pray,  (my  priests)  tbat  neither  loue  nor  mode 
Do  sway  their  minds,  from  furdering  of  right,    * 
That  tbey  be  not,  too  sainttsb  nor  too  sowre. 
But  beare  the  bridle,  euenly  betwene  botb, 
Tbat  stil  they  stoppe,  one  eare  to  beare  bim 
Whicb  is  accused,  afańsent  as  be  is :  [speake, 

That  euermore,  they  mark  wbat  moode  dotb  moue 
The  montb  wbicb  makes,  the  infonnation, 
That  foolts  forpaste  (so  tbat  they  be  noc  liugs. 
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Nor  do  exceed»  the  boods  of  loyaltie) 
Do  neuer  quench,  their  €bańtable  minde, 
When  as  they  see,  repeiitance  bold  the  reioes 
Of  heady  youtb,  which  woni  to  ranne  astray. 
That  malice  make,  no  mansion  in  their  minds, 
.  Nor  enuy  frete,  to  see  how  Tertue  cl y mes. 
The  greater  Birth,  the  greater  glory  surę, 
If  dcedf  mainteine,  their  auncestors  degree. 

Eke  pray  (my  Priests}  for  tbem  and  for  your- 
telues,  [Priests. 

For  Bishops,   Prelats,  Archdeans,  Deanes,  and 
And  al  that  preach,  or  otberwise  professe 
Gods  holy  word,  and  take  tbe  cure  of  soules. 
Pray  pray  that  you,  and  euery  one  of  you, 
May  walke  upright,  in  yoar  Tocation. 
And  that  you  shine  like  lamps  of  perfect  life. 
To  lende  a  lighti  and  lanterne  to  oar  feete, 

Say  therwithal,  that  some  (1  see  them  I 
Wheras  they  fling,  in  Flaunders  all  afarre. 
For  wby  my  gla^se,  wil  shew  them  as  they  be) 
Do  neitber  care,  for  God  nor  yet  for  deuill^ 
So  libertie,  may  launcb  about  at  large. 
And  some  again  (I  see  them  wei  enough    [lurke) 
And  notę  their  names,  in  Liezeland  where  they 
Vnder  pretenoe,  of  holy  humble  harts 
Would  plucke  adowne,  al  princely  Dyademe. 
Pray,  pray  (my  priests)  for  these,  they  touch  you 

neere. 
Shrinke  not  to  say,  that  some  do  (Romainelike) 
Esteme  their  pall,  and  habyte  ouermuche. 
And  tberefore  pray  (my  priests)  lest  pride  preuaile. 
Pray  that  the  soules,  of  sundrie  damned  gosts, 
Do  not  come  in,  and  bring  good  euidence 
Sefore  the  God,  which  iodgeth  al  mens  thougbts, 
Of  some  whose  welth,  madę  them  neglect  their 

charge 
Til  secret  sinnes  (untoucht)  infecte  their  flocks 
And  bredde  a  scab,  which  brought  tbe  shep  to 

bane. 
Some  other  ranne,  before  the  greedy  woolie, 
And  left  tbe  folde,  vnfended  from  the  fox    [eares. 
Which  dnnt  nor  barkę,  nor  bawle  for  both  theyr 
Tben  pray  (my  priests)  that  such  no  morę  do  so. 

Pray  for  the  nources,  of  our  noble  Realme, 
I  meane  tbe  worthy  Yniuersities, 
(And  Cantabridge,  sbal  haue  the  dignitie, 
Wherof  I  was,  Tnworthy  member  once) 
That  they  bring  vp  their  babes  in  decent  wise: 
That  Philosophyi  smel  no  secret  smoke, 
Which  Magike  makes,  in  wicked  mysteries: 
That  Logikę  leape,  not  ouer  euery  stile, 
Before  he  come,  a  furlong  neare  the  hedge, 
Witb  curious  Suids,  to  maintain  argumeut. 
That  Sophistrie,  do  not  deceine  it  selfe, 
That  Cosmograpby  keepe  his  compasse  wel. 
And  such  as  be,  Historiographers, 
Trast  not  to  much,  in  euery  tatlybg  tong. 
Kor  blynded  be,  by  partialitle. 
That  Phisicke,  tbriue  not  ouer  fast  by  murder: 
That  Nombring  men,  in  al  their  euens  and  odds 
Do  not  forget,  that  only  Ynitie 
Ynmeasurable,  infinite  and  one. 
That  Geometrie,  measurc  not  so  long,  ,    . 

Til  all  their  measures  oiit  of  measure  be: 
That  Musike  with,  his  heauenly  harmonie. 
Do  not  allure,  a  heauenly  minde  from  heauen, 
Kor  ael  mens  thougbts,  in  worldiy  mdodie. 


Til  heauenly  Hierarchies  be  ąnite  forgots 

That  Rhetorick,  learne  not  to  ouerreache  : 

That  Poetrie,  presume  not  for  to  preache^ 

And  bite  mens  faultes,  with  SaŁyres  coroainei* 

Yet  pamper  up  bir  owne  witb  pulteases: 

Or  that  she  dote  not  vppon  Erato, 

Wherin  should  inuoke  the  good  Caliope: 

That  Astrologie,  looke  not  ouer  high. 

And  ligbt  (meane  while)  in  euery  podlcd  pit: 

That  Grammer  grudge  not  at  our  english  tong^ 

Bycause  it  stands  by  Monosyjlaba, 

And  cannot  be  declind  as  otbers  are. 

Pray  thus  (my  priests)  for  yniuersities. 

And  if  I  haue  forgotten  any  Arte, 

Which  bath,  bene  taught,  or  eseróaed  tbere, 

Pray  you  to  God,  the  good  be  not  aboade, 

With  glorions  sbewe,  of  ouerioding  skilL 

Now  these  be  past,  (my  priests)  yet  dial  yn 
For  common  people,  eche  in  his  degree,         fp*^ 
That  God  ^oocbsafe  to  graunt  them  al  his  graea. 
Where  should  I  now  beginne  to  bidde  my  beadesł 
Or  who  shal  first  be  put  in  common  place? 
My  wittcs  be  wearie,  and  my  eyea  are  dymiBe, 
I  cannot  see  who  best  deseraes  tbe  roome. 
Stand  forth  good  Peerce,  tbou  plowmata  by  tky 
Yet  80  tbe  Sayler  saith  1  do  him  wrong:      (mae^ 
That  one  contends,  his  painea  are  without  peaie, 
That  other  saith,  that  nonę  be  like  to  his, 
In  dede  they  labour  both  exceedingly. 
But  sińce  I  see  no  shipman  that  can  liue 
Without  the  plough,  and  yet  I  many  see 
Which  liue  by  lande,  tbat  neuer  saw  tbe  seas: 
Therefore  I  say,  stand  forth  Peerce  plowman  fint, 
Tbou  winst  the  roome,  by  yerie  worthinesse. 

Behold  him  (priests)  and  tbough  he  stink  o£ 
sweat 

isdaine  him  not:  for  shal  I  tel  you  wbat? 

uch  clime  to  heauen,  before  tbe  shauen  crownes; 

ut  how  ?  forsooth,  witb  true  humilytie. 

ot  that  they  hoord,  their  grain  when  it  iscbe^w^ 
Nor  that  they  kill,  the  calfe  to  haue  tbe  milkę. 
Nor  tbat  they  set,  debatę  betwene  their  lonls. 
By  earing  vp  the  balks,  that  part  their  bounds: 
Nor  for  because,  they  can  both  crowcbe  and  creep 
(The  guilęfulst  men,  that  euer  God  yet  madę) 
When  as  they  meane,  most  miscbiefe  and  deceitej 
Nor  that  they  can,  crie  out  on  landelordes  lowde^ 
And  say  they  racke,  their  rents  an  aoe  to  b^h, 
When  they  tbemselues,  do  sel  their  landlordslambe 
For  greater  price  than  ewe  was  wont  be  worth. 
I  see  you  Peerce,  my  glasse  was  lately  scowrde. 
But  for  they  feed,  with  frutes  of  their  gret  paiaes, 
Both  King  and  Knight,  and  priests  in  cIoysŁer 
Hierefore  1  say,  that  sooner  some  of  them  [pent: 
Shal  scalę  tbe  walles  which  leade  ▼$  rp  to  heancn, 
Than  comfed  beasts,  whose  bellie  is  their  God, 
Although  they  preach,  of  morę  perfection. 


And  yet  (my  priests)  pray  you  to  God  for 
Peerce, 
As  Peerce  can  pinch,  it  out  for  him  and  yoo. 
And  if  you  haue  a  Paterno&ter  spare 
Tben  shal  you  pray,  for  Saylers  (God  them  sod 
Morę  mind  of  him,  when'as  they  come  to  laode. 
For  towarde  shipwracke,  many  men  can  piay) 
That  they  once  learne,  to  speake  without  a  lye. 
And  meane  good  faitb,  without  bUspbeming  othes; 
Tbat  they  forget,  to  steale  bom  euery  Irt^t, 
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And  for  to  forge^  hlte  cockcts,  free  to  pa^sei 
Tbat  manuere  make  them  giue  their  betten  place, 
And  V8e  good  words,  though  deeds  be  notbing  gay. 

But  here  me  thinks,  my  priests  begin  to  frowne. 
And  8a)r,  tbat  thas  tbey  shal  be  ouerchargde, 
To  pray  for  al,  whicb  seme  to  do  amisse : 
M^nd  one  I  heare,  morę  saacie  than  Ibe  rest, 
^lyhich  asketh  me,  when  sbal  our  pray  era  end? 

I  tell  tbee  (priest)  when  shoomakers  make  sfaoes, 
That  are  wel  sowed,  with  neuer  a  stitcb  amisse, 
And  Tse  no  enfte,  in  vttring  of  tbe  same : 
When  Tayłoure  steele,  no  ntufSe  from  gentlemen, 
When  Tannera  are,  with  Corriers  wel  agreede,  > 
And  both  so  dresse  their  hydes,  that  we  go  dryc 
When  Cutlers  leaue,  to  sel  old  rastie  blades. 
And  hlde  no  crackes,  with  Roder  nor  deceit: 
When  tinkers  make,  no  morę  holes  than  tbey 

founde,  [worke, 

When  thatchen  thinke,  their  wa^t  woru  their 
When  coUien  put  no  dnit  tnto  their  sacks, 
When  maltemen  make,  ti  drink  no  firmentie, 
When  Dayie  Diker  diggs,  and  dalliei  not, 
When  fmitbes  shoo  borses,a8  tbey  would  be  fhod, 
When  millers,  toU  not  with  a  golden  thumbe, 
When  bakert  make,  not  barme  beare  price  of 

wheat, 
When  breweri  pat,  no  bagage  in  thetr  beere, 
When  batchen  blowe,  not  oner  al  their  fleshe^ 
When  horsecorsert,  beguile  no  friendes  with  Jades, 
When  weaners  weight,  is  foood  in  huswioef  web. 
(But  why  dwel  1,  no  loug  among  thete  lowts^) 

When  mercert  make,  morę  bones  to  swere  and 

lye, 
When  Tintnert  miz,  no  water  witb  their  winę, 
When  printers  passe,  nonę  errours  i  o  their  bookes, 
Wben  batters  Tse,  to  bye  nonę  olde  cast  robes. 
When  goldsmithes    get,  no  gaines    by  sodred 

crownes, 
When  Tpholsters,  sel  fethers  withont  dust, 
When  pewterers,  infect  no  tin  with  leade, 
When  drapers  draw,  no  gaines  by  giuing  day, 
When  perchmentiers,  put  in  no  ferret  silke, 
When  Sargeons  heale,  al  wounds  witbout  delay. 
(Tush  these  are  tdys,  but  yet  my  glas  sheweth  al.) 

When  puirejrours,  prooide  not  for  themselues, 
When  Takers,  take  no  brybes,  nor  Tse  no  brags, 
When  custumers,  conoeale  no  covine  v9de, 
When  Searchers  see^  al  comers  in  a  shippe, 
(And  spie  no  pens  by  any  sight  tbey  see) 
When  shriTes  do  seme,  al  processe  as  they  ought, 
.When  baylifes  strain, nonę  otber  tbing  but  strays, 
When  auditours,  their  counters  cannot  change^ 
When  proude  surueyours,  take  no  parting  pens^ 
When  siluer  sticks  rot  on  the  Tellera  fingera. 
And  when  receiuersi  pay  as  they  receiue, 
When  a)  these  folke,  haue  qnite  forgotten  fraude. 
WAgaine  (my  priests)  a  little  by  your  leaue) 
rWhen  Sicophants,  can  finde  no  place  in  courte, 
jBat  are  espied,  for  Ecchoes,  as  they  are, 
When  roysters  ruffle  not  abone  their  nile, 
Norooloor  crafte,  by  sweariog  precious  cotes: 
When  Fencers  fees^  are  like  to  apes  rewards, 
A  peece  of  breade,  and  therwithal  a  bobbe 
When  Lais  liues,  not  Uke  a  ladies  peare, 
Mor  Tseth  art,  in  dying  of  hir  beare. 
When  al  these  thinges,  are  ordred  as  they  ought, 

Aq4  He  tiianMl«ef|  withio  mj  |l»iie  ef  8t«d»i 


Enen  then  (my  priests)  may  yoa  make  bolyday 
And  pray  no  morę  but  ordinarie  prayers. 

And  yet  therin,  I  pray  you  (my  good  priests)  A 

Pray  stil  for  me,  and  for  my  Glasse  of  steele  I 

That  it  (nor  L)  do  any  minde  offend,  I 

Bycause  we  sbew,  all  coloura  in  their  kindei  \ 
And  pray  for  m^,  that  (sińce  my  hap  is  such  I 

To  see  men  so)  I  may  perceiue  myselfe.  J 

0  worthy  words,  to  end  my  worthlesse  Tcrse,  / 
Pray  for  me  Priests,  I  pray  you  pray  for  me*  ; 

nMit. 
Tam  Marti^  ^mm  Mercurio,  ^ 

BPIŁOGUS. 

Ałas  (my  lord)  my  hast  was  al  to  hote 

1  sbut  my  glasse,  before  you  gasde  jrour  fili. 
And  at  a  glimse,  my  seely  selfe  haue  spied, 
A  strenger  trowpe,  than  any  yet  were  sene; 
Behold  (my  lorde)  what  monsters  muster  here« 
With  Angels  foce,  and  harmefull  helish  harts,   ^ 
With  smyling  lookes,and  depe  deoeitfull  thoughts, 
With  tender  skinnes,  and  stony  crnel  mindes, 
With  stealing  steppes,  yet  forward  feete  to  fraude. 
Behold,  behold,  tbey  neuer  stand  content, 

With  God,  with  kinde,  with  any  help  of  Arte, 
But  curie  their  locks,  with  bodkins  aiid  with  braids. 
But  dye  their  heara,  with  sundry  subtill  sleights^ 
Bat  paint  and  slicke,  tjl  foyrest  foce  be  foule. 
But  bumbast,  bolster,  frisle,  and  perfome: 
They  roarre  with  muske,  the  balm  which  naturę 
And  dig  for  death,  in  dellicatest  dishes.      [madę, 
The  yonger  sorte,  come  pypiog  on  apace, 
In  wbistles  madę  of  fine  enticing  wood, 
Til  they  haue  caught,the  birds  for  whom  they 
The  elder  sorte,  go  stately  stalking  on,     [bryded. 
And  on  their  backs,  they  beare  both  land  and  fee,' 
Castles  and  towres,  revenewes  and  receits, 
I/>rdship8,  and  manoura,  fines,  yea  formes  and  al. 
What  ńould  these  be?  (speake  you  my  lonely 

lord) 
Tbey  be  not  men:  for  why?  they  haue  no  beards.  1 
They  be  no  boyes,  which,  weare  such  side  long  / 

gowns. 
Tbey  ^  no  Gods,  for  al  their  gallant  gloase. 
They  be  no  diuels  (I  trow)  which  seeme  so 

saintisb.  \ 

What  be  they  ?  women  ?  masking  in  mens  weedesl 
With  dutchkin  dublets,  and  with  ierkins  iaggde?  1 
Witb  Spanish  spangs,  and  ruffes  fet  out  of  Franoel 
With  high  copt  hattes,  and  fethen  flaunt  a  flauntw 
They  be  so  surę  euen  Wo  to  Men  in  dede.  ' 

Nay  then  (my  lorde)  let  sbut  the  glasse  apaoe. 
High  time  it  were,  for  my  porę  Muse  to  winkę, 
Since  al  the  bands,  al  paper,  pen,  and  inkę, 
Which  euer  yet,  this  wretched  world  possest, 
Cannot  describe,  this  Sex  in  colours  dewe. 
No,  no  (my  Lorde)  we  gased  haue  inough, 
(And  I  too  much,  Ood  pardon  nie  therfore) 
Better  loke  of,  than  loke  an  ace  to  farre: 
And  better  mumme,  than  meddle  ouermuch. 
But  if  my  Glasse,  do  like  my  louely  lorde,  -  *v 
We  wil  espie,  some  sunny  Sommers  day,  \ 

To  k>ke  againe,  and  see  some  semdy  sightt*  \ 
Meane  while,  my  Muse,  right  humbly  doth  besech,^^ 
That  my  good  lorde,  accept  this  Tentrons  Terse^  ; 
Yntil  my  braines,-  my  better  stnffe  deuise. 

nMi8. 
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TffE  COMPLAYNT  OF  PHYLOMENE, 

An  Elegye  compylcd  by 

Gborgb  Gascoignb 

£6qiure 

Tam  Marti,  qaam  Mercario. 

To  the  right  honorable,  my  singuler  good  Lord, 
the  L.  Gray  of  WiltoD,  Koight  of  tbe  most  noble 
order  oftbe  Garter. 

Ryght  noble^  wben  I  bad  determined  with  my- 
self  to  write  the  Satire  before  recited  (called  the 
Steele  Glasae)  and  had  in  myne  £xordium  (by 
all^orie)  compared  my  ca&e  to  that  of  fayre  Phy- 
lomene,  abused  by  the  bloady  king  hir  brother  by 
lawę:  I  called  to  minde  tbat  twelae  or  thirtene 
yeareit  past,  1  bad  begonue  an  Elegye  or  8orrqwfull 
song,  called  the  Complainte  of  Pbylomene,  tbe 
wbich  I  began  too  deiiise  rSding  by  the  high  way 
between  Chelmisford  and  London,  and  being  ouer- 
taken  with  a  sodaine  dash  of  Raine,  I  changed  my 
oopy,  and  stroke  ouer  into  the  De  Pręfundis  which 
it  placcd  amongst  my  otber  Poesies,  leuing  tbe 
complaint  of  Pbylomene  vnfinisbed:  and  so  it  hath 
continued  euer  sińce  vntil  this  present  month  of 
April  1575,  wben  1  begonne  my  Steele  Glasse. 
And  bycause  1  baue  in  minę  £xon)ium  to  the 
Steele  Glasse,   begonne    with  the    Nightingales 
' notes:  therfore  1  bave  not  Łbought  amisse  now  to 
finish  and  pece  up  the  said  Complaint  of  Philo- 
raeup,  obseraing  ueuerthelesse  the  same  determin* 
ate  inuention  which  I  had  propounded  and  be- 
gonne (as  it  is  saide)  twelue  yeeres  nowe  past. 
The  wbicb  I  presume  with  the  rest  to  present  vnto 
your  honor,  notluug  doabting  but  tbe  same  w  ii  ac- 
cept  my  good  entente  therin.  And  I  inrder  besecbe 
that  your  lordsbip  wil  Toutsafe  in  reading  therof, 
to  gesse  (by  change  of  style)  where  tbe  renewing 
<ń  the  Yerse  may  bee  most  apparantly  thought  to 
begin.    I  wil  no  furder  trouble  your  honor  with 
these  rude  Hnes,  but  besech  oftbe  Almightie  long 
to  preserue  you  to  his  pleasure.    From  my  porę 
house  in   Walkamstowe  the  8ixtenth   of   April 
1575. 

Your  L.  boundcn  and  most  assured 

George  Gascoigne. 

PHILOMENE 

In  sweet  April,  the  messenger  to  May 

When  hoonie  drops,  do  melt  in  golden  showres, 

Wben  euery  byrde,  records  hir  louers  lay, 

And  western  windes,  do  foster  forth  our  floures, 

Late  in  an  euen,  I  walked  out  alone, 

To  heare  the  descant  of  the  Nightingale, 

And  as  I  stoode,  1  heard  hir  make  great  moane, 

Waymenting  much,  and  tlius  she  tolde  hir  tale. 

Tbese  thriftlcs  birds  (quoŁh  she)  which  spend  the 

day, 
In  nedlesse  notes,  and  chnunt  withouten  skil, 
Are  costly  kept,  and  finely  fedde  al  way 
With  daintie  foode,  therof  they  feede  their  fil. 
But  I  whicb  spend,  the  darke  and  dreadfiil  iiight, 
In  watcb  and  ward,  when  those  birds  take  their 

rest, 
Forpine  my  selfe,  that  Louers  might  delight, 
To  heare  the  notes,  which  breake  out  of  my  breste. 
I  leade  a  life,  to  please  the  Louers  minde, 
(And  tbougb  god  wot,  my  foode  be  light  of  chaige, 
Yet  seely  soule,  tbat  can  no  fauour  finde) 
I  begge  my  breade,  and  ^e  for  seedes  At  laige. 


The  Throstle  she^  which  makes  the  wood  to  riof 
With  shryching  lowde,  tbat  lothsome  is  to  beaiti 
Is  costly  kept,  in  case:  (O  wondroustfaiDg) 
The  Mauis  ckc,  whoae  notes  are  notbing  deut, 
Now  in  good  sootb  (qiioth  sbe)  sometimes  1  wept 
To  see  Tom  Tyttimouse,  so  much  set  by. 
Tbe  Finche,^which  singeth  neuer  a  notę  bat  pe^ 
U  fedde  aswel,  nay  betti-r  faire  than  I. 
The  Lennet  and  the  Larke,  they  sing  alofte, 
And  coumpted  ara,  as  Lordes  in  high  degree. 
Tbe  Brandłet  saitb,  for  singing  sweete  and  softe, 
(In  hir  conceit)  there  is  nonę  sucb  as  sbe. 
Canara  byrds,  come  in  to  beare  the  beli. 
And  GoUifinches,  do  bope  to  get  tbe  gole: 
The  tatling  Awbe  doth  please  some  fancie  wd, 
And  some  like  best,  the  byrde  as  Blacke  as  011I& 
And  yet  could  I,  if  so  it  were  my  mindf , 
For  barmony,  set  al  these  babes  to  schol^ 
Aud  sing  such  notes,  as  might  in  euery  kinde 
Disgrace  tbem  quight,  and  make  their  conge 
But  should  1  so  ?  no  no  so  wil  I  not  [coole. 

Let  brutish  beasts,  heare  sucb  brute  birds  as  Lima 
(For  like  to  like,  tbe  prouerbe  saitb  I  wot) 
And  should  1  tben,  my  cunning  skil  diftclose? 
For  sucb  vnkinde,  as  let  the  cukowe  flye, 
To  Bucke  minę  eggs,  wbiles  I  sit  in  tbe  tbicke? 
And  ratber  praise,  the  cbattring  of  a  pye, 
Than  hir  that  sings,  with  brest  against  a  prieke? 
Nay  let  tbem  go,  to  markę  tbe  cuckowes  taike, 
The  iangUng  Jay,  for  that  becomes  tbem  wd. 
And  in  the  silent  night  then  let  tbem  walkę, 
To  heare  the  Owle,'faow  sbe  doth  sbryche  sod  ycL 
And  from  henceforth,  I  will  no  morę  constrainc 
My  pleasant  Toice,  to  souode,  at  their  nąoesL 
But  shrowd  my  selfe,  in  darkesomc  oiyht  sod 

raine, 
And  learne  to  cowchc,  ful  close  upon  my  aeaaL 
Yet  if  1  cbaance,  at  aily  time  (percase) 
To  sing  a  notę,  or  twaine  for  my  disportę, 
It  shal  be  done,  in  some  such  sccret  place, 
That  fewe  or  nonę,  may  thennato  rcsorte. 
These  flatterers,  (in  loue)  which  falshood  mewę, 
Not  once  aproch,  to  heare  my  pleasant  song 
But  such  as  true,  and  stediast  loners  bene, 
Let  them  come  neare,  for  else  they  do  me  wtotj. 
And  as  I  gesse,  not  many  miles  from  heocc, 
There  sUuds  a  squire,  with  pangs  of  sorrowpiea. 
For  whom  I  dare,  auowe  (in  his  defence) 
He  is  as  true,  (in  Loue)  as  is  the  best. 

Him  wil  1  cheare,  with  cbannting  al  thi«  "'««= 
And  with  that  word,  she  gan  to  cicare  hir  tJm»» 
But  such  a  liuely  song  (now  by  this  ligW) 
Yet  neuer  hearde  I  such  another  notę. 
It  was  (thought  me)  so  pleasant  and  so  pls»»f 
Orpbseus  harpe,  was  neyer  halfc  so  siweete, 
Tereu,  Tereu,  and  thus  sbe  gan  to  pl>'"^ 
Most  piteomdy,  which  madę  my  hart  to  giw* 
Hir  second  notę,  was  fy,  fy,  fyt  fy>  v» 
And  tbat  she  did,  in  pleasant  wise  repeate, 
With  sweete  reports,  of  heauenlie  hiim»onia. 
But  yet  it  seemd,  hir  gripes  of  gńefe  *««  ^ 
For  when  she  had,  so  soong  and  tak«ł  brw»» 
Then  should  you  heare,  hir  beauy  bf^f  *T^' 
As  though  it  had  bene,  ouercome  «f«*J\r7^ 
And  yet  alwayes,  in  euery  sigh  and  wł**! 
She  shewed  great  skil,  for  Umes  of  ^««*'"T^ 
Hir  Jug,  Jug,  Jug,  (in  griefe)  had  wch  8f*^ 
Then  stinted  she,  as  if  ber  song  were  donc. 
And  ere  that  past,  not  fol  a  fuHoog  ^<^> 
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tbe  gan  againe,  in  melodie  to  nielt,      , 

ind  many  a  notCf  she  warbled  wondrous  wel. 

fet  can  1  not  (aithougfa  my  hart  should  swelt) 

temember  al,  which  hir  sweete  tong  did  tel^ 

lot  one  strange  notę,  I  noted  with  the  rest 

Lnd  that  said  thus:  Nemests,  Nemesis, 

The  which  me  thoagbt,  came  boldly  Arom  hir 

brest, 
Uthoughsheblamde,  (therby)  somethingamisse. 
Ihort  tale  to  make,  hir  singing  sounded  so, 
Lnd  pleasde  minę  eares,  with  such  yarietie, 
rhat  (qnite  /orgetting  all  the  wearie  wo, 
Vhich  I  my  selfe  felt  in  my  fantasie) 

■toodc  astoynde,  and  yei  therwith  content, 
Vishing  in  hart  that  (sińce  1  might  adoante, 
)f  al  hir  speech  to  knowe  the  plaine  entent, 
Vkich  grace  hir8elfe,or  eise  the  Gods  did  graunt) 

might  therwitbft  one  furder  fauor  craue, 
To  vnderstand,  what  hir  swete  notes  might  meane. 
ind  in  that  thought,  (my  whole  desire  to  baoe) 

fell  on  sleepe,  as  I  on  staffe  did  leane. 
Lnd  in  my  slomber,  had  1  such  a  sight, 
Ls  yet  to  tbink  theron  doth  glad  my  minde. 
kfethought  I  sawe  a  der  ling  of  delight. 
i  stately  Nimph,  a  damę  of  heauenly  kinde, 
Vhose  ^ittring  gife>  so  giimsed  in  minę  eyes, 
U  (yet)  1  not,  what  proper  hew  it  bare, 
9e  therewitbaJ,  my  wits  can  wel  deaise. 
To  wbom  I  might  hir  louely  lookes  compare. 
Uli  tnieth  to  tel,  (for  al  hir  smyling  cheere) 
»he  cast  sometimcs,  a  grieuous  frowning  glance, 
\i  wbo  would  say :  by  this  it  may  appeore, 
That  iu6t  reuenge,  is  prest  for  euery  chance. 
n  hir  right  band,  (which  t*  and  fro  did  shake) 
Ihe  bare  a  skourge,  with  many  a  knottie  atring, 
Ind  in  ber  left,  a  snaffle  Bit  or  brake, 
^bost  with  gold,  and  many  a  gingling  ring: 
Iłie  came  apace,  and  stately  did  she  stay, 
kud  whiles  !  seemd,  amazed  very  much, 
rhe  courteous  damę,  these  words  to  me  did  say: 
!ir  Squire  (qaoth  she)  sińce  thy  desire  is  such. 
To  vnderstande,  the  notes  of  Phylomene, 
Por  8o  she  hight,  wbom  thou  calst  Nightingałe) 
Lnd  what  the  sound,  of  eaery  noŁe  might  menne, 
>iue  eare  a  wliile^and  hearken  to  my  tale. 
rhe  Gods  are  good,  they  beare  the  harty  prayers, 
>f  sach  as  craue  without  a  craftie  wil, 
^ith  foMOT  cke,  they  furder  such  afiaires, 
is  tende  to  good,  and  meane  to  do  nonę  ii. 
knd  sińce  thy  words,  were  grounded  on  desire, 
Vherby  much  good,  and  iittle  harme  can  growe, 
rhey  graunted  haue,  the  thing  thou  didst  reąuire, 
knd  louingly,  haue  sent  me  here  by  Iowę, 
To  paraphrase,  the  piteous  pleasant  notes, 
^ich  Phylomene,  doth  darkely  spend  in  spring, 
''or  he  that  wel,  Dan  Nasoes  verses  notes, 
!hal  find  my  words  to  be  no  fained  thing. 
riue  eare  (Sir  Squire  quoth  she)  and  I  wil  tel 
k>th  what  she  was,  and  how  hir  fortnnes  fel. 

TUB  FABŁB  OF  PHIŁOMBŁA. 

Ih  Athens  reignde  somtimes 
L  king  of  worthy  famę, 

Who  kept  in  courte  a  stately  traine, 
*andyon  was  his  name. 

And  had  the  Gods  him  giuen» 
io  bolly  breade  of  happe, 

(1  meaaeauch  fruts  as  make  men  thinka 
[*h«»y  sit  in  fortunes  lappe) 

VOIk  II. 


Tben  had  his  golden  giftes, 
Lyen  dead  with  him  in  toomhe 

Ne  but  himselfe  had  nonę  endurde, 
The  daunger  of  his  doome. 

But  smyling  lucke,  bewitcbt, 
This  peerelesse  Prince  to  thinke, 

That  poy^on  cannotbe  conueyde 
In  draughts  of  pleasant  drinke. 

And  kinde  became  so  kind, 
That  he  two  daughters  ha- i, 

Of  bewtie  such  and  so  woli  giuen> 
As  mado  thcir  iather  gladde. 

See:  sec:  how  highest  harmes. 
Do  lurk  in  ripest  joyes, 

How  couertly  doth  sorow  shrowOe, 
In  trymmest  worldely  toyes. 

These  ieweis  of  his  ioy, 
Became  his  cause  of  eare, 

And  beawtte  was  the  guileful  bayte, 
Which  caught  their  liues  in  Snape. 

For  Tereus,  Lord  of  Thrace, 
Bycause  he  came  of  kings, 

(So  weddings  madę  for  woridly  weltK 
Do  seme  triumphant  tbings) 

Was  thought  a  worthy  matche, 
Pandyons  heire  to  wedde: 

Whose  eldest  daughter  chosen  wat. 
Tu  serue  this  king  in  bedde. 

That  Tirgine  Progoe  hight. 
And  she  by  wbom  I  meane. 

To  tell  this  woful  Tragedie, 
Was  called  Phylomene. 

The  wedding  rytes  performde, 
The  feasting  done  and  past. 

To  Thrace  with  his  new  wedded  spouse 
He  turneth  at  the  last. 

Where  many  dayes  in  mirtb. 
And  iolytie  they  speot, 

Both  satisfied  with  deepe  delight, 
And  cloyde  with  al  content. 

At  last  the  damę  desirde 
Hir  sistcr  for  to  see, 

Such  coles  of  kindely  loue  did  seme 
With  i n  hir  brest  to  be. 

She  praies  hir  T^rde,  of  grace, 
He  grauilts  to  hir  reąuest, 

And  boist  vp  saife,  to  seke  the  coaste, 
Where  Phylomene  doth  rest, 

He  past  the  foming  seas. 
And  findes  the  pleasant  porte, 

Of  Athens  towne,  which  guided  him 
To  king  Pandyons  court, 

There,  (louingly  receiude. 
And)  welcomde  by  the  king, 

He  shewde  the  cause,  which  thither  tben 
Did  his  ambassade  bring. 

His  father  him  embrast. 
His  sister  kist  his  cheeke, 

In  al  the  court  his  comming  wat 
Reioyst  of  euerie  Greeke. 
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Oh  see  tfae  sweete  deoeit, 
'Which  blindeth  worldly  wits. 

How  commoa  peoples  loue  by  lumpes, 
And  fancie  comes  by  fiU. 

The  fbe  ia  friendly  wise, 
Is  many  timcs  embraste, 

And  he  which  meanes  most  faith  and  troŁh 
By  grudging  is  disgrast. 

Fair  Phylomene  came  forth  ' 
In*comely  garments  cladde, 

As  one  whom  newes  of  si^ters  belŁh 
Had  moued  to  be  gladde. 

Or  womans  wil  (perhappes) 
Eiiflamde  hir  haughtie  harte, 

To  get  morę  grace  by  crimes  of  cost. 
And  prinake  out  hir  parte. 

• 

Whom  he  no  sooner  sawe 
(I  meane  this  Thracian  prince) 

But  streight  therwith  bis  fancies  fiime 
Ali  reason  did  conuince. 

And  as  the  blazing  bronde, 
Might  kindle  roŁten  reeds: 

Euen  so  hir  looke  a  secret  flame, 
Within  his  bosome  breedes. 

He  thinkes  al  leysnre  long 
Til  he  (with  hir)  were  gone. 

And  hir  he  makes  to  moue  the  mirtb, 
Which  after  mado  hir  monę. 

Loue  madę  him  eloquent 
And  if  he  craude  too  much, 

He  thcn  excu8de  him  selfe,  and  satdc 
That  Prognes  words  were  sucb. 

His  teares  confirmed  all 
Teares:  like  to  sisters  teares, 

As  who  shuld  say  by  tbese  few  drops 
Thy  sisters  griefe  appeares. 

So  finely  could  he  faiae, 
That  wickednesse  seemde  wit. 

And  by  the  lawde  of  his  pretence. 
His  lewdnesse  was  acquit. 

Yea  Phylomene  set  forth 
The  force  of  his  reque8t, 

And  cravde  (with  stgbes)  hiv  fathers  leaue 
To  be  hi  r  sisters  guest. 

And  hoong  about  bis  necke 
And  collingly  him  kist,  * 

And  for  hir  weith  did  seke  the  woe 
Wherof  she  little  wist. 

Meane  time  stoode  Tereus, 
Beholding  their  affectes, 

And  madę  these  pricks  for  his  desire 
A  spnrre  in  all  respects. 

And  wisht  himselfe  hir  sire, 
When  she  hir  sire  embrast. 

For  neither  kith  nor  kin  could  then 
Haue  madę  his  meaning  chast. 

The  Grecian  king  had  not 
The  powre  for  to  denay. 

His  own  deare  child,  and  sonnc  in  lawę 
The  tbing  that  both  did  pray. 


And  do«|ne  his  daoghter  fiUlea, 
To  thanke  him  on  hir  knee, 

Siipposing  that  for  good  mtcceue^ 
Which  hardest  happe  must  be. 

But  (teast  my  tale  seeme  long) 
Their  shipping  is  preparde: 

And  to  tf)e  shore  this  aged  Greeke, 
Ful  priocely  did  them  guard. 

There  (melting  into  monę) 
He  vsde  this  parting  speech : 

Daughter  (quoth  he)  yoa  haue  desire 
Your  sisters  courtto  seech. 

• 

Vonr  sister  seemes  likewise, 
Your  companie  to  craue, 

That  craue  you  both,  and  Tereas  heie 
The  selfe  same  thińg  would  haae. 

Ne  coulde  I  morę  withstande 
So  many  deepe  desire*. 

But  this  (quoth  he)  remember  al 
Your  father  you  reqnires. 

And  thec  (my  sonne  of  Thrace) 
I  constantly  coniure, 

By  faith,  by  kin,  by  meni  by  gods. 
And  all  that  seemeth  surę, 

That  father  like  thou  fende 
My  daughter  deare  from  scathe. 

And  (since  I  counte  al  leasure  long) 
Returne  hir  to  me  rathe. 

And  thou  my  Phylomene, 
(Suoth  be)  come  soone  agalne, 

Thy  sisters  absence  puts  thy  syre. 
To  too  much  priuie  paine. 

Herę  with  he  kist  hir  cbeeke. 
And  sent  a  second  kisse 

For  Progne's  part,  and  (bathde  witb  teaies) 
His  daughter  doth  he  blisae. 

And  tooke  the  Thracyana  band 
For  token  of  his  truth, 

Who  rather  hiught  his  teares  to  scom, 
Than  wept  with  him  for  ruth. 

The  sayles  are  fuUy  spredde. 
And  winds  did  serue  at  will, 

And  forth  thia  traitour  king  conueiet 
His  praie  in  prison  still. 

Ne  could  the  Barbrous  bloud, 
Conceale  his  filthy  fyre, 

Hey :  Yictorie  (quoth  be)  my  sbtppe 
Is  fraught  with  my  desire. 

Whcrewith  he  fixt  his  eyes, 
Yppon  hir  fearefull  &ce. 

And  stil  behelde  hir  gestures  all. 
And  all  hirgicames  of  grace. 

Ne  could  he  loke  a  side 
But  like  the  cruel  catte 

Which  gloating  casteth  many  a  g!aiioc 
Vpon  the  selly  ratte. 

Why  bold  I  long  discourae  ? 
They  now  are  come  on  lande. 

And  forth  the  ship  the  feareful  wenche 
He  leadeth  by  the  hande 
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Vnto  a  selly  shrowde, 
L  sheepecote  closely  builte 

Amid  the.woodds,  where  many«  lamb 
[*heir  {puiltlesse  bloud  had  spilte. 

Th«re  (like  a  lambe)  ahe  stoode, 
Vnd-  aakte  \i'ith  trimbling  Toice, 

Where  Progne  was,  who  only  sight 
)f  ight  make  hir  to  reioyoe, 

Wberewith  this  cayŁife  king  * 

Bis  lust  in  lewdnesse  lapt. 

And  with  bis  fitthy  fraude  ful  fiut 
rbis  aimple  mayde  entrapt. 

And  forth  be  floong  Uie  raines 
Vnbridling  blinde  desire. 

And  ment  of  hir  chasi  minde  to  make 
A  fewel  for  bis  fire. 

And  al  alone  (alone) 
With  force  he  hir  supprest. 

And  madę  hir  yelde  the  wicked  weede 
Whose  flowre  he  liked  bebt. 

What  conld  tbe  rirgine  doe? 
She  conid  not  runne  away, 

Whose  forward  feete,  his  hanofutt  hands 
With  furious  force  did  stay. 

Alas  what  shoald  she  figbt  ? 
Fewe  women  win  by  fight: 

llir  weapons  were  but  weake  (God  knows) 
And  he  was  much  of  might. 

1t  booted  not  to  crie, 
Since  helpe  was  not  at  hande. 

And  still  befbre  hir  fieareful  &c(*, 
Hir  cruei  foe  did  stande. 

And  yet  she  (weeping  cride) 
Yppon  her  sisters  na  me, 

Hir  fathers,  and  hir  brothers,  oh; 
Who  facte  did  foyle  ber  feme. 

And  on  the  Gods  she  calde. 
For  helpe  in  hir  disŁresee, 

Bat  al  in  vaine  he  wrought  his  wil 
Whose  lust  was  not  the  lesse. 

The  fikfaie  facte  once  done, 
He  gaue  hir  leaue  to  greete, 

And  tbere  she  sat  much  like  a  hjrde 
New  scapte  from  falcons  feete. 

Whose  blood  embnies  hir  selfe, 
And  sitts  in  sorrie  plight, 

Ne  dare  she  proine  hir  plumes  again, 
But  feares  a  second  flight. 

At  last  when  hart  came  homci 
I>ischeveld  as  she  sate, 

With  hands  Tphelde,  she  tried  hir  tongue^ 
To  wreako  hir  woful  state. 

O  Barforous  blood  (ąnoth  she) 
By  Barbarous  deeds  disgrast, 

Conld  no  kinde  coale,  nor  pitties  sparke, 
Within  thy  hrest  be  piastę? 

Could  not  my  fathers  hests 
Nor  my  most  ruthful  teares, 

My  maydenhoode,  nor  thine  owne  yoke, 
Affright  thy  minde  with  feares? 


Could  not  my  sisters  loue 
Once  ąuench  thy  fiithy  lust? 

Thou  foilst  us  al,  and  eke  thy  selfe, 
,We  grievd,  and  thou  vnjust. 

By  thee  I  have  defilde 
My  dearest  sisters  bedde 

By  thee  I  compte  the  life  but  lost, 
Which  too  too  long  I  ledde. 

By  tltee  (thou  Btgamus) 
Our  fathers  gńefe  must  gro  we, 

Who  daughters  twain  (and  two  too  much) 
Vppon  thee  did  bestowe. 

But  siRce  my  fault,  thy  fiicte. 
My  fathers  just  pfFence, 

My  sisters  wrong,  with  my  reproche, 
I  cannot  so  dispence. 

If  any  Gods  be  good 
If  right  in  heauen  do  raigne, 

If  right  or  wrong  may  msike  reuenge^ 
Tbou  shalt  be  paid  againe. 

And  (wicked)  do  thy  wurst, 
Thou  canst  no  morę  but  kil : 

And  oh>that  death  (before  this  gil  te) 
Had  ouiercome  my  will. 

Then  might  my  soule  beneath^ 
Haue  trinmpht  yet  and  saide, 

That  though  I  died  discontent,  t 

I  livde  and  dide  a  mayde. 

Herewith  hir  swelling  sobbes, 
Did  tie  hir  tong  from  talke. 

Wbiłeś  yet  the  Thracian  tyrant  there 
To  heare  these  words  did  walkę. 

And  skornefully  he  cast 
At  hir  a  frowning  glaunce, 

Which  madę  the  mayde  to  striue  for  spech. 
And  stertling  from  hir  traunce, 

I  wil  reuengc  (quoth  she) 
For  here  I  shake  off  shame. 

And  wil  (my  selfe)  bewray  this  facte 
Therby  to  foile  thy  famę. 

Amidde  the  thickest  throngs 
(If  I  haue  leaue  to  go) 

I  will  pronounce  this  bloudic  deede. 
And  blotte  thine  honor  so. 


If  I  in  deserts  dwel, 
The  woods,  my  words  sbal  heare, 

The  holts,  the  hilles,  the  craggie  rocks, 
Shall  witnesse  with  me  beare.    - 

I  wil  so  fil  the  ayre 
With  noyse  of  this  thine  acte, 

That  gods  and  men  in  heauen  and  earth 
Sbal  notę  the  naughtie  facte. 

These  words  amazde  the  king, 
Conscience  with  choller  stiraue, 

But  ragę  so  rackte  his  restles  thonght, 
That  now  he  gan  to  raue. 

And  firom  his  sheath  a  kniie 
Ful  despratly  he  drewes, 

Wherwith  he  cnt  the  guiltlesse  tong 
Out  of  hir  tender  jawes. 


664 


6ASC0IGNE'S  POfiMŚ. 


The  tong  tbat  rubde  his  gali, 
The  tODg  that  tolde  but  truthe, 

The  tong  that  movde  him  to  be  mad. 
And  shoald  have  moued  ruth. 

And  from  his  band  with  spight 
This  trustie  tongue  he  caf  t, 

Whose  roote,  and  it  (to  wreake  this  wrong) 
I>id  wagge  yet  wondrous  fest. 

So  stirres  tbe  serpents  taile 
When  it  is  cut  in  twaine. 

And  so  it  seetnes  tbat  weakest  willes, 
(By  words)  woald  ease  their  paine. 

I  blush  to  tell  this  tale, 
But  Bure  best  books  say  this: 

That  yet  the  bntcher  did  not  blosh 
fiir  bloudy  mouth  to  kiase. 

And  ofte  hir  bulkę  embrast, 
And  ofter  quencht  tbe  fire» 

Which  kindled  bad  the  furnace  first, 
Within  bis  foule  desire. 

Nor  herewithal  cootent. 
To  Progne  bome  be  came, 

Wbo  askt  him  streight  of  Philomene: 
He  (iaigning  griefe  of  gamę) 

Brust  out  in  bitter  teares. 
And  sayde  the  damę  was  dead. 

And  falsly  tolde  wbat  wery  life 
Hir  fotber  (for  hir)  ledde. 

Tbe  Thracian  3ueene  cast  oflf 
Hir  gold,  and  gorgeoos  weede. 

And  drest  in  dole,  bewailde  ber  death 
Whom  she  thought  dead  in  deede. 

A  sepulchre  she  builds 
(But  for  a  liuing  corse) 

And  prajde  the  gods  on  sisters  soule 
To  take  a  i  ust  remorse: 

And  offred  sacrifice, 
To  all  the  powers  aboue. 

Ah  traiterous  Thraciau  Tereus, 
This  was  true  force  of  loue. 

The  heauens  had  whirle  aboute 
Twelue  yeeres  in  order  due 

And  twelue  times  euery  flowre  and  plant, 
Their  liueries  did  renew, 

Whiles  Philomene  fuli  close 
In  shepcote  stil  was  clapt, 

Enfurst  to  bidę  by  stoni&walles 
Which  fest  (io  hołd)  hir  kapt. 

And  as  those  tkalles  forbadde 
Hir  feete  by  flight  to  scape, 

So  was  hir  tong,  by  knife,  restrainde> 
l^or  to  reueale  this  rape. 

No  remedie  remaynde. 
But  mely  womens  witte, 

Which  sodainly  in  ąueintest  chance, 
Can  best  itselfe  acąuit. 

And  Mi  serie  amongst 
Tenne  thousand  mischieucs  moe^ 

Leame9  połlicie  in  practisca, 
As  proofe  makes  men  to  knowe. 


Witli  curious  needle  worki^, 
A  garment  gan  she  make, 
•  Wiierin  she  wrote  wbat  bale  she  boJe, 
And  al  for  bewties  sake. 

This  garment  gan  she  ginę 
7*0  trustie  seruants  hande, 

Wbo  streight  conueid  it  to  the  queeD 
Of  Thracian  Tirants  lande. 

When  Proghc  red  the  writ, 
(A  wondrous  tale  to  tell) 

She  kept  it  close:  thougfa  malice  madę 
Hir  yenging  hart  to  swełl. 

And  did  deferre  tbe  deede, 
Til  time  and  place  might  serue, 

But  in  bir  minde  a  sharpe  reuenge, 
She  foUy  did  reserue. 

0  silence  seldome  seene, 
Tbe  women  counsell  keepe, 

The  cause  was  this,  she  wakt  hir  wits 
And  lullde  hir  tong  on  sleepe. 

1  speake  against  my  lez, 
So  haue  I  done  before, 

But  truth  is  truth,  and  muste  be  tolde 
Thougb  daunger  keepe  the  doie. 

The  thtrde  yeres  rytes  renewed, 
Which  Bacchus  to  belong, 

And  in  that  night  the  queene  prepare* 
Reuenge  for  al  hir  wrongs. 

She  (girt  in  Bacchus  gite) 
With  sworde  hir  selfe  doth  arme, 

With  wreathes  of  vines  about  hir  browet 
And  many  a  needles  channe. 

And  fbrth  in  furie  flings, 
Hir  handmaides  foliowi ng  fest, 

Yntil  with  hastie  steppes  she  founde 
The  shepcote  at  the  last. 

Tbere  bowling  out  alonde, 
As  Bacchus  priests  do  crie, 
.   Sbe  brake  tbe  dores,  and  found  tbe  place 
Where  Philomene  did  lye. 

And  toke  hir  out  by  force. 
And  drest  hir  Bacchus  like, 

And  bid  hir  fece  with  boughes  and  leaues 
Por  being  knowen  by  like. 

And  brought  hir  to  hir  bouse. 
But  when  the  wretch  it  knewe 

That  Jiow  againe  sbe  was  so  neere 
To  Tereus  untrue, 

She  trembled  oft  for  dreade 
And  lookt  like  asbes  pale. 

But  Progne  (now  in  priuie  place) 
Set  silence  al  to  sale. 

And  tooke  the  garments  off, 
Disooucring  first  hir  face, 

And  sister  like  did  louingly 
Faire  Phylomene  embrace. 

There  sbe  (by  sbame  abasht) 
Held  downe  hir  weeping  eyes, 

As  wbo  sbould  say:  Thy  rigbt  (by  me) 
Is  reft  in  wrongful  wise» 
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And  down  on  ground  she  falles, 
Which  ground  she  kist  hir  fili, 

As  witnesse  that  the  filthie  facte 
Was  done  agaiost  hir  wil. 

And  cast  hir  hands  to  heauen, 
In  steede  of  tong  to  tell, 

W  bat  riolence  the  lecher  ysde. 
And  honr  hee  did  hir  qaell. 

Wherewith  the  Sneene  brake  off 
Hir  piteoas  pearcing  plainte. 

And  sware  with  sworde  (no  teares)  to  Tenge 
For  craft  of  this  constrainte. 

Or  if  (quotb  sbe)  there  bee 
Some  otber  nieane  morę  surę, 

Mora  stearne,  morę  stoute,  than  naked  sword 
Some  mischiefe  to  procure, 

I  sweare  by  al  the  Gods, 
I  shalł  the  same  embrace. 

To  wreake  this  wrong-with  bioudie  handa 
Vppon  the  king  of  Thrace. 

Ne  will  I  spare  to  spende 
My  life  in  sisters  cause, 

In  sisters?  ah  what  said  I  wretcb? 
My  wrong  shall  leud  me  lawes. 

I  wił  the  pallace  burne, 
With  al  the  princes  pelfe, 

And  in  the  midst  of  flaming  fire, 
Wil  caste  the  king  him  selfe. 

I  wil  scrat  out  those  eyes, 
That  taoght  him  first  to  Iu8t» 

Or  teare  his  tong  from  traitors  throte. 
Oh  that  reuenge  were  iust. 

•    •    «    •    • 

Or  sleeping  let  me  seeke 
To  sende  the  soule  to  hel 

Whose  barbarous  bones  for  fiitby  force, 
Did  seeme  to  beare  the  bel. 

These  words  and  morę  in  ragę 
Pronounced  by  this  damę, 

Hir  little  sonne  came  leapiog  in 
Wbich  Itis  had  to  name. 

Whose  presence,  conld  not  please 
For  (vewing  wcU  his  face) 

Ab  wretch  (quoth  she)  how  like  his  groweth 
Vnto  his  fathers  grace» 

And  therwithal  resoKde 
A  rare  rerenge  in  dcede 

Wberon  to  thinke  (withouten  words) 
My  woful  bart  doth  bleede. 

But  wben  the  lad  lokt  vp. 
And  cheerefułły  did  smile, 

And  hong  about  his  mothers  necke 
With  easie  weight  therewhile, 

And  kist  (as  childrcn  v8e) 
His  angrie  mothers  cheeke^ 

Hir  minde  was  mo^de  to  much  rcmorce 
Aud  mad  became  ful  meeke. 

Ne  could  sbe  teares  ref rayne. 
But  wept  against  hir  will, 

Such  tender  rewth  of  innocenot, 
Qir  cra«n  moode  did  kill. 


At  last  (90  furie  wrought) 
Within  hir  brest  she  felt, 

That  too  much  pitie  madę  hir  minda 
Too  womanlike  to  melt, 

And  saw  hir  sister  sit, 
With  heany  harte  and  cheere. 

And  now  on  hir^  and  then  on  htmy 
Fuli  lowringly  did  leare, 

Into  these  words  she  horst 
(Suotb  she)  why  flatters  be? 

And  wby  agaiiie  (with  tong  cut  out) 
So  sadly  sitteth  she? 

He,  mother,  mother  calles, 
She  sister  cannot  say, 

The  one  in  eamest  doth  lament, 
That  other  whines  in  plaie. 

Pandions  linę  (ąuoth  she) 
Remember  stil  your  race, 

And  neuer  markę  the  ąubtil  shewes 
Of  any  soule  in  llirace. 

You  sbould  degenerate, 
If  right  reuenge  you  slake, 

Morę  right  reuenge  can  neuer  bee, 
Than  this  reuenge  to  make. 

Al  i II  that  may  be  thought, 
Al  mischief  vnder  skies, 

Were  pietie  compard  to  that 
Which  Tereus  did  deuise. 

She  holds  no  longer  hande. 
But  (Tygrelike)  she  toke 

The  little  boy  ful  boistrously 
Who  now  for  terror  quooke. 

• 

And  (crauing  mothers  h^lpe) 
She  (mother)  toke  a  blade, 

And  in  hir  sonnes  smal  tender  hart 
An  open  wound  sbe  madę. 

The  cruel  dede  dispatcht, 
Bet^ene  the  sisters  twaine 

They  torc  in  peces  quarterly 
The  corps  which  they  had  slaine. 

Some  part,  tbey  hoong  on  hooks, 
The  rest  they  laide  to  fire. 

And  on  the  table  caused  it. 
Be  set  before  the  fire. 

And  counterfaite  a  cause 
(As  Oreciaos  order  then) 

That  at  such  feasts  (but  onely  one) 
Tbey  roight  abide  no  men. 

He  knowing  not  their  cralte, 
Sat  downe  alone  to  eate. 

And  huogerly  his  owne  warme  bloud 
Devoured  tliere  for  meate. 

His  onersight  was  sucb, 
That  he  for  Itis  sent, 

Whose  murdered  members  in  hit  mawe, 
He  priuily  had  pent. 

No  longer  Progne  then, 
Hir  joy  of  griefe  could  hide, 

The  thing  thou  seekst,  O  wretcb,  (quoth  ibe) 
Within  tbee  doth  abide. 
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Whenrith  (he  waxing  wroŁh, 
And  searcbing  for  his  sonne) 

Came  forth  at  length,  feire  Pbilomenc 
By  whom  tbe  griefe  begonne. 

And  (clokt  in  Bacchus  copes» 
WhłTwith  she  then  was  cladde) 

In  fatbers  bosom  cąst  the  head 
Of  iŁift  selly  ladde: 

Nor  cuer  in  hirlile 
Had  morę  desire  tu  speeke, 

Tban  now :  wherby.bir  madding  mood 
Might  ai  bir  malice  wreake. 

The  Thracian  prinoe  stert  rp, 
Whosc  bart  did  boyle  in  brett, 

To  feele  tbe  foode,  and  see  the  sawce, 
Which  he  could  not  disgest. 

And  armed  (as  he  was) 
He  foUowecI  both  tbe  Greekes, 

On  whom  (by  smarte  of  sword,  and  flame) 
.  A  sbarpe  reuenge  be  sekes. 

But  when  the  heauenly  benche, 
These  bloudie  deedes  did  see. 

And  found  tkat  blond  stil  couits  blond 
And  80  nonę  ende  could  be. 

They  then  by  their  farsight 
Thougbt  noeete  to  stinte  the  strife, 

And  so  restraind  the  murdring  king, 
From  sister  and  from  wife. 

So  that  by  their  decrce,  • 
Tbe  yongest  daagbter  fledde 

In  to  the  thicks,  where  coiiertly, 
A  cloister  life  she  ledde. 

And  yet  to  ease  bir  woe, 
She  worthily  can  sing, 

And  as  tbou  bearst,  can  please  the  eares 
Of  many  men  in  spring. 

The  eldest  damę  and  wife 
A  Swallow  was  assignde, 

And  builds  in  smoky  chimney  toppes 
And  flies  against  the  windę. 

The  king  him  selfe  condemnde, 
A  Lapwing  for  to  be, 

Wbo  for  his  yong  ones  cries  alwais, 
Yet  neuer  can  them  see. 

The  lad  a  Pheasaunt  cocke 
For  his  degree  hatb  gaind, 

Whose  blouddie  plumes  deolare  the  Moud 
Wherwith  bis  foce  was  staind. 

But  there  to  tarne  my  tale, 
The  which  I  came  to^tell, 

The  yongest  damę  to  forrests  flcd, 
-And  there  is  dampnde  to  dwell. 

And  Nightingale  now  namde 
Which  (Pbilomela  higbt) 

Delights  for  feare  of  force  againe 
To  sing  alwayes  by  night. 

Bnt  when  the  sunne  to  west, 
Doth  bend  his  weerie  conrse, 

Then  Phylomene  records  the  rewthy 
Which  craueth  iust  remorte. 


And  for  hir  foremost  Dote, 
Teren,  Teren,  doth  sing, 

Complaining  stil  vppon  the  nadie 
Of  tbat  false  Thraciau  king. 

Much  like  the  cbilde  at  scbole 
With  byrchen  rodds  sore  beaten, 

If  when  he  go  to  bed  at  nigbt 
His  maister  cbauuce  to  threaten, 

In  euery  dreame  he  starts. 
And  (O  good  maister)  cries, 

£uen  so  this  byide  Tppon  tbat  nmme, 
Hir  foremost  notę  replies. 

Or  as  the  red  bi'ea8Ł  byrds, 
Whome  prettje  Merlynesliold 

Ful  fest  in  foote,  by  winters  night 
To  fende  themselues  firom  colde : 

Tbough  afterwards  the  baake. 
For  pitie  let  them  scape, 

Yet  ał  that  day,  th^  fede  in  feare. 
And  doubte  a  second  rape. 

And  in  tbe  nexter  night. 
Ful  many  times  do  cne, 

Remembring  yet  tbe  ruthfai  pligbi 
Wherein  they  late  did  lye. 

Euen  so  this  selly  byrde, 
Thougb  now  transformde  in  kinde^ 

Yet  euermore  hir  pangs  forepast, 
She  bearest  stil  in  minde. 

And  in  hir  foremost  notę, 
She  notes  that  cruel  name, 

By  whom  she  lost  hir  pleasant  »peecb 
And  foiied  was  in  fiime. 

Hir  second  notę  is  fye, 
In  Oreeke  and  Latine  phy, 

In  Englisb  fy,  and  euery  toug 
That  ener  yet  read  I. 

Which  word  declares  disdaioe, 
Or  lothsome  leying  by 

Of  any  thing  we  tast,  beare,  touche, 
Smel,  or  beholde  with  eye. 

In  tast,  phy  sheweth  some  sowre, 
in  bearing,  some  Aiscorde, 

In  touch,  some  foule  or  filtfay  toye^ 
In  smel,  some  seiit  abborde. 

In  sight,  some  lothsome  loke, 
And  euery  kind  of  waie, 

This  by  word  phy  betokneth  bad. 
And  tbinge  to  cast  away. 

80  that  it  semes  hir  will, 
Phy,  phy,  phy,  phy,  to  sing, 

Since  phy  befytceth  him  lo  weU, 
In  eoery  kind  of  thing. 

Phy  filthy  lecber  lewde, 
Phy  fiilse  Tnto  thy  wife, 

Phy  cowaid  phy,  on  womankind^ 
To  yse  thy  crud  knife. 

Phy  jfbr  tbou  wert  Tokinde, 
Phy  fierce,  and  foule  forswome, 

Phy  monster  madę  of  murdńog  Iii0tti4 
Whofe  like  wm  neuer  bonie. 
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Pby  agonyofage, . 
Pby  oaertbrowe  of  yoalb, 

Pby  mirrour  of  mischeuousneflsey 
Phy,  tipe  of  al  vutruth. 

Phy  fayning  foroed  teaies, 
Pby  forgiDjBT  fyne  ercuse, 

Phy  periury,  fy  blaspbemy, 
Pby  bed  of  ul  abuse.  • 

Tbese  phyes,  and  many  moe, 
Poor  Philomene  may  roeane. 

And  in^hir  selfe  she  findes  percase, 
Some  phy  tbat  was  yncleane. 

For  thotłgh  his  fowle  oflence, 
May  not  defended  bee, 

Hir  słster  yet,  and  she  transgrest, 
Tbou  not  so  deepe  as  he. 

His  doome  came  by  deserte, 
Tbeir  dedes  grewe  by  disdaine. 

But  men  inost  leaue  reaenge  to  Gods, 
Wbat  nrroDg  soeuer  raigne. 

Then  Progne  phy  for  tbee, 
Wbicb  kildst  thine  only  child, 

Pby  on  the  cruel  crabbed  hart 
Which  was  not  movjle  wiUi  milde. 

Phy,  phy,  thoii  close  conveydst 
A  secret  ii  rnsene, 

Where  gdod  to  keepe  in  councel  close 
Had  putrifide  thy  splene. 

Phy  on  thy  sisters  facte. 
And  phy  hir  selfe  doth  sing, 

Whos«  lack  of  tong  nerę  touebt  bir  so 
As  when  it  cotild  not  sting. 

Phy  on  us  both  ^aith  she, 
The  father  onely  faaltetl. 

And  we  (the  father  free  tberewhile) 
The  selly  sonne  assalted. 

The  next  notę  to  hir  phy 
Is  Jng,  Jiig,  Juf,  1  gesstf, 

That  might  I  leaue  to  latynists 
By  learning  to  expresse. 

Some  commentaries  raako 
About  it  much  adoe: 

If  it  sbould  only  Jugum  meane 
Or  Jusrulator  too. 

Some  think  that  Jugum  is 
The  Jug,  she  iugleth  so. 

Bat  Jugułator  is  the  word 
Tbat  doubleth  al  hir  woe. 

For  wheu  she  tbinkes  thereoo, 
She  beares  them  both  i  u  minde, 

Him  breaker  of  his  bonde  in  bed, 
•Hir>  killer  of  bir  kinde. 

*      As  fast  as  fiiries  force 
Hir  thoughts  on  him  to  thinke, 

So  fiut  hir  eon  science  choks  hir  yp^ 
And  wo  to  wrong  doth  linkę. 

At  last  (by  griefe  constrainde) 
It  boldely  breaketh  oat, 

And  makes  the  bollow  woods  to  ring 
With  Eocbo  romid  aboat. 


Hir  next  most  notę  (to  bote) 
I  neede  no  helpe  at  al, 

Por  I  my  selfe  the  partie  am 
On  wbom  she  then  doth  cali. 

She  calls  on  Nćmesis 
And  Nćmesis  am  I, 

The  Goddesse  of  al  jnst,  reaenge, 
Who  let  no  blame  go  by. 

This  bridle  bost  with  gold, 
I  beare  in  my  left  hande. 

To  holde  men  backe  in  rashest  ragę, 
Vntil  the  caose  be  scand. 

And  such  as  like  that  bttte 
And  beare  it  willingly, 

May  scape  this  scoui^  in  my  right  band 
Altbough  they  trode  awry. 

But  if  they  bold  on  head, 
Aud  scorne  to  beare  my  yoke, 

Oft  times  they  buy  the  rost  ful  deai«» 
It  smelleth  of  the  smoke. 

This  is  the  cause  (Sir  Squire 
2uoth  she)  that  Phylomene 

Doth  cal  so  much  vpon  my  name, 
She  to  my  lawes  doth  leane : 

She  feeles  a  iust  reuenge 
Of  that  which  she  hath  done, 

Constrainde  to  vse  the  day  for  night. 
And  makes  the  moone  hir  sonne. 

Ne  can  she  now  complaine, 
(Altbough  she  lost  hir  tong) 

For  sińce  that  time,  ne  yet  before, 
No  byrde  so  swetely  soong. 

That  gift  we  Gods  hir  gaue. 
To  countervaile  hir  woe, 

I  sat  on  bench  in  beaoen  my  selfe 
When  it  was  graunted  so. 

And  though  hir  foe  be  fiedde. 
But  whitber  knoweś  not  she, 

And  like  hir  selfe  transformed  eke 
A  selly  byrde  to  bee: 

On  him  this  sbatpe  renenge 
The  Gods  and  I  did  take, 

He  neither  can  beholde*bis  bfats, 
Nor  is  belovde  of  make« 

As  soone  as  coles  of  kinde 
Haue  warmed  him  to  do 

The  selly  shift  of  dewties  dole 
Which  him  belongeth  to: 

His  hen  straight  way  him  bates. 
And  flieth  ferre  him  fro, 

And  close  conueis  bir  eggs  from  him, 
As  from  hir  mortal  foe. 

As  sonę  as  she  hath  batcht, 
Hir  little  yong  ones  ranne. 

For  feare  tbeir  damę  sbould  serne  tbem  efte^ 
As  Progne  had  begonne. 

And  rounde  about  the  fielda 
The  furious  father  flies. 

To  seke  bis  sonne,  and  filles  tbe  ayrr 
With  loude  lamenting  cries. 
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^  This  lothBome  life  be  leads. 
By  our  almiehtie  dome. 

And  thus  sings  she,  where  company 
]]ut  very  stldome  come. 

Now  le  t  my  faitbful  tale 
For  fabic  shauid  be  taken, 

And  thcrevpoa  tny  coikrteaie^. 
By  thee  might  be  forsaken  : 

Remember  al  my  words, 
And  beare  them  weł  in  niinde, 

Aiid  make  tbereof  a  metaphore,. 
So  shalt  ttiou  ąuickly  finde, 

Both  profile  and  pastime^ 
Id  al  that  I  tht«  teł: 

I  knowe  thy  skill  wil  serue  therto» 
And  so  (quoth  sbe)  farewell. 

Wberewitb  (methought)  she  fiong  so  fast  away^ 
That  Kcarce  I  could,  hir  seemely  shaddow  see. 
At  last:  my  staffe  (which  was  minę  onely  stay) 
Did  slippe,  and  1,  roust  needes  awaked  be, 
Against  my  wil  did  I  (God  knowes)  awake. 
For  willingly  I  could  my  selfe  content, 
Seuen  dayes  to  sicepe  for  Philomelas  sake,  [spent 
So  that  my  sleepe  in  such  swete  tboughts  were 
But  you  my  Lord  which  reade  this  ragged  uerse, 
Forgivc  the  faults  of  my  so  sleepy  muse, 
Let  mc  the  heast  of  Nemesis  rehearse, 
For  surę  I  see,  much  sense  thereof  ensues. 
I  seenie  to  »>-ee  (my  Lord)  that  lechers  lust,     [est, 
Procures  the  plague,  and  yengeaunce  of  the  high- 
I  may  not  say ,  but  Gbd  is  geod  and  kist, 
Although  he  scourge  the  furdest  for  the  nlghest : 
The  fathers  fhult  lights  sometime  on  the  sonne, 
Yea  farre  discents  it  beans  the  burden  fitil, 
Whereby  it  falles  (wben  vaine  delight  is  done) 
That  dole  slepp<>8  in  and  wields  the  world  at  wil. 
O  wboredome,  whorc>dome,  hope  for  no  good  bappe, 
The  best  is  bad  that  lights  on  lechery 
And  (al  weł  wej^ed)  he  sits  in  Fortuńes  lappe, 
Which  feeles  no  sharper  scourge  than  beggery. 
You  prtnces,  peeres,  youcomelycourtingknigbts, 
Which  V8e  al  arte  to  marre  the  maidens  mindes, 
Wbich  win  al  dames  with  baite  of  fonde  delights, 
Which  b(  wtie  force,  to  loose  what  bountie  biiides: 
Think  on  the  scourge  that  Nemesis  doth  beare, 
Remember  this,  that  Ood  (although  he  winkę) 
l>oth  sec  al  sinnes  that  euer  secret  were. 
Yie  vobis  then  which  stiU  in  sinne  do  sinke. 
Gods  mercy  lends  you  brydles  for  desire, 
Hołd  backe  betime,  for  feare  ycu  catch  a  foyle, 
The  flesh  may  spurre  to  euerlasting  fire, 
But  surę,  that  borse  which  tyreth  Itke  a  roile. 
And  lothes  the  griefe  of  his  forgalded  sides, 
Is  better,  much  than  is  tbe  hairbrainde  colte 
Which  headłong  runnes  and  for  no  bridle  bydes, 
But  buntes  for  siane  in  euery  hit  and  holte. 
He  which  is  single,  let  him  spare  to  spił 
Tbe  flowre  of  force,  which  makes  a  famoos  man : 
Lest  w  hen  he  comes  to  matrimonies  will. 
His  finest  graine  be  bumt,  and  ful  of  branne. 
He  that  is  yokte  and  hath  a  wedded  wife. 
Be  weł  content  with  that  which  may  suffyse, 
And  (were  no  God)  yet  feare  of  worldly  strife 
Might  make  him  lothe  the  bed  where  Łays  lies: 
For  tliough  Pandyons  daugbter  Progne  sbee, 
Were  so  transformde  into  a  fethered  fonie, 
Yet  seemes  she  aot  wlthouten  heires  to  be. 


Who  (wrongde  like  hir)  fol  angrely  can  acoiile. 

And  beare  in  brest  a  rigbt  reuenging  modę, 

Til  time  and  place,  may  serue  to  worke  their  wUL 

Yea  surely  some,  the  best  of  al  tbe  broode 

(If  they  had  might)  with  fońous  force  woald  kil. 

But  force  them  not,  whose  force  is  not  to  force. 

And  way  their  words  as  błasts  of  blnstring  winde^ 

Which  comes  ful  calme,  wben  stonnes  are  pa«t  by 

oonrse: 
Yet  God  aboue  that  can  both  lose  and  bynde. 
Wił  not  so  soone  appeased  be  therefore, 
He  makes  the  małe,  of  feraale  to  be  bated, 
He  makes  tbe  sire  go  sighing  wondrous  sore» 
Because  the  sonne  of  such  is  seldome  rated. 
I  meane  the  sonnes  of  such  rash  sinning  sire«, 
Are  seldome  sene  to  runne  a  ruly  race. 
But  plagude  (be  like)  by  fothers  foule  desires 
Do  gadde  abroade,  and  lack  tbe  gaide  of  ^nce. 
Then  (Lapwinglike)  tbe  father  flies  abouŁ, 
And  howles  and  cries  to  see  his  chikłren  stzmy, 
Where  be  him  selfe  (and  no  man  better)  mougiht 
Haue  taught  his  bratts  to  take  a  better  way. 
Thns  men  (my  Lord)  be  Metamorphosed, 
From  seemely  shape,  to  byrds,  and  ougly  beasts: 
Yea  brauest  dames  (if  they  amisse  ouce  treclde) 
Finde  bitter  &ance,  for  al  their  pleaaant  feasti. 
They  must  in  finecondemned  be  to  dwell 
In  thickes  vnseene,  in  mewes  for  minyons  made^ 
Yntil  at  last  (if  they  can  bryde  it  weł) 
They  may  chop  chalke,  andtałce  some  better  tiade. 
Beare  with  me  (Lord)  my  lusting  dayes  are  doae, 
Fayre  Philomene  forbad  me  foyre  and  fiat 
To  like  such  łoue,  as  is  with  łust  begonne. 
The  lawful  loutf  is  best,  and  1  łtke  that 
Then  if  you  see,  that  (Lapwinglike)  I  chaunoe,. 
To  leape  againe,  beyond  my  lawful  reache» 
(I  take  haid  taske)  or  but  to  giue  a  glaunce^ 
At  bewties  blase:  for  such  a  witfol  breacbe, 
Of  promise  madę,  my  Lord  shaldo  no  wron^. 
To  say,  George,  thinke  on  Pbylomelaes  soQg. 

FINIS. 

Tam  Mai-tin,  quam  Mercuńo. 

And  thus  my  very  good  L.  may  se  how  cobler* 
like  I  haue  clouted  a  new  patch  to  an  oide  sole, 
beginning  this  cbmpłainte  of  Pbilomene,  in  Aprill, 
1562,  continuiug  it  a  iittłe  furdeir  in  Aprill  ISl^* 
and  now  thus  finished  this  tbirde  day  of  Apńll, 
1576.  At  which  minę  April  showers  are  humUy 
sent  vnto  yonr  good  Lordsbip,  for  that  I  liope  very 
shortly  to  see  the  May  flowers  of  yoor  faoour, 
which  I  desire,  morę  than  I  can  desenie.  And  yei 
Test 

Your  Loidships  bownden  and 
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CHOR  USSES  FROM  JOCASTA. 

CHORUS  TO  ACT.  U. 

O  nBRCE  and  fiirious  Mars,  włiose  harmeAdl 
Reioyceth  most  toshed  tłie  giltlesae  bloody  [haitc^ 
WhMe  headie  wil  doth  all  the  worid  snbuń^ 
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Aod  doth  enaie  the  pleasant  mery  moode, 

Of  our  efltate  tbat  erst  in  quiet  stoode. 

Why  doetktthoutbus  oorharmelessetowneapooye, 

Which  mightie  Baccbus  gonenied  in  ioyef 

Fatber  of  warre  and  death,  tbat  dost  remoae 
WKh  wrathfulf  wrecke  frnm  wofull  tnotbers  breasŁ, 
The  trostie  płedges  of  tbeir  tender  loue, 
So  graunt  the  Gods,  tbat  for  our  6nall  rest, 
Damc  Venus  pleasant  lookes  may  plcase  thee  best, 
Wherby  when  thoo  shalt  all  amazed  stand, 
The  Bword  may  fali  out  of  thy  trembling  band. 

And  tbou  maist  prouc  some  otber  way  fuli  well 
The  bloudie  pronresse  of  tby  mightie  tpeare, 
"Wherwith  thou  raisest  from  the  depth  of  heli, 
The  wrathfoll  sprites  of  all  the  furies  there, 
Who  N^bcn  the  weake,  doe  wander  euery  where. 
And  neaer  rest  to  rangę  about  tbe  coastes, 
Tenriche  tbat  pit  with  spoile  of  damned  ghostes. 

And  when  tbon  hast  oar  fieldes  forsaken  thus, 
Łet  cniell  discorde  beare  thee  companie, 
Engirt  with  snakes  and  serpents  venemous, 
Enen  she  that  can  with  red  rlrmiłion  dye 
The  gladsome  greene  that  florisht  pleasantly, 
And  make  the  greedie  gronnd  a  drinking  cup, 
To  sup  the  blond  of  murdered  bodyes  rp. 

Yet  tbon  returne  O  ioye  and  pleasant  peace, 
From  whence  thoo  didst  against  our  wil  depart, 
Ne  let  tby  worthie  minde  from  trauell  cease, 
To  chase  disdaine  oat  of  tbe  poysned  bartę, 
That  raised  warre  to  all  our  payues  and  smarte, 
Euen  from  the  bitsst  of  Oedipus  his  sonne, 
Wbose  swelling  pińde  hatb  all  this  iarre  begonne. 

And  tbou  great  God,  that  doest  all  tbings  dc> 
cree, 
And  sitst  on  highe  aboue  the  starrie  skies, 
Thou  chiefest  cause  of  causes  all  that  bee, 
Regard  not  his  offence  but  heare  our  cries. 
And  spedily  redresse  our  miseries. 
For  what  cause  we  poore  wofull  wretches  doe 
But  craue  tby  aide,  and  onely  cleaue  therto '  ? 


eH0RU9  TO  ACT.  III. 


V 


/ 


Whew  she  that  rules  the  rolling  wheele  of  cbaunce, 
Buth  turne  aside  hir  angrie  frowing  face, 
On  him,  whom  erst  she  deigned  to  aduance, 
She  neuer  leanes  to  gaulde  him  with  disgrace. 
To  tosse  and  tunie  bis  state  in  euery  place, 
Till  at  the  last  she  hurle  him  from  on  high 
And  yeld  him  subiect  vnto  miserie: 

And  as  the  braunche  that  from  the  roote  is  reft, 
He  neuer  winnes  like  lifc  to  tbat  be  \efie : 

Tea  thougb  be  do,  yet  can  not  tast  of  ioy 
Compare  witb  pangs  tbat  past  in  bis  anuoy. 

Well  did  the  heauens  ordeine  for  our  behoofe 
Necessitie,  and  fates  by  them  alowde, 
That  when  we  see  our  high  misbappes  aloofe 
(As  though  our  eyes  were  mufled  with  a  cloude) 

>  **  In  tbe  fii^aurite  address  to  Mara  (See  Phoe- 
iiiss.  page  140.  edit  Bames.)  Gascoigne  bas  total- 
ly  deserted  tbe  rich  imagery  of  Euripides,  yet  bas 
found  means  to  form  an  original  ode,  which  is  by 
1^  meattf  d«ititute  of  patboi  or  imagination.*' 

Wabton. 


Our  froward  will  doth  sbrinke  itselfe  andshrowde 
From  onr  auaile  wherwith  we  runne  so  farre : 
As  nonę  amends  cait  make  tbat  we  do  marre  : 

TbeA  diawes  euill  happc  and  striues  to  shew  his 
strength. 
And  iuch  as  yeld  vnŁo  his  migbt,  at  length 

He  leades  them  by  necessitie  the  way 
Tbat  destinie  preparde  for  our  decay. 

The  Mariner  amidde  the  swelling  seas 
Who  seeth  his  barkę  with  many  a  billowe  beaten, 
Now  here,  now  there,  as  wind  and  waues  best 

please, 
Wfaen  thuodring  Joue with  tempest  list  tothreaten, 
And  dreades  in  depest  gulfe  for  to  be  eaten, 
Yet  learnes  a  roeane  by  merę  necessitie 
To  saue  himselfe  in  such  extremJtie: 

For  when  be  seeth  no  man  bath  witte  nor  powre 
To  flie  from  fiEite  when  fortunę  list  to  lowre. 

His  ouly  bope  on  mightie  Joue  doth  caste, 
Whereby  he  winnes  the  wished  beauen  at  last. 

How  fond  is  that  man  in  his  fantasie, 
Who  tbinks  that  Joue  the  maker  of  ts  al. 
And  he  that  tempers  all  in  beauen  on  bigb^ 
The  snnne,  the  monę,  the  starres  celestiall, 
So  that  no  leafe  witbóut  his  leaue  can  fali, 
Hatb  not  in  him  omnipoŁence  also 
To  guide  and  gouerne  all  tbings  here  below? 

O  blinded  eies,  O  wretched  mortall  wights, 
O  subiect  slaues  to  euery  ill  that  lights,    [scorne> 

To  scape  such  woe,  sach  paine,  such  shameand 
Happie  were  he  tbat  neuer  had  bin  borne. 

Well  might  duke  Creon  driuen  by  destinie, 
(If  true  it  be  tbat  olde  Tyresias  saith) 
Redeme  our  citie  from  this  miserie, 
By  his  consent  vnto  Mcneceus  death, 
Who  of  himselfe  would  faine  hauelosthis  breth: 
"  But  euery  man  is  loth  for  to  fulfill 
Tbe  heauenly  hest  that  pleaseth  not  his  will. 

Tbat  publique  weale  must  needes  to  ruinę  go 
Where  priuate  profite  is  preferred  so." 

Yet  mightie  God,  thy  oniy  aide  we  craue, 
This  towne  from  siege,  and  vs  from  sorowe  saue* 


FROM  THE  ADUENTURES  OF 
FERDINANDO  lERONIML 

Optbee  deare  Damę,  three  lessons  would  I  leame: 
What  reason  first  persuades  tłie  foolish  Fly        .  ^ 
(As  soone  as  shee  a  candle  can  discefne) 
To  play  with  flame,  till  shee  bee  burnt  thereby  ? 
Or  what  may  moue  the  Mouse  to  byte  the  bayte 
Which  strikcs  the  trappe,  that  stops  hir  hungry 

breth  ? 
What  calles  the  bird,  where  snares  of  deepe  dectit 
Are  closely  concht  to  draw  bir  to  hir  death? 
Consider  well,  wbat  is  the  cause  of  this. 
And  though  percase  thou  wilt  not  so  coniesse, 
Yet  deepe  desire,  to  gayne  a  heauenly  blisse, 
May  drowne  tbe  minde  in  dole  and  dark  distresse: 
Oft  is  it  seene  (wbereat  my  hart  may  bleede) 
Fooles  play  so  long  till  t&ey  be  caught  in  deede. 

And  then 
^t  is  a  heauen  to  see  them  hop.  and  skip. 
And  seeke  all  shiftes  to  shake  tbeir  shackles  off ; 
^t  is  a  worldf  to  see  them  hang  the  lip, 
Who  (eant)  at  loue,  wcra  wont  to  skonie  and  skoC 
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Bot  as  fhe  Modsey  once  caught  io  crafty  trap, 
May  bouDoe  atid  beat^agaiDst  the  boonden  wali, 
Ti II  słiee  hane  brooght  hir  bead  in  such  miahap, 
That  downe  to  death  hir  fainting  lymbes  must  iall: 
And  as  tbe  Flie  once  singed  in  the  flame, 
Cannot  commaund  hir  win^^s  to  waue  away : 
But  by  the  beele,  shee  bangeth  in  the  same 
Till  cruell  death  hir  hasty  ioumey  stay : 
So  they  that  seeke  to  breake  the  linkes  of  loiie 
Striue  with  the  streame,  and  this  by  palne  I  proue. 

For  when 
I  first  beheld  that  heauenly  hewe  of  tbine, 
Thy  stately  stature,  and  thy  comly  grace, 
I  must  confesse  these  dazied  eies  of  minę 
Did  wincke  for  feare,  when  I  firfit  viewd  thy  face : 
Bul  bold  desire  did  open  them  againe. 
And  bad  mee  looke  till  1  had  lookt  to  long, 
I  pitied  them  that  did  procare  my  paine. 
And  lou*d the  lookes  that  wrought  me  all  the  wrong: 
And  as  the  byrd  once  caught  (but  woorks  hir  woe) 
That  striues  to  leaue  the  limed  twigges  behind : 
Euen  so  the  morę  I  straue  to  parte  thee  fro, 
Tbe  greater  grief  did  growe  witbin  my  minde: 
Remedilesse  then  must  I  yeeld  to  thee. 
And  craue  no  morę,  thy  seruaunt  but  to  bee. 


Then  (all  to  late)  Mrast,  I  did  my  foote  reftire. 
And  sought  with  secret  sighes  to  ąueoch  my  gie& 

skalding  fire 
But  lo,  I  did  preuaiłe  asmuche  to  guide  my  viii, 
As  be  that  seeks  with  halting  heele,  to  hop  against 

the  hill. 

Or  as  the  feeble  sight,  wouide  seardie  tbe  soimie 
beame,  [the 

Euen  so  I  founde  bat  labour  lost,  to  striue 
Then  gan  I  thus  rcsolue,  sińce  liking  farced  lone. 
Should  I  mislike  my  happie  choioe,  beftire  I  did  it 
proue  ? 


SONHET. 


Loi7E,  hope,  and  death,  do  stirre  in  me  such  strife, 

As  neuer  man  but  1  led  such  alife. 

First  buming  loue  doth  wound  my  hart  to  death, 

And  when  death  comes  at  cali  of  inward  griefe, 

Colde  lingering  bope  doth  feede  my  faititing  breath 

Against  my  will,  and  yeeldes  my  wound  reliefe: 

So  that  I  liu^T^ut  yet  my  life  is  such, 

As  death  would  neuer  greue  me  halfe  so  much. 

No  comfort  then  but  only  this  I  tast, 

To  salue  such  sorc,  Huch  hope  will  neuer  want. 

And  'with  such  hope,  such  life  will  euer  last. 

And  with  such  life,  such  sorrowes  are  notskant. 

Oh  straunge  desire,  O  life  with  torments  tost, 

Through  too  much  hope,  minę  onely  hope  is  lost 


In  prime  of  lustie  3'eares  when  Cupid  caught  me 
in,  [best  begin : 

And  naturę  taught  the  waie  to  loue,  ho  w  I  might 
To  please  my  wandiing  eie,  in  beauties  tickle  trade. 
To  gazę  on  cache  thaf^passed  by,  a  carelcsse 
sporte  I  mado. 

With  sweete  entising  baite,  I  fisbt  for  manie 

a  damę,  [the  flame: 

And  warmed  me  by  manie  a  fire,  yet  felt  I  tfot 

But  when  at  last  1  spied,  that  face  tbat  pleasde 

me  most,  [I  began  to  tost. 

The  coales  were  ąuicke,  tbe  woods  wąs  drie,  and 

And  smiling  yet  fuli  oit,  I  hane  behelde  that  face, 
When  in  my  bearte  I  might  bewaile  minę  owne 

▼nhickte  case :  [griefe, 

And  oft  againe  with  lokes  that  might  bewraie  my 
1  pleaded  harde  for  iust  rewarde,  and  sought  to 

finde  reliefe.       , 

What  will  you  morę?  so  oft  my  gazing  eies  did 

seeke,  [cheeke : 

To  see  the  rosę  and  lillie  striue  vpon  that  liuelie 

Till  at  the  last  I  spied,  and  by  good  proofe  I  founde^ 

That  in  that  face  was  painted  plaine,  the  pearoer 

•f  my  wound« 


And  Since  nonę  other  ioye  I  had  but  ber  to 
Shoulde  I  retire  my  deepe  desire  ł  no  no  it  woald 

not  bee ;  [well  desenie, 

Though    great  the  duetie  were,   that   sfaee  ifid 
And  I  poore  man,  mworthie  am  so  nnorthie  a  wigkt 

to  senie. 

Yet  hope  my  comfort  staide,  that  siie  wnołd 

haue  regard,  [for  iust  rewaid : 

To  my  good  will  ihat  nothing  crau'd,  but  like 

I  see  the  iaucon  gent  sometime  will  take  delight^ 

To  seeke  the  solące  of  hir  wing,  and  clallie  witb  a 

kitę. 

The  foirest  Woulf  wfll  choose  the  foulest  for  hir 

make,  [hir  sake: 

And  wby  ?  because  he  doth  indure  most  sorrow  for 

Euen  so  had  I  like  hope,  when  dolefuU  daies  wcr 

spent 
When  wearie  wordes  were  wasted  well,  to  opm 
true  entent. 

When  fluddes  of  flowing  teares,  had  wasbt  nsy 

weeping  eies, 
When  trembling  tongue  had  troubled  hir,  with 

loud  lameiiting  cries: 
At  last  hir  worŁby  will  would  pittie  this  my  pbiiat. 
And   comfott  me  hir  owne  poore  siane,   whon 

feare  iiad  madę  so  faint. 

Wherefore  I  madę  a  vowe,  the  stoany  rocke 
should  start, 
Ere  I  presume,  to  Ict  ber  slippe  out  of  my  ftitk- 
fuli  heait. 

ŁKNUOIE. 

And  when  she  sawe  by  proofe,  the  pith  of  my 

good  will, 
She  tooke  in  worth  tbis  simple  song,  for  wiat 

of  better  sklll : 
And  as  my  iust  dt^erts,  hir  gentle  bart  did  mooe^ 
She  was  content  to  answere  thus:  I  am  cootentts 

loue. 


A  CLOUD  of  care  bath  coured  all  my  coste. 
And  stormes  of  strife  doo  threaten  to  appeare: 
The  waues  of  woe,  which  I  mistrasted  moste, 
Haue  broke  the  bankes  wherein  my  life  lay  cleare: 
Chippes  of  ill  chaunce,  are  iallen  amyd  my  cfaoyce^ 
To  marre  the  mynd,  that  ment  for  to  reioyce. 

Before  I  sought,  I  founde  the  hauen  of  hap, 
Wherein  (once  found)  I  sought  to  shrowd  my  sbtp^ 
But  lowring  loue  bath  llfte  me  from  hir  lap. 
And  crabbed  lot  beginnes  to  hang  tbe  lip : 
The  proppes  of  darke  mistrost  do  fali  so  thiek, 
They  pearce  my  coate,  and  teuoh  my  skia  at  qaick. 
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What  may  be  saide,  wfaere  trath  cannot  pre- 
uaile? 
What  plea  maie  serue.  where  witt  it  selfe  ii  iudge? 
What  reason  rules,  wbere  right  and  reasoa  faile  ? 
ReiTiedilesse  tken  must  the  guilŁlesse  trudge : 
And  seeke  out  care,  to  be  the  caruing  knife, 
To  cut  the  thred  that  lingreth  such  a  life. 


A  MOONBSHYNE. 

Dame  Cinthia  ber  selfe  (tbat  sbtnes  so  bright. 

And  dayneth  not  to  leaue  hir  loftie  place : 

But  onely  then,  wheu  Phoebus  shewes  bis  face. 

Which  is  ber  brother  borne  and  lendes  bir  light,) 

Diedaind  not  yet  to  do  my  Lady  right: 

To  proue  tbat  in  such  beauenly  wightes  as  she, 

It  słttetb  best  tbat  right  and  reason  be. 

For  when  sbe  spied  my  Ladies  golden  raiesy 

Into  tbe  ctoudes, 

Her  bead  she  shroudes,  [plaies. 

And  sbamed  to  sbine  wbere  sbe  bir  beames  dis- 

Good  reason  yet,  that  to  my  simple  skill, 
I  should  the  name  of  Cynthia  adore  : 
By  whose  high  belpe,  I  might  beholde  the  morę. 
My  Ladies  louely  lookes  at  minę  owne  will, 
With  deepe  content,  to  gare,  and  gazę  my  fili : 
Of  couTtesie  and  not  of  darcke  disdaine, 
Dame  Cynthia  disclosde  my  Lady  plaioe. 
Sbee  did  but  lende  hir  light  (as  for  a  lite) 
With  friendely  grace, 
To  sbew  hir  fece, 
Tbat  else  would  shew  and  shine  in  bir  dispight. 

Dan  Pbcebas  bee  with  many  a  łowring  looke, 
Had  bir  behelde  in  yore  in  angrie  wisc : 
And  when  be  conlde  nonę  other  meane  deuise 
To  staine  bir  name,  this  deepe  deceit  be  tooke. 
To  be  tbe-baite  tbat  best  might  hide  bis  bo<Ae  : 
Into  bir  eies  his  parch ing  beames  he  cast. 
To  skorche  their  skiones,  that  gazM  on  bir  fuli 

fast : ' 
Whereby  when  many  a  man  was  sunne  bumt  so 
They  tłiopgbt  my  Sueene, 
Tbe  sonne  bad  beene. 

With  skalding  flames,  wbicb  wrought  tbem  all 
tbat  wo. 

And  tbat  when  mauy  a  looke  had  lookt  so  long, 
As  that  their  eyes  were  dimme  and  dazaled  botb: 


And  fonnd  tberein  no  parching  beat  at  all, 

But  such  brigbt  bew, 

As  might  renew, 

An  Aungels  ioyes  in  raigne  cetestiall. 

Tbe  courteouse  Moone  that  wisbt  to  do  me 
good, 
Did  shine  to  sbew  my  dame  morę  perfecUy, 
But  when  she  sawe  bir  passing  ioliitie, 
Tbe  Moone  for  shame,  did  blush  as  red  as  bloud. 
And  shrounke  aside  and  kept  birbomes  in  boode: 
So  that  no  w  when  Dame  Cynthia  was  gone, 
I  might  enioye  my  Ladies  lokes  alone, 
Yet  honoured  stiłl  the  Mooae  with  true  intent, 
Who  taught  V8  skill. 
To  worke  our  will. 
And  gaue  vs  place,  till  all  the  nigbt  was  spent. 


A  CHALLENGE  TO  BSAUTIE. 

Beauhb  shut  vp  thy  shop,  and  trusse  vp  all  thy 

trash,  * 

My  Neli  baih  stolne  thy  finest  stuffe,  and  left  thee 

in  tbe  lash  [wot, 

Thy  market  now  is  marde,  thy  gaines  are  gone  goff 

Tbou  hast  no  ware,  that  maie  compare,  with  this 

that  I  baue  got 
As  for  thy  painted  pale,  .and  wrinckles  surfled  vp ; 
Are  deare  ynougb,  for  such  as  lust  to  drinke  of 

euery  cup :  [bagges, 

Thy  bodies  bolstred  out,  with  bumbact  and  with 
Thy  rowles,  thy  ruflFes,  thy  caules,  thy  coifes,  thy 

lerkins  and  thj*  Jagges. 
Thy  curiłng,  and  thy  cost,  thy  friesling  and  thy 

farę, 
To  court  to  court  with  al  tbose  tois,  and  thcra 

set  forth  such  ware 
Before  their  hungrie  eies,  that  gazę  on  euery  gest. 
And  choose  the  cheapest  cbaffaire  still,  to  please 

their  fancy  best.  [a  glaunce. 

But    I    whose  stedfast  eies,  coulde  neuer  cast 
With  wandring  loke,  amid  the  prese,  to  take  my 

choise  by  chaunce 
Haue  wonne  by  due  desert,  a  pecce  tbat  batb  no 

peere,  [there : 

And  left  tbe  rest  as  refuse  all»  to  serue  the  market 
There  let  him  chuse  tbat  list,  there  catcbe  tbe 

best  who  can  :  [a  gazing  man, 

A  painted    blazing  baite  may  serue,  to  choke 
But  I  haue  slipt  thy  flower,  that  fresbest  is  of 

hewe 


Some  feinting  heartei  that  were  both  leude  and    » »""«>%=<''''«.«»«««"  thy  chaffe.  I  Ust  to  seeke 

To  looke  agayne  from  wbence  that  error  sproug, 
Gan  close  their  eye  for  feare  of  farther  wroiig : 
And  some  againe  once  drawen  into  the  maże, 
Gan  lendly  blame  tbe  beames  of  beaoties  blaze  t 
But  I  with  deepe  foresight  did  soone  espie, 
.  How  Phoebus  ment,  • 

By  ialse  intent, 
To  slaunder  so  ber  name  witb  crueltie. 


Wherefore  at  better  leasure  thought  I  best, 
To  trie  tbe  treason  of  his  trecberie: 
And  to  exalt  my  Ladies  dignitie 
When  Phoebus  fled  and  drewe  him  downe  to  test. 
Amid  the  waues  that  walter  in  tbe  west, 
I  gan  bebold  this  louely  Ladies  Hce,         « 
WherBon  d«n»e  naturę  spent  hir  ^iftes  of  grace : 


no  new. 
Tbe  windowes  of  minę  eies,  are  glaz*d  with  such 

delight,  [in  my  sigbt : 

As  eche  new  face  seemesfuU  of  feultes,  that  blasetb 
And  not  without  iust  cause,  I  can  compare  her  90, 
Loe  here  my  gloue  I  challenge  him,  that  can,  or 

dare  say  no. 
Let  Theseus  come  with  clubbe,  or  Paris  bragge 
"^        witb  brand,  [the  Grecian  land : 

To  proue  bowe  faire  their  Hellen  was,  that  skourg^d 
Let  mighty  Mars  himselfo,  come  armed  to  the 

field: 
And  yaunt  dame  Yenus  to  defend,  witłi  beliMt, 

speare,  and  shield.  [embraoe, 

This  band  tbat  bad  good  bap,  'my  Hellen  to 
Shal  haue  like  lucke  to  stil  hir  foes,  and  daunt 

them  with  dlsgracc. 
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And  cause  ibem  toconfeste  by  Terdtct  and  by  otbe, 
How  rarre'hir  louelie  lookes  do  steinc,  tbe  beau- 

ties  of  them  both. 
And  that  my  Hellen  is  morę  fiiire  then  Paris 

wife. 
And  dotb  desenie  morę  famous  pniise,  then  Yenus 

for  hir  life. 
Which  if  I  notperfounne,  my  lifSe  tben  letme  leese, 
Or  else  be  bound  in  cbaines  of  cbange,  to  begge 

for  beuties  feese. 


SONMET. 


The  stately  Dames  of  lUme,  their  Pearles  did 

weare, 
About  their  neckes  to  beautifie  their  name: 
But  she  (whome  I  doe  serae)  hir  pearles  doth 

beare, 
Close  in  hir  moutb»  and  smiling  shewe,  the  same. 
No  wonder  then»  though  eu'ry  word  she  speaj^es, 
A  lewell  seeme  iu  iudgement  of  tbe  wise, 
Since  that  hir  sugred  tongue  tbe  passage  breakes, 
fietweene  two  rocke?,  bedeckt  with  pearles  of 

price, 
Hir  haire  of  gol(ie»  hir  front  of  luory, 
(A  bloody  heart  within  so  whtte  a  breast) 
Hir  teeth  of  Pearle  lippes  Rubie,  christatl  eye, 
Needes  must  I  honour  hir  aboue  the  rest : 
Since  she  is  fourmed  of  nonę  other  moulde. 
Bot  Rubie,  ChrisUll,  luory,  Pearte,  and  Golde. 
Ferdinando  leronimy, 


IEŁ08IB. 

What  State   to  man,   so  swete  and  pleasaunt 

weare, 
As  to  be  tycd,  in  linkes  of  worthy  loue  ? 
What  life  so  biist  and  happie  might  appeare, 
As  for  to  serue  Cupid  that  god  aboue  } 
If  that  onr  mindes  were  not  sometimes  iufect, 
With  dread,  with  feare,  with  care,  with  cołd  sus- 

pect ; 
With  deepe  dispaire,  with  furious  frenesie, 
Handmaides  to  ber,  whome  we  cali  ielosie. 

For  eu'ry  other  sop  of  sower  chaunce, 
Which  louers  tast  amid  their  sweete  delight : 
Encreaseth  ioye,  and  doth  their  loue  aduaunce, 
In  pleasures  place,  to  haue  morę  perfect  plight. 
Tbe  thirstie  mouth  thinkes  water  hath  good  taste, 
The  hungrie  iawes,  are  pleas*d,  with  ecbe  repaste! 
Who  hath  not  prouM  what  dearth  by  warres  doth 

growe, 
Cannot  of  peace  the  pleasaunt  plenties  knowe. 

And  though  with  eye,  we  see  not  eu*ry  ioye, 
Yet  maie  the  minde,  fuli  well  support  the  same, 
And  absent  life  h>ng  led  in  great  annoye. 
When  presence  comes,  doth  tume  from  griefe  to 

gamę, 
To  seme  without  reward  is  though t  great  paine, 
But  if  dispaire  do  not  therewith  reroainc, 
It  may  b'e  borne  for  right  rewardes  at  last. 
Foliowe  tnie  sernice,  though  they  come  not  fast, 

Disdaides,  repulses,  finallie  ecbe  ill, 
£che  smart,  eche  paine,  of  loue  ecbe  bitter  tast. 
To  tbinke  on  them  gan  frame  the  louers  will. 
To  like  eche  ioye,  tbe  morę  that  comes  at  last : 


But  tbis  infernall  plagoe  if  onoe  it  tutch, 
Or  venome  once  the  louers  mind  with  gmtch, 
Ali  festes  and  ioyes  that  afterwardes  befall, 
The  louer  comptes  them  light  or  noogfat  at  alL 

This  is  that  sore,  this  is  that  poisoned  woand, 
The  which  to  heale,  nor  salue,  nor  ointmeotes 

seme, 
Nor  cłiarme  of  wordes,  nor  Image  can  be  foande. 
Kor  obseruaunce  of  starres  can  it  preserae. 
Nor  all  the  art  of  Magicke  can  preoaile, 
Which  Zbroactes  found  ibr  our  auaile. 
Oh  cmell  plague,  aboue  all  sorrowes  smart, 
.  With  desperate  death  tbou  sleast  tbe  louers  heart. 

And  me  euen  now,  tby  gali  hath  so  enfect, 
As  all  tbe  ioyes  which  euer  louer  found. 
And  all  good  haps,  that  cuer  Troylus  sect, 
Atchieoed  yet  aboue  the  lackles  ground : 
Can  neuer  sweeten  once  my  mouth  with  tnt^. 
Nor  bring  my  thoughtes,  agaioe  in  rest  to  dwelL 
Of  tby  mad  moodes,  and  of  naught  else  I  thinke, 
In  such  like  seas,  faire  Bradamant  did  sincke 


FROM  THE  PRINCELY  PLEASURES  AT 
KENELWORTH  CASTLE. 

SOWG. 

Co  MB  Muses,  come,  and  helpe  me  to  lament, 
Come    woods,  come  waues,  come  hils,  come 
doleful  dales 
Since  life  and  death  are  both  agatnst  me  bent, 
Come  Gods,  come  men,  beare  witnesse  of  my 
bałeś. 
O  heauenly  Nimphs,  come  helpe  my  heany  beut: 
With  sighes  to  sce  damę  pleasure  tbus  depart. 

If  death  or  dole,  could  daunt  a  deepe  desire, 
If  priuie  pangs  could  connterpoise  my  plaint: 

If  tract  of  tirae,  a  tnie  intent  could  tire, 

Or  cramps  of  care,  a  constant  minde  could  taint, 

O  then  might  I,  at  will  here  liue  and  stenie : 
Although  my  deedes  did  morę  delight  deterae. 

But  out  alas,  no  gripes  of  greefe  suffiee,- 
To  breake  in  twaine  this  harmelesse  heart  of 
minę 

For  though  delight  be  banisht  from  minę  eies, 
Yet  liues  Desire,  whom  paines  ran  neuer  pine. 

O  straunge  efiects,  I  liue  which  seeme  to  die 
Yet  die  to  sec  my  deere  delight  go  by. 

Then  farewell  sweet,  ibr  whom  I  taste  snch  sower 
Farewell  delight,  for  whom  I  dwell  in  dole : 

Free  will,  &rewell,  farewell  my  fancies  flower, 
Farewell  content  whom  cniell  cares  contiole. 

Oh  farewell  life,  delightlull  death  farewell, 
I  dye  in  heauen,  yet  liue  in  darksome  helL 


\ 


PROM  THE  GLASSE  OF  GOUERNEMENT. 

CHORU!  TO  ACT  I. 

Whbn  God  ordeynd  the  restlesse  life  of  man. 
And  madę  him  thrall  to  suiidry  greeuous  cares : 
The  fipt  borne  griefe  or  sorow  that  began. 
To  shew  it  self,  was  tbis:  t«  saoe  from  mam 
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Ybe  pleasant  pl^dge,  which  Ood  for  vs  prepares, 
I  meane  tbe  seede,  and  offspring  that  be  giues, 
To  any  wight  which  iii  this  world  here  lyues. 

'Pew  see  themselues,  but  each  man  secth  his 
chylde, 
Such  care  for  them,  as  care  not  for  th^mselfe, 
"We  care  for  them,  in  youth  when  witte  is  wilde, 
l^e  care  for  them,  in  age  to  gather  pelf : 
We  care  for  them,  to  keepe  them  from  tfae  shelf 
Of  such  quicke  sands,as  we  our  selues  first  foande, 
When  headdy  will, dyd  sett  our  shipp^es  on  grounde. 

Tlie  care  which  Christ  dyd  take  to  saue  his 
sheepe, 
Hath  bene  compard,  to  fathers  care  on  child, 
Aud  as  the  hen,  ber  harmles  chicks  can  keepe 
From  cruell  ky te :  so  must  the  fatber  shylde 
His  youthfull  Sunnes,  that  they  be  not  beguylde, 
By  wicked  world,  by  flesbly  foule  desire, 
Which  serae  the  denill,  with  fewełl  for  his  fire. 

Pyrat  parentes  care,  to  bring  their  children  forth, 
To  breede  them  then,  to  bring  them  vp  in  youth. 
To  match  them  eke,  with  wtghtes  of  greatest  worth^ 
To  see  them  tanght,  the  trusty  tracks  of  trueth : 
To  braue  exces5e,  from  whence  all  sin  ensueth. 
Aod  yet  to  geue,  enough  for  common  neecle, 
Least  lothsome  lacke  make  vłce  fur  vił-tue  breede. 

Let  shame  of  sinne,  thy  Cliildrens  bridle  be, 
And  spurre  them  foorth,  with  bounty  wyscly  used : 
That  difference,  each  raan  may  plainly  see, 
Tweene  parentes  care,  and  maifters  bodes  abused: 
So  Terence  taugbt,  whose  lorę  is  not  refusad, 


But  yet  where  youth  is  prone  to  follow  ill, 
There  spare  tbe  spurre,  and  use  the  brydell  stilL 

Thus  infinito,  thecares  of  Parentes  are. 
Some  care  to  save  their  cbildren  from  mysbappe, 
Some  care  for  weith,  and  some  for  honours  care, 
Whereby  their    Sonnes   may   sitte    in  fortuues 

lappe: 
Yet  they  which  cram  them  so  with  worldly  pappe^ 
And  aeuer  care,  tó  geue  them  heauenly  crommes, 
Shall  see  them  stenie,  when  happe  of    hunger 
comes. 

Said  Socrates;  that  man  which  careth  morę 
To  leaue  hischyld,  much  good  and  rych  of  rent: 
Then  he  forseeth,  to  furnish  him  with  storę 
Of  vertnes  welth,  which  neuer,canbe  spent: 
Shall  make  him  lyke,  the  steed  that  styli  is  peni 
In  stable  close  :  which  may  be  £syre  in  sight. 
But  seldome  serues,  such  horae  in  field  to  fight. 

So  Xenophon,  his  freend  Dan  Tully  told. 
And  so  do  hćre,  Phylopces*  and  his  pheare       " 
Phylocalus*,  that  selfe  same  lesson  hołd : 
They  rather  loue  to  leaue  their  sonnes  In  feara 
Of  God  aboue  :  then  wealth  to  wallow  heare. 
Which  godly  care,  O  God,  so  deigne  to  blisse, 
That  men  may  see  how  great  thy  glory  is. 

>  Characters  in  the  Glass  of  OouememeD^ 
the  object  of  which  is  to  shew  the  errours  of  educ»> 
tion.  The  othor  cborusses  ar^  much  in  tba  sama 
strain.     C, 
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LIFE  OF  GEORGE  TURBERYILE. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


l^HfS  poety  descended  from  a  fkmily  of  considerable  notę  in  Donetshire, Vas  a  yoanger 
aoB  of  Nicholas  Tttrbervile  of  Whitchurcfa,  and  supposed  to  bave  been  bom  about  tbe 
\ettr  1530.  He  received  his  education  at  Winchester  school,  and  became  fellow  of 
New  College,  Oxford,  in  156l;  bot  left  the  university  without  taking  a  degree,  and 
lesided  for  some  time  in  one  of  tbe  inns  of  court  He  appears  to  bave  aocumulated  a 
$tock  of  classicąl  leaming,  and  to  have  been  well  acquainted  with  modern  lan|(uages. 
He  forined  hb  ideasof  poetry  partly  on  the^classics,  and  partly  on  tlie  'stuHy  of  the 
Italjanschool.  His  poetical  pursuits,  however,  did  not  interfere  witti  morę  importaut 
business,  as  his  well-known  abilities  recommended  him  to  the  post  of  secretary  to 
Thomas  Rańdolph^  esq.  who  was  appointed  queen  £lizabeth*s  arobassador  at  the  court  ^ 
ot  Rnssia, 

While  in  this  situation  be  wrote  tliree  poetical  epistles  to  as  many  friends^  Edward 
Danes,  Edmund  S|>enser  (not  the  poet^),  and  Parker,  describing  the  manners  of  the 
Russians.  ^^These  may  be  seen  in  Hackluyt*s  Yoyages,  yol.  I.  p.  384*  After  his  return 
he  was  much  courted  as  a  man  of  accomplished  education  and  manners ;  and  the  iirst 
edition  of  his  Songs  and  Sonnets,  published  in  1567,  seems  to  have  added  considerably 
to  his  famę.  A  second  edition  appeąręd  in  1 570,  with  many  additions  and  corrections*. 

His  other  works  were,  translations  of  the  Heroical  Epistles  of  Ovid,  of  whirh  four 
editions  were  printed;  and  the  Eclogues  of  B.  Mantuan,  published  inj567«  The  only 
cppy  known  of  this  volume  is  in  the  royal  library.  Wood,  who  ap|)ears  to  have  seen  it, 
informs  us  that  one  Thomas  Harfey  afterwards  translated  the  same  Eclogues,  and 
availed  himseif  of  Turbervile's  transhition,  without  the  least  acknowledgement.  Among 
the  discoTeries  of  literary  historians,  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  such  tricks  are  to  be  traced 
to  Tery  high  antiquity«    Another  Tery  rare  production  of  our  author,  although  twica 


'  Soch  at  least  if  Mr.  Park's  opinion,  preferable  in  this  iottance  to  that  of  Dr.  Tanner,  and  certainly 
to  that  of  Dr.  Berkenhout    C. 

'  A  perfect  copy  of  this  edition  is  Tery  rare.  That  used  on  the  present  occasion  was  obligiogly  lent 
by  Mr.  Hill.    Theiv  is  another  ia  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  a  preseat  from  Mr.  CapalL    C. 

TOL.  II.  P  P 
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priiited  in  1 576  and  15879  m  endtled  *'  Tragical  Tales,  translated  by  Tarbenile,  kim 
of  his  troubles^  out  of  Sundiie  Italians^  with  the  argument  and  L*£nToje  toedłtiit' 
What  liis  troubles  were  we  are  not  told.  To  the  latter  edition  of  tbese  Tales  wen 
annexed  '*  Epitaphs  and  Sonets,  with  some  otlier  broken  pamphlettes  and  £pist]e$,sal 
to  certaine  of  his  friends  in  England,  at  his  being  in  Moscovia,  Anno  156^/'  Woodb 
mistaken  this  for  his  '*  Epitaphs,  Epigrams,  Songs  and  Sonets/'  from  which  rt  totili; 
differs. 

Our  author  was  living  in  159^^,  and  in  great  esteem;  but  we  have  no  accoont  oflń 
death.  There  appear  to  have  been  two  other  perions  of  both  hb  names,  both  mtiTfiif 
Dorsetshire,  and  nearly  conteniporaries;  one  of  whom  was  a  commoner  of  Glooceski 
Hall  in  1581,  aged  eighteen,  and  ihe  other  a  student  of  Magdalen  Hall  in  1595»ifed 
8eventeen.  Wood  was  not  able  to  tell  which  of  the  three  was  the  author  of  <'  ha^ 
politicand  morał/'  which  were  publbhed  in  ]608,  nor  of  the  *'  Booke  of  Fakoora 
and  łJawking,  heretofore  published  by  G.Turbervile,  Crent.  and  now  re\rived,  coneded 
and  augmented  by  another  hand,  Lond.  l6ll/'  But  the  intelligent  editor  of  Pbillips'i 
Theatrum  is  of  opinion  that  this  work  was  the  production  of  our  poet,  from  its  haiis 
commendatory  verses  prefixed  by  Gascoignc;  and,  I  may  add^  that  the  present  coller* 
tion  confirms  our  poefs  intiraacy  with  the  art  of  falconry  and^hawking.  Tbe  coriM 
biographical  tract  of  Whetstone  now  printed  in  this  volume  before  Gascoigne^s  wori;^ 
uotices  a  production  of  thut  Author  on  faundng,  which  Mr.  Park.thinks  is  the  ok 
printed  with  the  above* Booke  of  Falconrye,  and  usually  attributed  to  Tiirberaie. 
Besides  these,  our  poet  wrote  commendatory  verses  to  the  works  oi  sevenil  of  hiscoi- 
teniporarics'. 

Among  the  '<  Elegant  and  Witty  Epigrams  of  sir  John  Harrington,  l625/'  wećodtk 
following  Epitaph  in  commendation  of  George  TurbcroUU,  a  leamed  gentknum, 

"  When- limes  were  yet  bat  rade,  thy  pen  eodeaYoar^d 

Tu  polish  barbarism  with  purer  style: 
When  tinies  were  growD  most  old,  thy  beart  perserer^d, 

Siocerą  and  just,  unstainM  witb  gifts  or  gtiile. 
Now  liyes  thy  soul,  tho'  from  thy  corpse  dissererM: 

There  high  in  bliss  here  elear  in  famę  the  while: 
To  which  I  pay  this  dibt  of  due  thanksgiring: 
My  pen  doth  praise  thee  dead:  tbioe  grac'd  me  liring." 

Turberv]Ie  bas  a  place  in  these  volumes  as  a  sonnetteer  of  great  notę  in  bis  tiiK; 
although,  except  Harrington,  his  contemporaries  and  successors  appear  to  bave  łietf 
sparing  of  their  praises.  It  is  probably  to  some  adverse  critics  that  he  aliudes  ffl  hi 
address  to  Sycophants.     We  iiave  seen  Gascoigne  complain  of  the  Zoilus*s  of  histiine. 

There  is  a  eonsiderable  diyersitjf  of  fancy  and  sentiment  in  his  pieccs;  ibc  vffs«» 
praise  of  the  countess  of  Wanvick  are  ingeniously  imagined,  and  perbaps  in  bis  berf 
stile,  and  hjs  satirical  ęfTusions^. jf  occasionally  flat  and  vulgar,  are  charactenstic  (^  Iw 
a^.  Many  of  his  allusions,  as  was  then  the  iashion^  are  taken  from  the  amusemeDtof 
liawking,  and  these  and  his  occasional  strokes  on  large  noses  and  other  personaJ  «• 
duudancics  or  defects,  desccnded  afterwards  to  Shakspeare,  and  other  dnunatic  writerŁ 
He  entitles  his  pieces  Epitaphs  and  Epigrams,  Songs  and  Sonnets,  but  tbe  readefwiii 

'  See  Riteon's  Bibtiograpbia,  art  Turberyile.    C 


UFE  OF  TURBERYILE.  579 

leldom  recognize  the  legitimate  characteristics  of  those  species  of  poetiy .  Hb  epitaphs 
ire  gjthout  pathetic  reflectioD,  beiDj?  stuffed  witb  common  P^»^fl  „railkng  ^^'"^^^  '"  tbe 
Cttrae^cnielt^^ofjtęath ;  and  his  epigrams  arę  oftęii.conceits.  without  ^mt,  or,  in  some 
instanc^^lhe  point  isj^jacędjirst,  and  the  conclusion  left  '*  lamę  and  impofent'.**  His 
bve^niiets«  although  seemingly  addresaed  to  a  real  mistress,  are  fuli  of  tbe  borrowed 
paasioD  of  a  translator^  and  the  elaborate  and  unnatural  language  of  a  scholar.  Tbe 
classicii  in  hb  age  began  to  be  studied  very  generally,  and  were  no  sooner  studied  than 
translated;  tbis  retarded  tbe  progress  of  invention  at  a  time  wben  tbe  langnage  was 
eertainly  improying:  and  bence  among  a  number  of  autbors  wbo  flourisbed  in  tbis 
period,  we  seldom  meet  witb  tbe  glow  of  pure  poetry.  It  may,  bowever,  be  added  in 
lavour  of  Turbervile>  that  be  seldom  transgresses  against  morals  or  delicacy:  it  is  also 
necessary  to  apprize  his  leaders  that  his  obsolete  words  are  almost  all  to  be  foond  in 
the  glosMjy  to  Chaucer.  - 


>  *-  ■  1  j-^  Ał"  L«  ^. 


V   ^  ^r  ..*    y 


TO 
THE  RIGHT  NOBLE  AND  HIS  SINOULAR  OOOD  LADY, 

ŁADY  ANNĘ,  COUNTESSE  WARWICK,  &c. 

GEORGE  TURBERUILE   WISHETH   INCREASE    OF   HONOR   AND  ALL 

GOOD   HAPPEŁ 

A.B  at  what  time  (Madame)  I  first  published  this  fond  and  slender  treatUe  of  Sonets,  I  madę  bold« 
with  yoa  in  dedicatioD  of  so  Toworthy  a  booke  to  so  worthie  a  Ladie:  8o  haue  I  now  also  nibde  my 
browe  and  wiped  away  al  shame  in  this  respect,  adacntuńag  not  to  ceaae,  but  to  iocrease  my  former 
follie,  in  adding  moe  Sonets  to  those  I  wrote  before.    So  much  the  morę  abusing  in  minę  owne  con^ 
ceite  yoar  Ladishippes  pacience,  in  that  I  had  pardon  before  of  my  rash  attempt  But  see  (Madome) 
what  presumption  raignes  in  retchlesse  yonth.     You  accepted  that  my  first  oifer  of  honorable  and 
meere  curtesie,  and  I  thereby  encouraged,  blush  not  to  prooede  to  tbe  lyke  trade  of  foUie,  alwa^ 
hoping  for  the  like  acceptance  at  your  bands,  wbich  if  it  should  iaile  me  (as  I  bope  it  shall  not  laile) 
tben  sbonld  I  hereofter  not  once  so  much  as  dare  to  set  pen  to  Paper  for  feare  of  controlment  and 
cbeck,  wbich  howe  grieuous  it  is  to  a  yong  man  nowe  (as  it  were)  but  tasting  with  his  lippe  the  brim 
•f  learnings  Ibuntaine,  and  saluting  the  Muses  at  the  doore  and  threshoU,  neyther  is  your  Ladiship 
ignoraunt,  and  T  my  selfe  presume  to  know.    Wherfore  as  I  haue  (Madame)  by  a  littłe  enlarging  thia 
Booke,  enlarged  not  a  little  my  foUie:  so  is  my  humble  sute  to  you  a  littłe  to  inlarge  yóur  bounteooi 
curtesie.     I  meane  in  well  accepting  tbe  increaae  of  these  my  foUieR,  proceding  not  so  much  rpoa 
any  light  affection,  as  desire  to  acknowledge  a  greater  dtttie.  '  It  sball  not  be  lung  (I  hope)  but  that 
my  bandę  shall  seeke  in  some  part  tbe  requitall  of  your  bountye  by  sumę  better  deui$r,  tbougb  not 
morę  leamed  treatise.     But  what  shoulde  I  stand  vpon  terms^of  skill  ?  knowing  that  it  is  not  the  worke 
that  your  Ladiship  doth  so  much  ręgarde  as  the  Writer,  ueither  tbe  wortbinesse  of  the  thing,  as  the 
food  will  and  meaning  of  the  deuiser  thereof,  offering  his  dutie  in  such  wise  as  best  aunsweres  h» 
abilitie  and  power.   For  as  if  subiectes  shoulde  haue  respect  morę  to  the  rnwortbinesse  of  such  things 
as  they  giue  their  Princes,  than  regard  the  worthie  mindes  and  good  natures  of  their  Souereignes  in 
wdl  accepting  such  slender  trifles  at  their  Tassels  handes,  they  should  quite  be  discouraged  from  euer 
offering  the  like  and  slender  giftes:  so  if  I  shoulde  cast  an  eie  rather  to  the  basenesse  of  my  Booke, 
than  account  of  your  Noble  naturę  and  accustomed  curtesie  in  well  receyuing  the  same:   neither 
should  I  beretofore  enboidned  my  selfe  so  farre  as  to  haue  offred  you  this  trifling  treatise,  nor  novr 
haue  the  hart  to  aduenture  anew,  although  somewhat  purged  of  his  former  faults  and  scapes.    I 
cannot  leaue  to  molest  your  noble  eiea  with  suruey  of  my  rash  compiled  toyes.     It  may  please  your 
Ladyship  to  wey  my  well  meaning  heart,  at  what  time  occasion.  ministers  you  the  pernsing  of  my 
booke,  and  this  to  deeme,  that  desire  alone  to  manifest  my  dutie  to  you,  was  the  onely  cause  of  this 
my  enterprize.     Wbich  done,  I  haue  at  this  tim,e  no  morę  to  trouble  your  Ladiship,  but  ending  my 
Bpistle,  to  craue  the  Gods  your  happie  praseruation  of  present  Honor,  and  łuckie  increase  of  biessed 
bappes  in  all  your  Itfe. 

Yaur  Ladisbips  daily  Orator 
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But  thoo  that  vew»te  tbii  stile  with  stayd  bro« 
Markę  ere  worde,  unjoiut  eche  V.r*  Jf  mi^T  ' 
Thyjudgement  I  .»d  centure  will  lUlow,         ' 
Nor  oiH»  w,II  sceme  for  rancour  to  repiM- 
Thoo  .,t  tbe  man  who.e  «otence  I  ex^' 

FJNIg. 

%^pX^fn?I'  ^^^  RENOWMED  LADTE 
^M^ĄLADI£COfVmESSE  WARfVJCKK 

Whem  naturę  first  in  haode  did  take, 
The  Clay  to  frame  this  Countesse  coJse 
The  earth  a  wbile  sbe  did  forwike, 
ilnd  im  compelde  of  verie  force 
With  mowJdc  in  hande  to  flee  to  Skieg, 
To  ende  tbe  worke  she  did  deuica. 

Where  balfe  ama:2de  (a«:ainst  their  kindc} 
To  Bee  so  neere  the  stouie  of  state 
Jiime  Naturę  stande,  that  was  as»gnde 
Among  h,r  worldly  IiDp«  to  wonne, 
As  8he  untili  that  day  had  donnę. 


TURBERYILE-S  POEMS, 


Ha^h  mis   ♦u'**"'  ''''■*  (Hanghter  deew) 
Hath  in«le  thee  aeorne  thy  Fathe™  will?    ^ 
Why  doe  I  aee  thee  (Naturę)  heere, 
That  oughtut  of  dutie  to  fiilfill 
Thy  undertaken  charge  at  borne: 
wiiat  makes  tbee  thns  abroade  to  rome^ 

»o  retehleisc  to  depart  the  grownde, 
That  18  alotted  to  thy  share  ? 
(And  therewithall  his  Oodhead  frownde) 
I  wi  I  (quoth  Naturę)  out  of  hande 
Ceclare  the  canse  I  fied  the  la^de. 

I  undertooke  of  late  a  peece 
Of  CJay  a  ieaturde  «ice  to  frame, 
To  match  tbe  courtly  Dames  of  Greece 
That  for  their  beoutie  beare  the  name. 
««5  (Oh  good  Father)  now  I  see 
This  worke  of  minc  it  will  not  bee. 

yicegerent  sińce  you  mee  assirade 
Below  in  Earth,  and  gaue  me  lawes 
?K°  "J?'**' Wightes,  and  wlllde  that  kinde 

Of  nght  (f  thinke)  I  may  appeale 
And  crare  your  help  in  this  to  deale. 

And  that  the  worke  was  well  begunne, 
Hee  prayde  to  hare  the  helping  hande 
Of  other  Gods  till  he  had  donnę: 
With  willing  mindes  they  all  agreede 
And  set  upou  the  clay  with  speede. 

First  Jove  eche  limme  did  wel!  dispoi* 
And  makes  a  creature  of  the  Clay: 
Next  Ładie  Yenus  she  bestowes 
Hir  gallant  jriftes  as  best  she  may, 
Frona  face  to  foote,  from  top  to  toe 
She  let  no  whit  nntoucbt  to  goe. 

When  Yenus  had  donnę  what  she  coulda 
In  makine  of  hir  carkas  braue, 
Then  Pallas  thought  she  might  be  boId« 
4uioąg  tlM  rtsft  a  share  to  bane^ 


A  passing  wyt  shee  did  conosye 
Into  this  passing  peeoe  of  daye. 

Of  Bacchus  shee  no  member  hai 
Saue  6n?ers  fin**  and  feate  to  see, 
Her  łiead  with  heare  Apollo  dad 
That  Goils  had  thooght  It  golde  to  . 
So  gfistring  was  the  tresse  in  sight 
Of  this  new  formde  and  featuide  wighC 

Diana  held  hir  peace  a  space 
Untill  those  other  Gods  had  doooe: 
At  iast  (qooth  she. )  in  Dian^  chaw 
Wyth  Bo>ve  in  hande  this  Njmiph  sliall  roi 
And  chiefs  of  all  my  Noble  traine 
X  will  this  Yirgin  entertaine. 

^  Then  joyftill  Juno  came  and  sayde 
Since  you  to  hir  so  fnendly  are, 
I  doe  appoint  this  Noble  Mayde 
To  match  with  Mars  his  peere  for  war 
She  shall  the  Cowntesse  Warwick  bee 
And  yeeld  Diana*s  Bowe  to  mee. 


When  to  so  good  eflect  it  came 
And  every  member  had  his  grace, 
There  wanttd  nothing  but  a  name: 
Bv  hap  was  Mercurie  then  in  place» 
That  itayde:  pray  you  all  agree 
Pandora  graunt  hir  name  to  bee. 

For  sińce  your  Godheads  foiged  haae 
With  one  assent  this  Noble  Damę        ^ 
And  eche  to  hir  a  Ff^rtne  gaue, 
This  termę  agreeth  to  the  same: 
The  Gods  that  beard  Mercurius  tell 
This  tale,  did  lyke  it  passing  well. 

Rłłp^^rt  was  Snmmonde  then  in  hast 
And  willde  to  bring  his  Trumpe  in  hande 
To  Wowe  tberewith  a  sounding  blast 
That  might  be  beard  throueh  Brutus  lande; 
Pandora  streight  the  Ti-umpet  blewe 
That  eche  this  Cowntesse  Warwieke  knewcL 

O  sieliie  Naturę  borne  to  palne. 
O  wofull  wretched  kinde  (I  wy) 
That  to  forsake  tbe  soile  were  faine 
To  make  this  Cowntesse  out  of  Claye: 
But  oh  moet  friendfy  Gods  that  woalda 
Yonchsafc  to  set  your  hands  to  mowide. 


7»B  ARGUMENT 

TO   TBS    WBOŁB    DISOOCJRSB   A»D  TRta.! 

VOtXOWING. 

Brsodaine  sight  of  Ti»acqualnted  thi^ie 
Tjittctes  fell  m  loue  with  Pyndam, 

That  Poets  cleape  the  famons  Helena. 

ifJl  ««»«*J^fl"t  he  durst  not  to  diapl«u 
For  feare  be  shouM  oifended  FyndanT 

Af  Pans  did  fitwn  worthie  Hetaia. 
At  length  tbe  Cbale  so  flerie  ndda 

T«  hir  tbat  fatic  •■tttdfd  łfc|«a.^^ 
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Wbich  when  shee  saw,  shee  seenide  with  frien4^ 
To  like  wiih  him  tbat  lyked  Pyndara:  ^eye  , 

And  madę  as  though  she>^  would  eftsoone  appfye 
*X'o  him,  as  to  bir  gtiest  did  Heleoa. 

Tymetes  (louing  man)  then  hoped  well, 
J^nd  inoou'1e  bis  suto  to  Ladie  Pyndara: 

He  plyde  his  Pciine  and  to  bis  wryting  fell, 
A.nd  sude  as  didthe  man  to  Helena. 

Włthin  a  wbile  dispayrin^  wrptcbed  Wigbt 
I2e  Ibund  bis  Loue  (tbe  Ladie  Pyndara)       [light 

So  straunfc^  and  ccyv~*,  as  thousrh  she  tookc  do 
To  paine  hir  frieiid,  as  did  faire  Helena. 

Another  time  hir  cheere  was  such  to  see, 
That  poore  Tymetes  hopte  that  Pyndara 

Wuuld  yeeide  him  grace:  Bnt  long  it  would  not 
ShcH;  kept  aloofe  as  diJ  Damę  Helena.  [bte, 

Thus  twixt  dispaire  and  hope  tbe  doubtfuU  man 
Long  space  did  liue  that  loued  Pvndani, 

lo  wufull  pligbt:  At  last  tbe  Nvmpb  began 
To  qaite  his  loue  aa  did  faire  Helena. 

Tben  ioyed  bee,  and  cbeereftill  dittios  madę 
In  prayse  of  bis  atchiued  Pyndara: 

But  Sdone  (God  wote)  bis  płeasore   went  to 
Another  tooke  to  wife  this  Helena.  [glade, 

Thus  euer  as  Tymet^ps  bad  the  canse 
Of  ioy  or  smart,  of  cumfbrt  or  refusc : 

He  glad  or  griefuU  woxe,  and  euer  drawes 
His  present  state  with  Penne  as  berę  ensues. 


TO  A  LA  TE  ACQUAfNTED  FRIEND. 


Jf  Yuloan  durst  presume 

that  was  a  Enoofie  to  see. 
And  strake  with  Hammer  on  tbe  Stithe 

a  cunning  Smith  to  bee, 

"Whose  chiefe  and  wbole  delight 

was  aye  to  frye  at  Firge, 
And  liftten  to  that  melodie 

Smithca  sorrowes  to  disgoiige: 

Tf  Yulćan  durst  (I  sayej 

Damę  Venu8  to  assaiłe 
Tbat  was  the  wortbyste  Wigbt  of  all, 

if  witnesse  may  preuaiłe: 


it  / 


Then  may  you  mnse  tbe  leste      '^ 
though  fansie  force  mee  wrighi  ^ 

To  you  a  second  Yenua  (frieade)  ** 
aod  Helen  in  my  sigbt.  ^ 

For  wbat  he  sawe  in  hir 
a  Ooddesse  by  hir  kinde, 

That  I  in  you  (my  chosen  friend) 
and  tomewbat  else  doe  Ande. 

And  ai  tbat  sillie  Smytb 

by  Cupid  was  procnrde 
To  fiswne  on  hir,  to  whome  in  fina 

hee  flrmely  was  assurdee 

So  by  nonę  otber  memei 

my  senaes  are  ia  tbrall, 
Bot  by  procorement  of  the  Ood 

tbat  oonqa«ni  Goda  aad  ałL 


Tis  hee  tbat  makes  mee  bolde, 

tMs  hee  that  willes  me  sue 
To  thee  (loy  late  acąuainted  friende) 

loues  torments  to  escboe. 

Not  too  this  day  was  seene 

that  any  durst  rebell 
Or  kicke  at  Cupid  Prince  of  Loue, 

as  antiąue  Poets  tell : 

But  rather  would  with  free 

and  yncoacted  minde 
Applif  to  please  in  any  case 

what  so  the  God  assignde. 

Wbat  neede  I  berę  displaye 
the  spoylea  by  Cupid  wonne  ? 

Not  I,  but  you  (my  friende)  woulde  fiiittt 
ere  halle  tbe  tale  were  donnę. 

His  Banner  dotb  declare 

wbat  bearts  haue  bene  subdnde: 

Where  they  are  ail  in  Sabelis  set 
with  blood  and  gore  imbrude. 

Not  mightie  Mars  a^one, 

nor  Hercules  the  ttoute: 
But  otber  Gods  of  greater  state^ 

tbere  standing  in  a  route. 

There  may  you  plainely  see 
huw  Joue  was  once  a  Swanne> 

To  lure  faire  Letla  to.bis  lust 
when  nging  Loue  beganne. 

Some  otber  ^hon  a  Buli, 

some  other  time  a  showre 
Of  golden  drops:  as  when  he  ooyde 

the  ciosed  Nuune  in  towre. 

Apollos  Loue  appeares 

and  euer  will  be  knowne, 
As  tong  as  Lawrell  leaues  shall  last, 

and  Daphnes  brute  be  blowne. 

May  brainsick  Baccbus  brag 

or  boast  bimselfe  as  free  ? 
Not  I,  but  Aryadnas  crowna 

sbewes  him  in  loue  to  bee. 

Since  these  and  otber  mo 
tbat  Gods  were  madę  by  kind* 

Might  not  auoide  tbat  guilefuU  God 
tbat  winged  is  and  blinde: 

Sbould  I  haue  hope  to  icnpe 

by  force,  or  else  by  flightf 
Tbat  in  respect  of  thote  his  thralla 

am  of  so  slender  might } 

As  they  did  yeeide  to  Łoae 

for  feare  of  Cupids  yre: 
Enen  so  am  I  become  his  tbrail 

by  force  of  flaming  iyre. 

What  time  I  first  displayde 

minę  eyes  vpon  thy  fiśce, 
(Tbat  dotb  allure  eche  looken  heart) 

I  did  tbe  P.  imbrace. 

And  sińce  tbat  time  I  feele 
within  my  breast  such  ioye, 

As  Paris  neuer  feK  tbe  lyke 
when  Helen  was  at  Ttoje, 


586 


TURBERVILE'S  POEMS. 


How  coulde  so  barraine  toyle 

bring  furth  so  good  a  Oraffe, 
To  whooi  tbe  reast  Łhat  seeme  good  Corne 

are  in  respect  but  Chaffe? 

(O  God)  tbat  Cupid  woulde 

vpoD  thy  brea<«Ł  bestowe 
Ilia  colden  skaft,  that  thou  the  force 

of  iiking  loue  mightst  knowe. 

Tben  should  I  stande  in  hope 

and  well  a^ssured  bce, 
Tbat  tbou  wouldst  be  as  friendly  (P.) 

as  I  am  now  to  thee. 

Whome  (tyli  thy  friendsbip  foyle, 
and  plighted  Hest  doe  strarue)    • 

I  vaunt  and  yowe  by  mightie  Icme, 
with  beart  and  bandę  to  sarue. 

My  senses  all  take  bcede, 

and  yee  my  wittes  beware 
Tbat  you  attentine  be  on  bir 

and  for  u  one  other  care. 

You  eyet  that  woonted  were 

light  louing  lookes  to  cast, 
I  giue  commaundment  on  bir  bue 

tbat  yee  be  ankred  fast. 

Minę  eares  admit  no  sounde 

ne  womans  woords  at  all : 
Be  sbutte  against  sucb  Syrens  Songes 

repleate  with  lurcking  gali. 

Tdngue  see  tbat  thou  be  tyde, 

and  vse  no  wantou  stile : 
By  lawę  of  Ix>ue  I  thee  coniure 

sucb  fonde  toyes  to  exile. 

Legges  looke  tbat  yee  be  lamę 
wben  you  should  reache  a  place 

To  take  th«  vewe  of  Yenus  Nympbes 
P.  beaatie  to  defece. 

For  sucb  a  one  is  shee 

whome  I  would  will  you  serue, 

As  to  be  piastę  for  Pallas  peere 
for  wisedome  may  desenie. 

So  constant  are  bir  lookes 

and  eake  so  cbaste  a  face: 
As  if  that  Lucrece  liuing  were, 

shce  Lucrece  would  disgrace. 

So  modest  is  bir  mirtb 

in  euery  time  and  ty  de, 
As  they  that  prick  most  nearste  of  all 

their  shiuerde  shafts  are  wyde. 

Pause  Pen  awhile  therefore, 
.  and  V9e  tby  woonted  meane: 
For  Boccas  braine,  and  Chauccrs  Suill 
in  tbis  were  foyled  cleane.         % 

Of  both  might  neitber  boast 

if  they  did  liae  agaioe: 
For  P.  would  put  them  to  their  shifU 

to  Pen  bir  vertues  plaine. 

Yt't  one  tbing  will  I  vaunt 

and  afber  make  an  ende, 
Tbat  Momus  can  not  for  his  lyfe 

deuise  one  iote  to  roende. 


Thus  to  conciude  at  lenetb, 

see  thou  (my  friend)  penrse 
This  slender  rerse,  till  leysure  serae 

abrode  to  bring  my  Muse. 

For  tben  you  shall  perreiue 

by  that  which  you  shąll  see, 
Tbat  yon  haue  madę  your  choyce  as  well 

as  1  by  chooing  P. 


THE  LOUER 


EXTOŁŁETH    THE    gINGDŁAR     BEADTIS    <|F    Hit 

ŁADYB. 

Let  Myron  muse  at  Natures  passing  mii^ht. 
And  quite  n^i^ne  his  pieuish  Painters  right; 
For  surę  hee  can  not  frame  bir  featurde  shape 
That  for  bir  face  excelts  the  Grcekishe  rape. 

Lrt  Zeuxis  Grapes  not  make  him  proode  at  al, 
Tbough  Fowles  for  them  did  i>kyr  asarnst  m  wal: 
For  if  hee  should  assay  my  Loue  to  paint. 
His  Art  would  fayle,  his  cunning  fist  wouid  ImioL 

Let  Praxitell  presume  with  Pencill  rude 
Basp  things  to  biaze  the  people  to  delude: 
Hir  featurde  limmes  to  drawe  Jet  him  not  dare 
That  with  the  feyre  Diana  may  compare. 

Thongb  Yenus  formę  Apelles  madę  so  well, 
As  Greece  did  iudgc  the  Painter  to  excell : 
Vet  let  not  that  enbolde  tbe  Greeke  to  graue 
Hir  shape,  that  beauties  prayse  deicenies  to  banc 

For  Naturę  when  shee  madę  hir,  did  enteode 
To  paint  a  neece  that  no  man  might  amende: 
A  paterne  for  the  reast  that  after  shoulde 
Be  madę  by  bandę,  or  cast  in  cunning  moulde. 


THE  LOUER 


DECŁARETH    HOW    FIRST    HB    WAS  TARBU    AVD 
ENAMOURED  BY  THE  SIGHT  OF  HIS  ULOIE. , 


I  THAT  bad  neuer  earot 

the  craft  of  Cupid  tride, 
Ne  yet  the  wylie  wanton  wayes  \  '' 

of  Ladie  Venus  s|fide, 

But  spent  my  time  in  sporte 

as  youth  is  woont  by  kinde. 
Not  forci ng  Fancies  pinchinic  po\rre 

tbat  other  Wights  did  blinde: 

By  fortunę  founde  a  Face 

that  likte  my  beart  so  well, 
As  by  the  sodaine  vewe  tbereof 

to  fancies  frame  I  fel]. 

No  sooner  had  minę  eyes 

vpon  bir  beautie  stayde. 
But  Wit  and  Will  witbout  respect 

were  altogitber  wayde. 

Unwarely  so  was  nonę 

in  sucb  a  snare  before: 
The  morę  I  gazdę  vpon  hir  face, 

I  lyke  my  Loue  the  morę. 

Forthwith  I  thought  my  heart 
oute  of  his  roome  was  rapte: 

And  witts  (that  woonted  w^re  to  waytft 
on  Reason)  were  intrapte. 


I  y- 
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Downe  by  mtoe  eyes  the  stroke 

descended  to  tbe  harte : 
Which  Cupid  neuer  crasde  before 

by  force  of  Ooldea  darte. 

My  bloud  that  thougbt  it  boande 

his  Maisten  part  to  take. 
Ko  loTifrer  duret  abide  abrode, 

but  outwarde  limmea  forsake. 

When  it  had  bene  in  breast 
and  fi-o8tye  colde  di^mayde: 

It  hasted  from  the  heart  againa 
cxternall  parts  to  ayde. 

And  brought  with  it  such  heate 

as  did  inflame  tbe  fisice, 
Distayning  it  with  Scarlet  redde 

by  rashnesse  of  the  race. 

And  sińce  that  time  I  feele 

such  paogues  aod  inwarde  fitts, 

As  DOW  with  hope,  and  ihen  with  feare 
encombred  are  my  witts. 

Thus  must  I  Myser  liue 

till  shee  by  frieodly  ruth 
Doe  pitie  mee  hir  loouing  thrall 

wbose  deedes  shall  trie  his  truth. 

Thri«e  łuckie  was  the  daye, 
thrise  happie  eake  the  place. 

And  yee  (minę  eyes)  thrise  blessed  were 
that  lighted  on  hir  fitce. 

If  I  in  fine  may  force 

hirpittie  by  my  plaint: 
I  sball  in  cunningste  rerse  I  may 

hir  worthie  prayse  depaint. 

Thereis  one  thing  makes  mee  ioy 
and  bids  mć  tbinke  the  best: 

Tbat  cruell  rigor  can  not  lodge 
where  Beautie  is  possest. 

And  surę  mlesse  sbe  salue 

and  h*ale  this  cankred  wounJe 

By  yeetdhig  grace,  it  must  in  time 
of  force  my  corps  coiifounde. 

For  long  it  may  not  last 

that  in  such  anguish  lyes: 
SxtTeames  in  no  case  can  endure 

as  Sages  did  deuise. 

No  Tyger  gaue  hir  Teate, 

she  is  no  Lyons  whelpe: 
Ve  was  she  bred  of  cruell  rockes, 

nor  will  renounce  to  helpe 

Soch  as  she  paynes  with  loue, 

and  doth  procure  to  wo : 
She  is  not  oP  the  Currish  kynde, 

hir  naturę  is  not  so. 


Tl<RBERUIŁB*9  AUNSWERB  AND  DlSTICH  TO  THB 

84MB. 

Two  lines  shall  teach  you  bow 

to  purchase  loue  anene: 
Let  reason  rule  where  Loue  did  raigne 

and  ydle  thoughts  eschewe. 


MAI^ER  GEORG E  HIS  SONET  OF  THE 
PAINES  OF  LOUE. 

Two  Jines  shall  tell  the  griefe, 

that  I  by  loue  snstaine: 
I  borne,  1  flame,  1  faint,  I  freeze, 

of  Hel)  I  f«ele  tb«  p«in<« 


ANEPITAPH  O  V  THE  DEATH  OF  DAMĘ 
ELYZABETH  ARHUNDLE, 

Hbrb  graued  is  a  good  and  godly  wight, 
That  yeelded  hath  hir  cynder<i  to  the  soyle, 
Who  ran  hir  race  in  vertues  tylt  aright 
And  neuer  had  at  Portunes  hande  the  foyle: 
The  guide  was  God  whome  shee  did  aye  ensue. 
And  Yertue  was  the  markę  whereat  she  thrue. 

Descending  of  a  hon«e  of  worthie  famc 
Shee  linckt  at  length  with  on^  of  egall  state, 
Who  though  did  chaunge*  hir  first  and  former 

name, 
Did  not  enforce  hir  virtues  to  rebate: 
For  Dannat  shee  Damę  Arundel  was  hight, 
Wbose  Feere  was  knowne  to  be  a  worthy  Koight. 

Hir  beautie  T  not  blazp  ne  brute  at  all» 
(Tbough  with  the  best  she  might  therin  compare) 
For  that  it  was  to  age  and  fortunę  thrall : 
Hir  thewes  I  touch  which  were  so  passing  rare, 
As  bein?  eartht  and  reft  hir  vitnl  breath, 
Hir  chiefest  part  doth  liue  and  conquer  death. 

Let  Spite  not  spare  to  spoake  of  hir  the  wurst, 
Let  Envie  feede  upon  hir  godly  life, 
Let  Rancoiu"  ragę,  let  Hatreds  bellie  burst, 
Tiet  Zoili  now  unsheath  his  cutting  knife: 
For  death  hath  ctosHe  hir  corse  in  marble  graue, 
Hir  soule  is  fied  in  Skies  his  seate  to  haue 

Let  T^yster  laogh  that  such  a  Mirrour  bred: 
Let  Matrons  mourne  for  lossft  of  their  renowne, 
Let  Cornwall  crie  sińce  Dannat  now  is  ded» 
Let  Yertue  eke  doe  on  hir  mouming  gowne : 
For  she  is  reft  that  was  at  Yertues  beck 
Whome  Fortune  had  no  power  to  giue  the  check. 


TO  PIERO  OF  PRIDE. 

Fribnd  Piero,  Pride  infects  a  friendly  minde, 
The  hanghtie  are  pursued  with  deadly  hate : 
Wherefore  eschue  the  pronde  and  Peacocks  kinde 
That  erreedie  are  to  sit  on  stoole  of  state: 
The  lnw1v  hart  doth  winne  the  loue  of  all. 
But  Pride  at  last  is  surę  of  shamefuU  fiill. 


PIERO  TO  TURBERUIŁB. 

GoOD  is  the  counsell  (Turberuiłe)  you  ginę 
It  is  a  rertue  rare  well  to  aduise, 
But  if  your  selfe  in  Peacocks  sort  doe  liue 
Men  may  deeme  you  are  not  perfite  wise: 
Wbose  chiefest  point  in  act  consisteth  ay«, 
Weil  doing  Um  exceUeth  weU  to  laye. 
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rEBSE  m  PJtAYSE  OF  LORDE  HENJUE 
HOHTARDE  ERLE  OF  SUHREY. 

What  shoiild  I  speake  in  praiie  of  Surreys  skil 

Uniesie  I  had  a  thousand  tongues  at  will? 

No  one  18  abłe  to  depaiiit  at  foli, 

The  flowiDg  fogptaine  of  his  sacred  kkull. 

Wbose  Penne  approftode  what  wit  be  had  in  mue 

Wherc  tach  a  »'n||  jn  ma^*"[r  Snilflf *  fS^^ 


To  haoe  soiournde,  and  beoe  a  dayly  guest. 

Keproue  him  not  for  Ik^afig  tnat  ne  wroaght, 
For  Parne  thereby  aDanoCning  else  he  sought. 
What  tbougb  hia  verae  iy  ith  pj^ftpf  pt  toiyfi^g  friffht  ? 
Yet  was  his  honuurs  life  a  Lampe  ot  ligbL 

AjiZgSgEMJŁbe  •iiPidfi.satLteJiaine,   ^ 
Tnat  euer  b  ate  bis  brayne  for  Britaus  gaine. 
By  him  the  Nobles  had  their  ycgrtoie^. JuliL^de, 
When  sprtefbl  death  their  honors  liues  had  razda, 
Echl!  that  in  life  had  well  deserued  aught, 
By  Surreys  meanes  an  endles  Famę  bath  caugbt 
To  ąuite  his  boone  and  aye  we.l  meaning  minde^ 
"Whereby  he  did  his  Seąnell  seeme  to  binde: 
Thongh  want  of  skill  to  silence  me  procures, 
I  write  of  him  who<;e  fome  foV  aye  endurea^ 
A  wortbie  Wi^bt,  a  Noble  for  his  race, 
A  leamed  Lord  that  had  an  Earles  place. 


OF  IAL0U8IE. 


A  fTBAUNGB  disease,  a  griefe  eiceeding  great, 
A  man  to  haue  his  beart  in  flame  inrolde, 
In  sort  that  he  can  neuer  chooi«e  but  sweat. 
And  feele  his  feete  benumde  with  froitie  coldc. 
No  doubt  if  be  continue  in  this  beate, 
He  will  become  a  Cooke  hereafter  olde, 
Of  such  diseases  such  is  the  effect. 
And  this  in  him  we  may  fuU  well  auspect. 


TO  HIS  LADIE, 


THAT    BY     HAP    WUBN 

MADĘ  HIR    ŁIPPB  BŁBEOB, 
AND  TOOKE  OIBDAIHK. 

D18CUARGB  thy  dole,   V 
Tbou  aubtile  sonie,     ^ 

It  standes  in  little  steede 
To  cursie  the  kiasa       \ 
That  cauaer  ia 

Thy  cbirrie  lippe  doth  Meedc. 


JU8SBD    HIR 
CONTROLDE 


AMD 
HIM 
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Thy  Uood  ascenda 

To  make  amenda 
For  domage  thou  bast  donnę : 

For  by  the  same 

I  felt  a  fiame 
Morę  scorching  than  the  Simne. 

Thou  reftst  my  harte 

By  secret  Arte,    ' 
My  sprites  were  quite  lubdnde: 

My  Senses  fled 

And  I  was  ded, 
Thy  lippef  were  icarce  imbnide. 


The  kisae  was  tfaSot, 

The  hurt  was  minę. 

My  hart  folt  all  the  paiM: 
Twas  it  that  bied 
And  lookte  so  red, 

I  tell  thee  once  againe. 

But  if  yon  long 

To  wreake  your  wrong 
Upon  yoar  fnendly  fo: 

Come  kisse  againe 

And  put  to  paine 
The  man  that  hatt  yoa  96, 


MAYSTER  GOOGE  HIS  SOJfST. 

AccuflB  not  God  if  fonaie  fonde 

doe  moue  thy  fbolishe  braine 
To  wayle  for  loue,  for  thou  thy  aeife 

art  eause  of  all  the  paine. 


TURBERYIŁB*!  AUITSWBRH. 

Not  God  (friend  Googe)  the  looer  blamea 

as  worker  of  his  woes: 
But  Cupid  that  his  fierie  flames 

so  frantickly  bestowes. 


A  COMPARISOK 

OF  THB  ŁODBRS  BSTATB  WITH  THB  MUIAIOORl 

PAINEFCTL  ŁTPB. 

Ir  Souldiers  may  for  sernice  done^ 

and  labours  long  sostainde, 
For  wearie  watch,  and  perils  past, 

and  armes  with  armour  painde: 

For  push  of  pikę,  for  bolbers  stroke, 

for  standing  in  the  frunt, 
If  they  expect  rewarde  (I  say) 

for  byding  battayles  brunt: 

Then  what  shall  Capidt  Captainea  cimiic, 

what  recompense  desire, 
That  warde  the  day,  and  wake  tłie  nigfat 

consumde  with  fretting  fire? 

No  roome  of  rest,  no  time  of  truca, 

no  płeadingfor  a  jpeaće: 
When  Cupid  soundea  his  warlike  Traape, 

the  iight  will  neuer  cease. 

Fint  yon  shall  aee  the  shiTering  ahafts 

and  view  the  thirled  darts 
Which  from  their  eies  they  cast  by  c^ursa 

to  pierce  their  enmies  harts. 

But  if  the  Foe  doe  stande  aloolb 

(as  is  the  Loners  guise) 
Then  Canons  with  thdr  cniaO  cneka 

as  tbicke  as  tbander  flies. 

Sweete  wordes  in  place  of  powdcr  iteade 

by  force  which  thinke  to  wiu, 
That  louing  lookea  of  late  had  lott 

when  fight  did  firs t  bęgia. 
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3at  OB  the  breast  to  beare  the  brant 
and  keepo  ihein  front  the  bart, 

A  aare  and  priuie  oote  U  worne 
repelling  pellets  smart. 

Thay  stop  their  eares  against  the  sonnd, 

wbieb  is  tbe  surest  shielde 
Against  tbe  dreadfiil  shot  of  wordes 

tbat  thousandes  had  beguilde. 

Bat  wben  Cupidians  flatly  aee 
nor  gunne,  nor  bowe  preYaile* 

Then  tbey  begin  tbeir  friendly  foca 
with  other  flgbt  t'  assaile. 

Then  set  the  daskardes  dread  aside 

and  to  the  waUes  tbey  run. 
Aa  tboa^b  tbey  would  siibdoe  the  Forta 

or  ere  the  figbt  begun. 

r 

Fortbwith  tbe  scaling  Ładders  oome, 

and  to  the  wałles  are  set, 
Tben  sighs  and  sobbes  begin  to  clime, 

bot  tbey  are  <|aickly  met. 

nos  Capid  and  his  Souldiers  all 

tbe  sbarpe  repulse  sustaine: 
Whome  Beanty  batters  from  tbe  walles 

wbose  Captaine  is  Disdaioe. 

Wben  all  are  gone  and  yeelde  it  lost, 
eomea  Hope  and  wbot  Desire, 

To  see  wbere  tbey  can  haue*the  bap 
to  set  tbe  Fort  a  fire. 

But  naagbt  preuailes  tbeir  lingring  figbt 

tbey  can  not  Beautie  win: 
Yet  doe  tbey  skirmiab  still  bahinde 

in  hope  to  oiter  in. 
Atlengtb  wben  Beautie  doth  perceyve 

those  soldiers  are  so  true, 
Tbat  tbey  will  neoer  from  tbe  walfes 

till  tbey  the  bolde  subdne : 

She  callcs  for  Pittie  for  tbe  keyes 

and  bjds  bir  let  them  in : 
In  hope  tbey  will  be  true  to  bir 

as  tbey  to  Loue  had  bin. 

The  gates  no  sooner  are  nnloekt, 

bnt  souldiers  all  retire : 
And  enter  into  Beautics  Forte 

witb  Hope  and  bote  Desire. 

Kow  judge  by  this  tbat  I  bane  saida 

of  these  two  fightes  arigbt, 
Wbich  is  the  głeatest  toy|e  of  botb 

wben  wariike  Tents  are  pigbt. 
For  Mars  his  men  sometime  hauc  ease, 

and  from  tbeir  battatfe  blin: 
But  Cnpids  souldiers  euer  serue 

till  tbey  Damę  Beautit*  win. 


THE  LOUER 

AOA1NST  ONE  THAT  COMPAaKB  HI9 
WITIt  HU  biJ»B. 

A  BIAONESSE  to  compare 

tbe  Pipler  with  the  Pine, 
Whereof  the  Marincr  makes  his  Mast 

and  hanges  it  all  witb  linę. 


BOBTREfSE 


A  follie  to  preferre 

a  Lampe  before  the  Sanae^ 
Or  brag  tbat  Balam's  lumpisb  asaa 

witb  Bucephall  shall  runne. 

Then  cease  for  sbame  to  vaiiBt> 
and  crowe  in  craking  wiae 

Of  bir  tbat  least  deserues  to  hana 
bir  beauties  famo  arise. 

Thon  foolish  Damę  bewara 
of  baughtie  Peacocks  pride: 

Tbe  fruite  tbereof  in  former  ago 
bath  sundrie  times  been  tride. 

Aracbne  can  expresse 

how  angrie  Pallas  was, 
Wben  sbee  in  needle  worke  woold 

tbe  Heaaenly  Wigfat  to  passa. 

Tbe  Spider  sbowes  tbe  spite 
tbat  sbe  (good  wencb)  abid^ 

In  token  of  hir  pńde  sbee  hanges 
at  roofe  by  rutten  tbrid. 

No  foode  she  bath  allowde 
lesse  Fortune  sende  the  Flie: 

The  Cobweb  is  hir  costly  Couefa 
appointcd  hir  to  lie. 

With  venim  ranek  and  vi]a 
hir  wombe  is  likie  to  barst, 

A  token  of  hir  inward  bate 
and  bawtie  minde  at  furst. 

And  thou  tbat  surely  tbiokst 

thy  Ladie  to  excel1, 
Example  take  of  oŁbers  banna 

for  judgement  that  befell: 

Wben  Pan  the  Pastors  prtme« 
and  Rex  of  rustick  route. 

To  passe  Apollo  in  bis  pląy 
and  Musick  went  aboate : 


Mount  Tmolus  was  the  Jodge 

that  tbere  the  roome  possest. 
To  giue  bjs  rerdite  for  them  botb 

wbich  uttercd  Musick  best. 

First  came  tbe  Rustick  forth 

with  Pipę  and  puffed  bag, 
That  madę  his  eies  to  runne  like  straamea^ 

and  tK>tb  his  lips  to  wag. 

The  noyse  was  somewhat  rude 

and  ragged  to  the  eare : 
The  simplest  man  aliue  would  gesaa 

that  pieyish  Pan  was  there. 

Tben  Pboebus  framde  his  frets, 

and  wrested  aH  bis  pinnes. 
And  on  bis  curious  strings  to  strike 

the  skilfuU  God  beginnes. 

So  passing  was  bis  play 

as  madę  the  trees  to  daunce^ 
And  stubbom  Rocks  in  deepest  rales 

for  gladsome  ioy  to  praunce. 

Ampbyon  blusht  as  red 

as  any  glowing  flame: 
And  Orpheus  durst  not  shew  bis  facc^ 

but  bida  his  head  for  sbame. 
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Ynoagh  quoth  TmoltM  tho, 
my  judgement  is  that  Pan 

May  pipę  amoDg  the  ruder  sort 
that  little  Musick  cao. 

Apollos  playe  doth  paue 

of  all  that  ere  I  hearde : 
Wherefore  (as  reasoo  is)  of  mee 

the  Luter  is  preferde. 

Meanwbile  was  Mydas  prest 
not  pointed  ludge  in  place: 

But  (lyke  adolt  that  wentabout 
Apollo  to  deface) 

Tashe  Tmolus,  tushe  qUoth  hee. 

Pan  hath  the  better  skill : 
For  hee  the  emptie  bagt^e  with  windę 

and  strowting  blast  doth  fili. 

Apollo 'wagges  bis  ioints 
and  oiakes  a  jarrtng  sounde: 

Lyke  pleasare  is  not  in  the  Lute 
as  in  the  Bagpipe  founde. 

No  sooner  bad  hee  spoke 
those  witlesse  wordes  and  sed. 

But  Phoebus  graft  on  Asses  eares 
ypon  bis  beastly  bed. 

In  proof  of  judgement  wrong 
that  Mydas  did  maintaine, 

He  had  a  paire  of  sowsing  eares 
to  shilde  bim  from  the  raine. 

Wherefore  (my  Friend)  take  faeede 

of  afterciaps  that  fali : 
And  deeme  not  hir  a  Dearling  that 

deserues  no  prayse  at  ail. 

Your  iudgement  is  beguilde, 

your  Senses  sufler  sbame : 
That  so  doe  seeke  to  blaze  hir  armes, 

and  to  aduaunce  hir  famę. 

Let  hir  go  bidę  hir  bead 

in  lotbsome  l\ircking  mue, 
For  crabbed  Crowfoote  niarres  hir  hee 

and  quite  distaines  hirhue. 


TURBERV1LE'S  FOEMS. 


THE  LOUER 


K'.> 


TO  4  GBNTŁEWOM AN,THAT  AFTER  GRKAT  FRIEND- 
8HIP  "WITHOUT  DE8ART  OR  CAU8E  OF  MISLYK- 
ino,  RBFU9BD  HIM. 

Haue  you  not  heard  it  long  ago 

of  cuuning  Fawkeners  tolde, 
That  Hauks  which  ioue  their  kepers  Cal 
'  are  woortb  their  weigbt  in  Golde  ? 

And  such  as  knowe  the  luring  Toice  ' 

of  bim  that  feedes  them  stilł : 
And  neuer  rangle  farre  abrode 

against  the  Kcepers  will, 

Doe  farre  exceede  the  baggarde  Hauke   ' 

that  stoopeth  to  no  stale  : 
Kor  forceth  on  the  Lure  awhit, 

but  mounts  with  euery  gale  ? 

Yes,  yes,  I  knowe  you  know  it  weU, 

and  I  by  proufe  haue  tride, 
That  wilde  aud  baggard  Hawkes  are  worse 

tban  such  as  will  abidt. 


Yet  is  there  eke  another  kiode, 

farre  worser  than  tbe  rest : 
And  those  are  they  tbat  flie  at  cfaecky 

and  stoupe  to  euerie  f^eA, 

They  leauc  tbe  lawę  tbat  naturę  taugbt 
and  sbunne  their  wonted  kinde, 

In  Aeeing  after  euerie  Foule 
that  mounteth  with  tbe  windę. 

You  know  what  I  doe  meane  by  tbis, 

if  not,  giue  eare  a  while: 
And  [  sball  shewe  you  my  concdte 

in  plaine  and  simple  stile. 

You  were  sometime  a  gentle  Hawke, 

and  woont  to  feede  on  fist: 
And  kpew  my  luring  Toice  right  wcłl 

and  would  repaire  at  list. 

I  could  no  sooner  make  a  beck 

or  token  with  my  band. 
But  you  would  ąuickly  iudge  my  will 

and  how  the  case  did  stand. 

But  now  you  are  become  so  wylde 

and  rammage  to  be  seene, 
As  thougb  you  were  a  baggard  Hawke 

your  maners  altred  cleene. 

You  now  refuse  to  come  to  fist, 

you  shun  my  wonted  cali : 
My  luring  liketb  not  your  eare, 

you  fbrce  mee  not  at  all. 

You  flee  with  wingcs  of  often  chaunge 
at  random  where  you  please: 

But  that  in  time  will  breede  in  yoo 
Bome  fowle  and  fell  disease. 

Ltue  like  a  bagg«rd  still  therefbre, 

and  for  no  luring  care : 
For  best  (I  see)  contents  tby  nunde 

at  wisbe  and  will  to  farę. 

So  some  perhaps  will  liue  in  bope 

at  length  to  ligbt  on  thee, 
Tbat  earst  reclaimde  so  gentle  weite 

and  louing  birde  to  mee. 

But  if  tliou  chaunce  to  fali  to  cheek, 

aud  fbrce  on  erie  fbwie, 
Thou  shalt  be  worse  detested  theo^ 

than  is  tbe  nightisb  Owle. 

This  counsell  take  of  bim  thatonee 

did  keepe  thee  at  his  beck : 
But  now  giues  up  in  open  field 

for  feare  of  filthie  check. 


THE  LOUER 

OBTATNING  H18  WIBHB  BY  AŁL  ŁYKBŁYBODK, 
YET  NOT  ABŁB  TO  ATTAIMB  HIS  OBUBS,  COK* 
PARB8  HIM8EŁF  TO  TANTAUW. 

Of  Tantalus  plight, 
Tbe  Poets  wright, 

Complayning 

And  fayning 
In  sorrowfiill  sownding  songes : 
Who  feeles  (they  saye) 
For  Apples  gaye 

Such  payniiig 

Not  gayning 
The  fńiito  for  which  hee  looges : 
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For  when  hee  tbinkes  to  feede  tberone, 
Tbe  fickle  flattring  Tree  is  gooe : 
And  all  in  vatnę  hee  bopes  to  haue 

bi9  famine  to  expeU 
The  flitting  fruite  that  lookes  so  braue 

and  likes  his  eie  so  well : 
And  tfaas  bis  bunger  doth  increase. 
And  hec  can  neuer  finde  release. 

As  want  of  Meate 
Doth  make  him  freate 
With  raging 
And  gazing. 
To  catch  the  fruite  that  flees : 
Eoen  so  for  drythe 
The  Mi  ser  ery  the. 
Not  swaging 
fiut  waging. 
For  Hcour  that  he  sees : 
For  to  bis  painefall  pnrched  moath 
Tbe  long  desired  water  flouth, 
And  when  he  gapes  fuł)  gredilie 

unthriftie  tbirst  to  slake, 
The  river  wasteth  spoedilie, 

and  awaywarde  go^^s  ttie  T^ke : 
That  all  the  licour  from  his  lips 
And  dryed  chaps  away  it  slips. 

This  kind  of  paine 
Doth  be  sustaine 
Not  cea>iing 
Increasing, 
His  pittifuil  pining  wo: 
In  plenties  place, 
Deroide  of  grace, 
Releasing 
Or  ceasing    - 
The  pangs  that  pinch  him  so  : 
Of  all  the  fretting  fits  of  HHI 
This  Tantals  torment  is  most  fell : 
For  that  the  reast  can  haue  no  bope 

their  freedome  to  attaine, 
And  he  hatb  graunted  him  such  scope 

as  makes  the  My  ser  faine : 
But  all  for  naught  in  ńne  it  serues, 
For  he  with  dr3'tb  abd  bunger  sterues. 

Euen  so  farę  I 
That  am  as  nie 
My  pleasiire, 
My  treasure, 
As  1  might  wisbe  to  bee: 
And  haue  at  will 
My  Ladie  still 
At  leasure, 
In  measurC) 
As  well  it  lyketh  mee. 
The  amorous  blyncks  flee  to  and  fro, 
With  sugred  wordes  that  make  a  show 
That  fansie  is  weU  pleasde  witball 

and  findes  it^elfe  content : 
Echc  other  friendly  friend  doth  call 

and  eche  of  us  consent : 
And  thus  we  seeme  for  to  possesse 
£che  others  hart  and  haue  redresse 

We  coli,  we  chip, 
We  kisse  with  lip, 

Deligbted, 

Requigbted, 


And  merely  spend  the  day : 
The  taies  I  tell 
Are  fancide  well, 
Recited, 
Not  spited, 
Thus  weares  the  time  away. 
Looke  what  I  like  shee  doth  tmbrace, 
Sbe  giues  good  eare  vnto  my  case 
And  yeeldes  mee  lawfull  libertie 
To  frame  my  dolorus  plaint, 
To  quite  hir  friend  from  ieopardie 

Whome  Cupid  bath  attaiiit: 
Respecting  nought  at  all  bis  welth 
But  seeking  meane  to  woork  his  helth. 

I  seeme  to  haue 
The  thing  I  craue, 
Shee  barres  uot, 
Shee  iarres  not. 
But  with  a  verie  good  will 
Shee  heares  my  sute. 
And  for  the  frute 
Shee  warres  not. 
But  dares  not 
To  let  mee  feede  my  fili. 
Shee  would  (I  know)  with  beart  agree, 
Tbe  fault  is  neyther  in  hir  nor  mee» 
I  darc  auowe  fuli  willingtie 

shee  would  consent  thereto, 
And  gladly  would  mee  remedie 

to  banish  away  my  wo  : 
Lo  thus  my  wisb  1  doe  posaesse. 
And  am  a  Tantal  naythelesse. 

For  though  I  stande 
And  touch  with  banda 
AUured, 
Procured, 
The  Sainct  I  doe  desira: 
And  may  be  boldt 
For  to  enfolde, 
Assured, 
lodured, 
Tbe  Corps  that  I  require : 
Yet  by  no  meanes  may  I  attaine 
To  haue  the  fniite  I  would  so  faine 
To  ryd  mee  from  extremitie 

and  cruell  oppressing  care, 
Kuen  thus  with  Tantals  penaltie 

my  destnie  may  compare  *. 
Who  though  endure  escessiue  paine, 
Yet  minę  is  not  the  least  of  twaine. 


TffE  LOUER 


TO  THE  TBM S  OF  I.OND01I  TO  FAUOR  HIS  ŁADIE 
FAS8IN6  THEREON. 

Thou  stately  Streame  that  with  the  swelling  Tide 
Oainst  rx>ndon  walles  incessantty  dost  beate, 
Thou  Toms  (I  say)  where  barge  and  bote  doth 

ride, 
And  snowbite  Swans  do  fish  for  needefuU  meate : 

When  80  my  Loue  of  force,  or  pleasure  shall 
Ftit  on  thy  fload  as  custome  is  to  do : 
Seeke  not  with  dread  hir  courage  to  appall. 
But  calme  thy  ty  de,  and  smoothly  let  it  go : 
As  shee  may  ioy,  arriude  to  siker  shore. 
To  passe  tbe  pleasant  streame  shee  did  before. 
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To  weltre  Tp  and  surge  in  wrathfull  wise, 
(As  did  the  Aoad  wbere  Helle  drenched  waSj) 
Would  but  procure  defame  of  thee  to  ri  w  : 
Wberefore  let  all  iuch  rathlesse  rigor  pastę, 
So  wish  I  tbat  thou  mayst  witb  bending  side 
Haqe  powre  for  a^e  in  woouted  Goiilfe  to  glide. 


TO  HIS  RING 


OIUBN  TO  HIS   ŁADIE,  WHEREIN   WAS    GRAUEN 

TBI8  VER8E. 

MY  HEARTIS  YOUBS. 

Thouoh  thou  (my  Ringr)  be  smali, 

and  ulender  be  thy  price : 
Yet  hast  thou  in  thy  compasse  coucbt 

a  Łouera  tnie  deuice. 

And  tbongh  no  Rubie  rpdde, 

ne  Turkesse  trimme  thy  toppe, 
Nor  other  luell  tbat  commends 

tbe  gołden  Yulcans  shoppe : 

Yet  mayst  thou  boldely  yaunt 

and  małe  a  true  report 
For  mee  tbat  am  tby  Mayster  yet 

in  such  a  semUant  sort, 

That  aye''(my  heart  is  birs) 

of  thee  I  aske  no  morę : 
My  Pen  and  I  will  shew  the  reast, 

which  yet  I  keepe  in  store. 

Be  mindefull  of  thy  charge, 

and  of  thy  Maysters  case : 
Forget  not  tbat  (my  heart  is  hirs) 

though  1  be  nut  in  place. 

When  thou  hast  tólde  thy  Ule 

which  is  but  short  and  sweete : 
Tben  let  my  Loue  coniect  the  reast 

till  she  and  I  doe  meete. 

For  as  (my  h^art  is  hirs) 

80  shalt  it  be  for  aye: 
My  lieart,  my  hand,  my  life,  my  limmes 

are  hirs  till  dying  day. 

Yea  when  the  spińte  giues  rp 
and  bodie  breathes  his  last, 
Say  naythelesse  (my  heart  is  hirs) 
when  life  and  allis  past. 
Sit  fast  to  hir  finger. 
But  doe  thou  not  wring  ber. 


THE  DISPAIRING  LOUER 

CRAUES  EITHBR  MERCIE  IN  TIME  AT  HIS  ŁADTEB 
HANDS,  OR  CRUEŁŁ  DEATH. 

LiKB  as  the  fearefuU  Foule 

within  the  Fawcons  foote 
Dotb  yeelde  him  selfe  to  die, 

and  sees  nonę  uther  boote ; 

Euen  so  dread  I  (my  Deare) 

least  ruth  in  thee  will  want. 
To  mee  that  am  thy  thrall, 

who  fearing  deatb  doe  pant 


So  fast  I  am  in  Gyiie 

within  your  Beauties  Gayle, 
As  thence  to  make  a  breach 

no  engin  may  preuayle. 

The  heart  within  my  breast 

with  trembling  feare  doth  qiiafce; 

And  saue  your  loue  (my  Deare) 
nought  can  my  torment  slake. 

To  slea  a  yeildiug  pray 
1  iudge  it  not  your  kinde: 

Your  B^autie  bids  mee  hope 
morę  ruth  in  you  to  fiude. 

Where  Naturę  hath  yfonnde 
such  featurde  sbape  to  sbowe, 

Tbere  hath  she  closde  in  breast 
a  heart  for  grace  to  growe. 

Whereibre  my  lingring  painet 
redresse  with  ruthfuU  hart : 

And  doe  in  time  become 
Phisition  to  my  smart. 

Oh  showe  thy  selfe  a  frinde 
and  Natures  Impe  to  bee, 

As  thou  a  Woman  art  by  kinde 
to  Womans  kinde  agree. 

But  if  you  can  not  finde 
in  heart  mj  lyfe  to  saue. 

But  tbat  you  long  to  see 
your  thraJl  lye  dead  ia  graae : 

Send  mee  tbe  fatall  bole, 
and  cruell  cutting  Knifie: 

And  thou  shałt  see  me  rid 
my  wretched  limmes  of  lyfs. 

No  lesse  to  like  thy  minde 
than  to  abridge  my  smart : 

Which  were  an  yll  re^vaide 
for  such  a  good  desart. 

Ofbothicountitleast 

by  cursed  fate  to  fiill, 
Than  ruthiesse  here  to  liue 

and  aye  to  be  a  tbnill. 


TO  HIS  FRlENn 


TO  BE  CONSTANT  AFTE&  CHOTCS  MADB. 

What  madę  Ylysses  Wife 

to  be  renoumed  so  ? 
What  forced  Famę  hir  endlesse  bnite  ■ 

in  blasting  trumpe  to  blow  ? 

What  Cleopatra  causde 

to  haue  immortail  prajrse  ? 
What  did  procure  Lucrecias  land* 

to  lasten  to  our  dayes  } 

Cause  tbey  their  pligbted  bcstes 

YTibroken  aye  resarude: 
And  planted  Constance  in  their  hearts 

from  whome  they  neucr  swamde. 

What  makes  the  Marble  stone 

and  Diamoade  so  deare  > 
Saue  that  they  longest  last  of  all, 

and  alwayes  one  appeare  ? 


EPITAPHES,  EPIGRAMS,  SONGES  AND  SONETS. 


593 


Vhat  makei  the  wuen  formę 

to  be  of  slender  price  ? 
Mit  canse  witb  force  of  fire  it  melts 

and  wasteth  wiih  a  trioe« 

rhen  if  thou  long  for  prayse 

or  blasted  Famę  to  finde, 
'My  irieod)  thou  must  not  chaange  thy  choyoć 

or  tnme  lyke  Cock  with  windę. 

k  constant  in  tby  worde 

and  stable  in  tby  deede: 
rhis  is  tbe  rediest  way  to  winne 

and  parchase  prayse  witK  f peede» 


rBAT    ŁOUBRS    MUST    NOT    DISPAIRB   THI^UOII 
TUEIR  lADIES  SBIMB  STRAUH6B. 

Thouch  Neptane  in  bis  nfge 

the  sweUing  Seas  doe  tosse, 
Ind  crack  the  Cables  in  despite 

To  Airtber  Shipmens  losse : 

Tbough  Andorę  helde  3oe  iayle, 

and  Myssun  go  to  wrack, 
Though  Sayles  with  blustriug  blast  be  rent, 

and  Keale  begin  to  cracku 

Yet  those  that  are  a  boorde 

and  guide  tbe  Ship  witb  steare, 
jU thongb  they  see  sucb  daungers  prest 

and  perils  to  appeare : 

Yet  hope  to  ligbt  at  last 

vpon  some  barbóur  bolde, 
Andfinde  a  Porte  wbere  they  tocatt 

tbeir  Aockers  may  be  bolde. 

Thougb  Theenes  be  kept  in  Gayle 

&8t  boand  in  sarest  Oyues, 
Tbey  lay  not  all  good  hope  aside 

for  sauing  of  their  lyues. 

They  trust  at  lengtb  to  see 

such  mercie  in  the  ludge, 
As  they  in  open  presence  quit 

may  fiom  the  Prison  trudge. 

And  those  for  gieedie  gaine 

and  hope  of  bidden  golde 
in  deq>est  Mynes  and  Dongeon  darke 

that  bidę  tbe  bitter  colde: 

in  fine  doe  looke  to  light 

vpon  some  Golden  vaine, 
Which  may  be  tbought  a  recompence 

for  all  tbeir  passed  paine. 

The  Plougbman  eke  that  toyles 

and  tnmes  the  ground  for  graine, 
And  sowes  his  seede  (perhaps  to  losse) 

yet  standes  in  hope  of  gaine. 

He  will  not  once  dispaiie, 

but  hope  till  Haruestfall: 
And  then  will  looke  aasuredly 

to  stuflfe  his  Bames  witball. 

Since  tbese  in  perils  poynt 

witl  neuer  once  dispaire, 
Then  wby  sbould  Łouers  stand  in  dread 

of  stormes  in  weather  fatre? 
VOŁ.  II* 


Wby  sbould  they  haue  mistrust 

some  better  bap  to  finde, 
Or  thinck  that  women  will  not  ćhaunge 

as  is  their  woonted  kinde? 

Though  stzaunge  they  seeme  a  while 

and  cruell  for  a  space: 
Yet  see  thou  hope  at  length  by  hap 

to  finde  some  better  grace. 

For  Tygers  will  be  tamę, 

and  Lyons  sbat  were  woode, 
In  time  tbeir  Keepers  learne  to  knowe 

and  come  to  them  for  foode. 

What  thougb  they  scorne  as  now 

to  listen  to  tby  sute  ? 
Yet  thou  in  time  when  fortunę  serues 

shalt  reape  some  better  frute. 

And  though  tby  sighes  they  scorne 

and  mock  tby  Welling  teares:- 
Yet  hope  (I  say)  for  after  stormes 

the  shining  Sunne  appeares. 

And  neuer  cease  to  sue« 

nor  from  lamenting  stint: 
For  often  drops  of  falling  raine 

in  time  doe  pierce  the  Flint. 

Was  neuer  stone  so  strong 

nor  womans  heart  so  harde. 
But  th*  one  with  toole,  and  th'  other  with  teares 

in  processe  might  be  scarde. 


COUHSEŁŁ  RETURNED  BY  PYNDARE  TO  TYMETBf, 

OP  CONSTAMCIB. 

What  madę  tbe  Troyan  Duke 

that  wandring  Prince  to  haue 
Such  yll  report,  and  fbule  defame 

as  him  Carthago  gaue  ? 

What  faythlesse  lason  forst 

a  Traytors  name  to  gaioe? 
When  he  to  Colchos  came,  and  did 

the  golden  Fleese  attaine } 

What  Theseus  causde  to  bee 

reported  of  so  yll, 
As  yet  record  thereof  remaynes  • 

(I  think)  and  euer  wyli? 

Cause  tbey  their  fiijrthfull  Friendes 

that  swrde  their  doobtfull  lyues 
Forsooke  at  laft,  -and  did  disdatae 

to  take  them  to  tbeir  wyues. 

They  broke  tbeir  vowed  hestes, 

by' ship  away  they  went: 
And  so  betrayde  those  siely  soules  • 

that  craft  nor  falsehood  ment. 

Wherefore  if  you  (my  Friend) 

the  like  report  will  6ee 
Stand  euer  to  the  promise  madę, 

and  plighted  troth  to  mee. 

Those  Dames  of  whome  you  spake 

were  constant  (as  you  say) 
But  surę  these  ŁoverB  I  alleage 

unfoitbfull  partes  did  play. 

Q  a 
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Morę  cause  haae  I  lo  doabt 
of  yoo,  Tymetes,  then, 

For  (as  yoi^see)  we  Women  are 
morę  tnisŁie  than  you  men. 


TURBERVILFS  POEMS. 


A    ŁETTBR    8ENT     BY     TYMETES  TO   RIS  ŁADIB 
PYNOARA  AT  THE  TIME  UF  HIB  DEPARTURB. 

Of  Pennes  1  had  good  storę, 

ne  Paper  did  I  want 
When  I  becau  to  write  to  thee: 

but  łuck  was  somewhat  scant. 

Yet  Loue  deuisde  a  fetch, 

a  firieodiy  sieight  at  neede: 
For  I  with  pointed  Peusill  madę 

my  niiddle  finger  bleede. 

From  whence  the  bloud  as  firom 

a  ciouen  Conduite  flae. 
And  these  fewe  rude  and  skiUesse  Jines 

witb  ąuaking  quill  I  dnie. 

Now  Friend  I  must  depart 

aiid  leaue  this  lyked  lande: 
Now  cankred  Hap  dotb  force  mee  take 
'      a  new  founde  toyle  ia  bandę. 

Shee  Mpites  that  I  should  liue^ 

or  leade  a  quiet  life: 
Aye  seeking  bow  to  breede  my  bale 

and  make  my  sorrowes  rife. 

From  whence  I  passe  I  knowe, 

a  place  of  plea&ant  blisse: 
But  whither  I  shall  I  wote  not  well, 

I  know  not  where  it  is. 

\Vliere  she  by  Sea  or  Lande 

me  (cruelÓ  will  compell 
To  passe,  or  by  the  Desert  Dales, 

were  verie  bard  to  tell. 

But  needes  I  must  away, 

the  Westerne  windę  dotb  blowe 
So  fuli  against  my  back  that  I 

of  force  from  bence  doe  go. 

Yet  naythelesse  in  pawne 

(O  Friend)  I  leaue  with  you 
A  faithfull  Heart,  tbat  lasting  lyfe 

will  sbew  it  selfe  as  true, 

As  loouing  earst  it  bath: 

and  if  mee  trust  you  dare, 
Fili  vp  the  emptie  place  witb  yours, 

if  you  the  same  may  spar«;. 

Inclose  it  in  my  breast, 

in  safetie  shall  it  iie: 
And  thou  shalt  haoe  thy  Heart  againe 

if  I  doe  chaunce  to  die. 

Thus  dubbie  is  your  gaine, 

a  dubbie  Heart  to  haue: 
To  purchase  thee  aoother  Heart, 

and  eke  thine  owne  to  saue. 

Linę  mindefulł  of  thy  Friend, 

forget  no  promise  past: 
Be  stouta  gainst  ihe  stubbume  strokes 

of  frowarde  Fortunes  blast 


Penelope  be  true 

to  thy  Ylysses  still: 
Let  no  newe  cbosen  Friend  break  d 

the  tbreed  of  our  good  will. 

Tbough  I  on  seas  doe  pasj«e, 
the  surge  will  bave  no  powre 

To  qnencb  tbe  Oaipe  tbat  in  my  breast 
increaseth  day  and  boore. 

And  thus  (tbe  heart  tbat  is 
your  owne)  dotb  wishe  thee  well, 

Witb  good  increase  of  błessed  hapm 
sinister  cbannce  to  qaelL 

Adue  my  cbosen  Friend, 

if  fortunę  say  Amen, 
From  benoe  I  go  thine  owne,  and  win 

thine  owne  retume  agen. 


PyNOARA*8  AUKSWERB  TO  THE  UTITER 
TYMETES  SEMT  HIR  AT  TBE  TIME  OW 
PARTURB. 

Wben  first  thy  Letters  came 

(O  louing  Friend)  to  mee 
I  leapt  for  joy,  in  hope  to  haue 

receyyde  good  newes  of  thee. 

I  never  stayde  upon 

those  lines  that  were  without: 
But  rashly  ript  tbe  seale,  to  rid 

my  minde  from  dreadfall  dont. 

Which  done  (O  cniell  griefe) 

I  saw  a  mournfułl  sight 
This  Yerse  "  Of  Pennes  I  had  good  storę* 

with  pnrple  bloud  ywright. 

With  flouds  of  ilowing  teares 
straight  drowned  were  minę  eies. 

On  eytber  Cheeke  they  trickled  lut 
and  ranne  in  rirer  wiesk 

My  minde  did  yll  abode, 

it  yrkt  to  reade,the  rest: 
Fur  when  I  saw  the  Inek  was  such, 

I  thougbt  I  saw  tbe  beat. 

Long  stoode  lina  dumpe, 

my  hart  began  to  ake; 
My  Liver  leapt  within  my  bulek, 

my  trembling  hands  did  shake. 

My  Senses  were  bereft, 

my  bowing  knees  did  bende: 
Out  from  my  nose  the  bloud  it  brake 

much  like  tbe  Łetter  peode. 

Up  start  my  staring  Locks, 

I  lay  for  dead  a  space: 
And  what  with  Uond  and  brine  I  all 

bedewde  the  dreerie  place. 

From  out  my  feeble  fist 

fell  Needle,  cloŁh  and  aO, 
I  knewe  no  Wight,  I  saw  no  Sannę, 

as  deaf  as  stone  in  walL 


At  last  when  stauders  by 
had  brought  my  Sens«  againe. 

And  force  of  life  had  conquerd  griefe 
and  banisht  deadly  paine: 
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If  80  tby  minde  be  bent 
that  my  Tymetea  sball 

Depart  the  presence  of  hi^  Friend : 
yet  so  doe  gaide  tbe  baU 
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I  tbougfat  the  worst  was  past, 

I  deemde  I  could  abide 
No  jpreater  toraient  Łban  I  had» 

nnlesse  I  sboold  baue  dide. 

To  vewingr  then  againe 

of  bioudie  lynes  T  go: 
And  euer  as  I  read  the  wordes^ 

mee  thought  I  saw  the  blo. 

Wfaich  pointed  Pensell  gave, 

from  wheoce  that  dolefoll  lock 
As  from  a  cloven  Conduit  floe: 

remembraunce  madę  me  shrinck. 

Oh  Friend  Tymetes  why 

80  cruell  were  thou  than  ? 
"Wbat  didst  thou  meane  to  hurt  thy  flesh 

thou  rashe  and  retchlease  man? 

What!  dłdst  thou  deeme  that  I 

could  Tew  that  gorie  scrole 
'Withouten  anguishe  of  the  minde? 

or  thinke  upon  the  hole 

Of  that  thy  friendly  fist 

and  finger  that  did  bleede  ? 
No,  no,  I  haue  a  womans  hart, 

I  am  no  Tygers  seede. 

As  great  a  griefe  it  was 

for  me  to  think  in  hart 
'Of  thy  mishap,  as  if  my  selfe 

had  felt  the  preseot  smart. 

O  cmell  cursed  M^nt 

of  fitter  Inek  to  write : 
Good  fsiyth  that  lycour  waa  unmeete 

Such  loving  lines  findite. 

But  yet  in  some  respect 

it  fitted  with  the  case: 
For  (out  alas)  I  read  therein 

that  thou  hast  fled  the  place, 

W  herc  friendly  we  were  woont 

like  faitbfuU  friends  to  bce : 
Wbere  thou  mougbtst  chat  with  mee  thy  fili 

And  I  conferre  with  thee. 

Oh  spitefuU  cruell  Chaunce 

oh  cursed  canckred  FaŁe: 
Art  thou  a  Goddesse  (Monster  vile) 

deseruing  stoole  of  state ' 

O  blinde  and  muffled  Damę, 

couldst  thou  not  see  to  spare 
Fwo  faithfull  baru,  but  reauing  th*  one 

inustl)reede  the  others  care? 

No  wonder  'tis  that  thou 

dost  stande  on  whirling  whelle: 

For  by  thy  deedes  thou  dost  declare 
thou  canst  doe  naught  but  reele. 

Art  thou  of  Womans  kinde 

and  ruthfuU  Goddesse  race. 
And  hast  no  morę  respect  unto 

a  sielie  womans  case? 

Avaunt  tbou  froward  Fiend, 

thou  so  my  Friend  dost  driue 
From  shore  wełł  knowne  to  forraine  coast 

our  sugred  ioyes  to  riue. 


As  he  at  land  may  liue 

not  trying  surge  of  seas: 
Nor  ship  him  from  the  Hauens  mouth 

to  breede  him  morę  unease. 

(Good  Friend)  aduenture  not 

so  rashly  on  the  flould, 
As  earsŁ  thou  did  in  writing  of 

this  Letter  with  thy  blond. 

* 

Seek  not  tincrease  my  cares 

or  dubbie  griefe  begooo: 
Think  of  Leanders  bolde  attempt 

tbe  lyke  distresse  to  shoon. 

What  suretie  is  in  ship? 

what  trust  in  oken  plancks? 
What  credit  doe  tbe  windes  desenie 

at  land  that  play  such  prancks? 

If  houses  strongly  built 

and  Towers  battled  hie. 
By  fbrce  of  blast  be  ouertbrowne 

when  JEols  impes  doe  flie : 

In  pufling  windes  the  Pine 

and  aged  Oke  doe  teare. 
And  from  the  bodies  rent  the  boughes 

and  lofty  lugges  they  beare*- 

Then  why  shouldst  thou  afliie 

iii  Keale  or  Cable  so, 
Or  hazard  thus  thy  selfe  upon 

the  tossing  Seas  to  go? 

Hast  thou  not  harde  of  yore 

how  good  Ylysses  was 
With  stormie  tempest  chased  sore 

when  he  to  Greece  did  passe? 

A  wearie  trauaile  hee 

for  ten  yeares  space  abid. 
And  all  the  whiie  this  noble  Grceke 

on  waltring  wallow  slid. 

Hast  thou  not  read  in  Bookes 

of  fell  Charybdis  goulfe. 
And  Scyllas  Dogs,  whom  ships  do  dread 

as  Lambes  doe  feare  the  Woulfe? 

Nor  of  the  raggie  Rocks 

that  un^er  Turek  the  waiie? 
And  rent  the  Barcks  that  i£ols  blasts 

into  their  bosome  draue? 

Nor  of  the  Monster  huge     • 
that  belch  out  frothie  fleamc, 

And  singing  Sirens  that  doe  drowne 
both  man  and  ship  in  streame? 

Alas  the  thought  of  Seas, 

and  of  thy  passage  paines 
(If  once  thou  gage  thy  selfe  to  surgc) 

my  hart  and  members  straines 

The  present  fits  of  feare 

of  afterclaps  to  cum, 
Amaze  my  louing  tender  breast   . 

And  senses  doe  benum. 
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But  necdes  thou  muBt  away, 

(oh  Friend)  wbat  hap  is  this 
That  cre  tbou  flee  this  friendly  coast 

thy  lipa  1  can  not  kisse? 

Nor  with  my  folded  armes 

imbrace  that  neck  of  tbine: 
Nar  clap  onto  thy  manly  breast 

these  louing  Dugs  of  minę  ? 

Nor  sbed  my  trilling  teares 
apon  thy  moisted  face? 
Nor  say  to  t-hee,  Tymet  adue, 
.    when  thou  departst  tbe  place  ? 

O  that  I  had  thy  formę 

in  waxen  table  now. 
To  represent  thy  liuely  lookes 

and  friendly  louing  brow. 

Tbat  mought  perbaps  abridge 

some  part  of  pinching'paine; 
And  comfort  me  till  better  chaunce 

did  send  thee  borne  againe. 

Both  windę  and  waue  at  once 

conspire  to  worke  my  wo, 
Or  else  tbou  sboułdst  not  ao  be  fontd 

from  me  (thine  owne)  to  go. 

0  wayward  Westerne  blast 
wbat  didst  thou  meane  so  fuli 

Against  Tymetes  back  to  blow, 
and  him  from  hence  to  puli } 

Hast  thou  been  counted  earst 

a  geńtle  gale  of  windę, 
And  dost  thou  now  at  leogth  bewray 

thy  fierce  and  froward  kinde? 

1  thought  the  Northren  blast 

from  frostie  Pole  that  came 
Had  beene  tbe  worst  of  ail  tbe  windet 
and  most  deserued  blame. 

But  nowe  I  plainly  see 

that  Poets  did  but  faine: 
When  they  of  Borias  spake  so  yll 

and  of  his  cruell  raigne. 

For  tbou  of  ^ołs  brats 

tby  selfe  tbe  wooist  dost  showe: 
And  hauing  no  just  cause  to  ragę 

to  Boone  be,:cinst  to  blowe. 

If  needes  tbou  wonldst  haye  usde 

thy  force  and  fretting  moode, 
Tbou  shouldst  baye  broylde  among  the  trees 

tbat  in  tbe  Mountaines  stoode: 

And  let  us  friends  alone 

that  livde  in  perfite  blisse. 
But  to  request  the  windes  of  ruth 

but  labor  lost  it  is. 

Weil  Friend  though  cruell  hap 

and  windes  did  both  agrce, 
That  thou  on  sodaine  shouldst  forgo 

both  countrie  coast  and  miee. 

Yet  haue  T  founde^^he  pa\vne 
which  thou  didst  leave  behinde: 

1  meane  tby  louing  faitbful  hart, 
that  neuer  was  unkinde. 


And  for  that  firmę  behegt' 
and  plighted  truth  of  youre. 

Wherein  you  vow  that  loue  begooa 
shall  to  the  deatb  endure: 

To  yeelde  thee  thy  demaunde 

my  written  lines  protest, 
Inclose  my  hart  within  thy  bulek 

as  I  will  thine  in  brest. 

Shrine  up  that  littk  lumpe 
of  friendly  flesb  (my  Friend) 

And  I  will  lodge  in  louing  wise 
the  guest  tbat  thou  didst  send. 

I  ioy  at  this  exchaange 

for  I  assured  stande, 
Thy  tender  bart  that  I  doe  keepe 

sball  safelie  He  at  lande. 

Nor  doe  1  doubt  at  all 
but  thou  wilt  haue  regarde 

Of  that  thy  charge,  and  womana  hart, 
committed  to  thy  warde.     • 

Why  dost  thou  write  of  death  ? 

I  trust  thou  shalt  not  die, 
As  long  as  in  thy  manly  breast 

a  womans  bart  doth  lie. 

To  cruell  were  the  caae, 
the  Sisters  eke  were  shroes: 

If  they  would  seeke  the  death  of  os 
that  are  such  friendly  foes. 

But  if  the  worst  should  fali 

and  that  the  cruell  death 
Doe  stop  the  spindles  of  our  life, 

and  reaye  us  both  of  breath: 

Yet  this  doth  make  me  joy, 
that  thou  shalt  be  the  grane 

Unto  my  hart,  and  in  my  brest 
thy  hart  his  Hierce  sball  baue. 

For  surę  a  sunder  shall 

these  members  neuer  go, 
As  long  as  life  i n  limmes  doth  lodge 

and  breath  in  lungs  bylow. 

I  mindefiill  liue  of  thee, 

and  of  my  promtse  past: 
1  will  not  seeke  to  chauoge  my  choise, 

my  love  is  fixed  fast. 

To  my  Tymetes  I 

as  faithfull  will  be  Ibund: 
As  to  Ylysses  was  his  wife 

while  Troie  was  laide  on  ground. 

As  for  new  choiae  of  Friends 

presume  upon  thy  P. 
Thou  knowst  I  haue  thy  hart  in  breast 

and  it  will  nonę  but  thee. 

Abandon  all  distrust 

and  di-ead  of  mislie  minde: 
For  to  the  hart  (that  is  minę  owne) 

I  will  not  be  unkinde. 

Adue  my  chosen  Friend, 

adue  to  thee  agen : 
Remaine  my  Icue,  but  pray  the  write 

no  morę  with  bloiidie  Pen. 
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Phine  owne  in  life,  thine  owne  deatb, 
rhine  owne  wbilst  lungs  shall  lende  me  breath: 
rbine  owne  whiłsŁ  I  on  earth  doe  wonne 
rhine  owne  whilsŁ  eie  sbali  see  tbe  Sunne. 


rO  HIS  ABSENT  FRIEND  THE  LOUER  WRITES  OF 
HIS  YMOUIET  AND  RB&TŁES8B  8TATB. 

Though  cańoufl  sktil  I  want  to  wel  endite» 
&nd  I  of  sacred  Nympbs  and  Muses  nine 
Was  never  taught  with  Poett  pen  to  write, 
Nor  barrain  braine  to  learning  did  incline 
To  purcbase  praiae,  or  witb  tbe  best  to  sbinei 
Yet  cause  my  Friend  sball  finde  no  want  of  will, 
L  write,  let  bir  accuse  tbe  lack  of  skill. 

No  lesse  desenies  tbe  Lamme  to  be  imbrast 
or  lowriog  lone  at  sacred  Attar  slaine, 
If  with  good  zeale  it  offered  be  at  last 
By  Inis,  tbat  doe  Croesas  bullockt  twaine: 
For  no  respect  i  s  to  be  had  of  gaine 
In  such  affajTes,  but  to  tbe  giuers  bart 
Aod  his  good  will  our  Senses  mu&t  conuart. 

Wherefore  to    tbee   (my    Friend)  tbese  linesNl 

As  perfite  proofe  of  no  disAembling  minde,    [seod 

But  of  a'  bart  that  trueły  doth  intend 

To  show  it  selfe  as  louing  and  as  kinde, 

As  woman  woulde  hir  Louer  wisb  to  finde: 

And  morę  tban  this  my  Paper  can  declare, 

I  loue  thee  (Friend)  and  wishe  tbee  well  to  farę. 

I  would  tbou  wist  tbe  torment  I  sustaine 

For  lack  of  hir  tbat  should  my  wo  redręsse. 

And  that  you  knew  some  parceli  of  my  paine. 

Whicb  nonę  may  wel  by  deeming  judgement  gcsse, 

Nor  I  with  qui]l  baue  cunniug  to  cxpresse: 

I  know  thou  conldst  but  rue  my  wofull  chaunce, 

Tbat  by  tby  meanes  was  brought  into  tbis  traunce. 

Tbe    day  doth  breede  my  doole,  and  ranckling 

ragę 
Of  secret  smart  in  wouo'Jed  breast  doth  boyle, 
No  pleasant  pangue  my  sorrowes  may  asswage, 
Nor  giue  an  ende  unto  my  wofuU  toyle: 
Tbe  golden  Sunne  that  glads  tbe  eartbly  soylc. 
And  erie  otber  thing  that  breedes  deligbt 
Of  kinde,  to  mee  are  forgers  of  my  spite. 

• 

I  long  for  Phcebus  glade  and  going  downe. 

My  drearie  teares  morę  conertly  to  shed : 

But  wheu  tbe  night  witb  uglie  face  doth  frowne, 

And  that  1  am  yplaste  in  qniet  bed, 

In  hope  to  be  with  wisbed  pleasure  fed :   * 

A  greater  griefe,  a  worser  paine  ensues. 

My  vaporde  eies  tbeir  hoped  sleepe  refues. 

Then  rowie  I  in  my  deepe  dispairing  brest 
The  sweete  disdaines,  and  pleasant  anger  past, 
The  lonely  strifes :  wben  Stars  doe  cuunsell  rest 
Incroching  cares  renue  my  griefe  as  faste. 
And  thus  desired  night  in  wo  I  waste : 
And  to  expres9e  tbe  barts  exce8sine  paine. 
Minę  eies  their  deawie  teares  distill  amaine. 

And  reason  wby  tbey  sbould  be  moysted  so, 
Is  for  they  bred  my  bart  tbis  bitter  baJe: 
Tbey  were  tbe  onely  canse  of  croell  wo 
Unto  tbe  hart,  tbey  weie  tbe  gnilefoll  stałeś 
Thus  day  and  night  ytust  with  churlisb  Oale 

I  Decof  . 


Of  sighes  in  Sea  of  surging  brine  I  bidę, 

Kot  Imowing  bow  to  scape  tbe  scowring  Tide* 

» 

At  last  the  sbining  Rayes  of  Hope  to  finde 
Your  friendship  firmę,  tbese  cloudy  thoughts  repels^ 
And  calmed  Skie  returns  to  mistie  mindc: 
Which  deepe  dispaire  againe  eftsoone  compels 
To  fade,  and  ease  by  Doloure  drift  expels : 
That  Oods  themseWes  (I  judge)  lament  my  fate. 
And  doe  repine  to  see  my  wofull  state. 

Wherefore  to  purchaąe  prayse,  and  glorie  gaine,- 
Do  ease  your  Friend  that  liaes  in  wretched  plight, 
Doe  not  to  death  a  louing  hart  constraine. 
Hut  seeke  with  loue  his  senrice  to  requight, 
Doe  not  exchange  a  Fawlconfor  a  Kitę: 
Refuse  him  not  for  any  friendship  nue 
A  worse  may  chaunce,  but  nonę  morę  jnst  and 
tnie. 

Let  Cressed  mirror  bee  tbat  did  forgo 

Hir  former  faythfuU  friend  king  Priams  Sonne, 

And  Diomed  the  Greeke  imbraced  so, 

And  left  the  loue  so  well  that  was  begonne: 

But  wben  his  Cards  were  tolde  and  twist  ysponne 

She  found  bir  Troian  friend  the  best  of  both 

For  be  renowust  bir  not,  but  kept  his  oth. 

Tbis  don,  my  griping  griefs  wil  sorowhat  swage 
Aod  sorrow  cease  to  grow  in  pensiue  breast, 
Which  otherwise  will  neuer  blim^  to  ragę 
And  crush  the  hart  within  his  careful  Chest 
Of  both  for  you  and  mee  it  were  the  best. 
To  saue  my  life  and  win  immortall  famę. 
And  thus  my  Muse  shall  blasc  your  noble  name   . 
For  ruinę  on  my  wofull  ease. 


THE  AUNSWERE  OF  A  WOMAN  TO  HIR  LOUER,  SUF- 
POSING  HIS  COMPŁAINT  TO  BE  BUT  FAYNEU. 

You  want  no  skill  to  paint 

or  shew  your  pangues  with  Pen, 
It  is  a  worlde  to  see  the  craft 

that  is  in  subtile  men. 

You  seeme-to  write  of  woes 

and  wayle  for  deadly  smart, 
As  though  there  were  no  griefe,  but  that 

which  gripes  your  faythlesse  hart. 

Though  we  but  women  are 

and  weake  by  law  of  kinde, 
Yet  well  we  can  disceme  a  Friende, 

we  winkę,  but  are  not  blinde. 

Not  every  thing  that  gines 

a  gleame  and  glittering  showe, 
Is  to  be  counted  Oold  in  deede 

tbis  prouerbe  well  you  knowe : 

Nor  euery  man  that  bearcs 

a  faire  and  fawning  cheere, 
Is  to  be  taken  for  a  Friend 

or  chosen  for  a  Feere: 

Not  etierie  teare  declares 

the  troubles  of  the  hart. 
For  some  doe  weepe  that  feele  no  we 

some  crie  tbat  taste  no  smart, 

t  Or  Uin,  to  cease. 
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The  morę  you  seeme  to  me 

in  wofull  wise  to  playne, 
The  sooner  I  perswade  my  ifelfe 

tbat  you  doe  naugbt  but  fayne. 

The  Crocodile  by  kinde 

a  floud  of  teares  doth  sbed 
Yet  bath  no  cause  of  cruell  crie 

by  crait  thig  Fiend  is  led. 

For  when  the  siely  soule 

that  ment  no  hurt  at  all 
Approcheth  iieere,  the  slippcr  grouad 

doth  give  the  beast  a  fallj 

Which  is  DO  sooner  done 

but  straight  the  monster  Tyle, 
For  sorrow  that  did  weepe  so  sore 

for  ioy  begtnnes  to  smyle: 

Euen  so  you  men  are  woont 
by  frawde  your  friends  to  traine 

And  make  i  o  wise  you  could  not  sleepe 
io  carefuU  Couch  for  paine : 

When  you  in  deede  doe  naugbt 

but  take  your  nightly  nap, 
Or  hauing  slept  doe  set  your  snare 

and  tyile  yuur  guilefull  trap. 

Your  braynes  as  busy  bee 

rn  thinking  ho  w  to  snare 
Us  women,  as  your  pillowes  soft  * 

and  bowlsters  pleasant  are. 

As  for  your  dayes  delights 

*our  selues  ćao  witnesse  well 
To  sundrie  women  sundrie  tales 
of  sundrie  iestes  you  tell : 

And  all  to  win  their  loues: 

which  when  you  doe  attaine 
Within  a  whylie  you  shew  your  kindes, 

and  gtue  them  up  in  plaine. 

A  Fawcon  is  foU  hard 

amongst  you  men  to  fiode. 
For  all  your  maners  morę  agree 

unto  the  Kyttsb  kinde: 

For  gentle  is  the  one 

and  loues  his  keepers  hande, 
But  thother  BUsserdlike  doth  scome 

on  Fawconers  fist  to  stande. 

For  one  good  tume  the  one 

a  thonsand  will  reąuite. 
But  use  the  other  neere  so  well  ' 

he  sbewth  himselfe  a  Kitę. 

If  Cresyd  did  amisse 

the  Trojan  to  forsake 
Then  Dyomedes  did  not  well 
'  tbat  did  the  Ładie  take. 

Was  nerer  woman  false, 

but  man  as  false  as  shee 
And  conmionly  the  men  doe  make 

that  women  slipper  bee. 

Wberefore  leaue  o^  your  plaintes 

and  take  the  sheete  of  shame 
To  shrowde  your  cloking  hands  from  colde 

and  fayniog  browes  fiom  blame. 
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If  sbe  that  reades  this  rime, 

be  wise  as  I  could  wishe, 
Sbe  should  auoyde  the  bayted  booke 

that  takes  the  byting  fishe. 

And  shoon  the  lymed  twig 
the  łlying  fowle  that  ty  es 

Tis  good  to  feare  of  erie  bushe 
wbere  threed  of  thraldome  lyes. 
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EXHORTETB  HIS 


ŁADIB  TO  TAKE  TTMB»  WIUU 
TT  MB  n. 


Though  braue  your  benutie  bee 

and  feature  passing  faire,  ^  ^  ^^ 

Such  as  Apelles  to  depaint  , '        ^ 

might  Ytterly  dtspaire:  ^ 

Yet  drowsie  drowping  Age 

incroching  on  apace, 
With  pensiue  Plough  will  raze  your  hne 

and  Beauties  beames  deface. 

Whereforc  in  tender  yearps  ; 

how  crooked  Age  doth  hastę 
Reuoke  to  minde,  so  shall  you  not   ' 

your  time  eonsume  in  ^vaste. 

Whilst  that  you  roay,  and  youtb 

in  you  is  fresh  and  greene, 
Delight  your  selfe:  for  yeares  to  iit  * 

as  fickle  Flouds  are  seene. 

For  water  slipped  by 

may  not  be  calłde  againe: 
And  to  reuoke  forepassed  howres 

were  labour  lost  in  vainc. 

Take  time  whilst  time  applies 

with  nimbie  foote  it  goes: 
Nor  to  compare  with  passed  Prim« 

thy  after  age  suppoes. 

The  Hołtes  that  now  are  hoare, 
both  bud  and  blonme  I  sawe: 

I  ware  a  Garland  of  the  Bryer 
tbat  puts  mec  now  in  awe. 

The  time  will  be  when  thou 
that  doste  thy  Friendes  defye, 

A  colde  and  crooked  Beldam  shialt 
in  lothsome  Cabbin  lye: 

Nor  with  such  nii^htlie  brawles 
thy  posteme  Gate  shall  sounde. 

Nor  Roses  strawde  afront  thy  doie 
in  dawning  shall  be  founde. 

How  soone  are  Corpses  fLorde) 

with  filtie  furrowes  fild? 
How  quickly  Beautie,  braue  of  late» 

and  seemely  shape  is  spild? 

Euen  thou  tbat  from  thy  yoath 
to  bane  bene  so,  wilt  sweare: 

With  tume  of  band  in  all  thy  head 
sbalt  haue  graye  powdred  beare. 

The  Snakes  with  shift«d  skinnes 
their  lothsome  age  doo  waye: 

The  Buck  doth  bang  bis  bead  on  pale 
to  liue  a  longer  &ye* 
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l^our  good  without  recure 

doth  passe,  receiue  the  flowre : 

l^hich  if  you  pluck  not  finom  the  stalke 
will  lali  within  this  howre. 


THE  LOUER 

VriSHETH   TO   BE    CONIOYNED  AND  FAST  ŁINCKT 
WITH  MIS  ŁADIE  NBUER  TO  8UNDER. 

X  RBASE  how  Salmacifl  sometime  with  sight 
On  sudflaio  looude-Cyllenus  Sonne,  and  soufcht 
IPorthwith  with  all  hir  powre  and  forced  might 
TToo  bńng  to  passe  hir  close  conceyued  thought: 
"Whome  as  by  hap  shee  saw  jn  open  raead 
Sbee  sude  vnŁo,  in  hope  to  haue  bene  spead. 

"With    sugred    words   sbe    wood  and  sparde  no 

speachy 
XQt  bonrded  him  with  many  a  pleasant  tale, 
Kpqaesting  bim  of  nith  to  be  hir  Leach 
For  whome  shee  had  abyd  such  bitter  bale : 
Bat  bee  repleate  with  pride  and  scornefull  cheare 
Diadainde  hir  eamest  sute  and  Songs  to  heare. 

Away  shee  went  a  wofull  wretched  Wight, 
And  shrouded  hir  not  ferre  fix>m  thence  a  space: 
When  that  at  lenghtthe  strip]  ing  saw  in  sight 
No  creature  there,  but  ali  were  out  of  place, 
Hee  sbilts  his  robes  and  to  the  riner  ran, 
And  there  to  bath  him  bare  the  Boy  began. 

The  Nymph  in  hope  as  then  to  haue  atfainde 
Hir  long  desired  Loue,  retirde  to  flood 
And  in  hir  armes  the  naiced  Nourie  strainde: 
Whereat  the  Boy  began  to  striue  a  good, 
Bnt  strugling  nought  auailed  in  that  plight 
For  why  tlie  Nymph  surpast  the  Boy  in  might 

O  Gods  (quoth  tho  the  Girle)  this  gift  I  oiaue 

This  Boy  and  I  may  neuer  part  againe. 

But  so  our  oorpses  may  conioyned  haue 

As  one  we  may  appeare,  not  bodies  twaine: 

The  Oods  agreed,  the  water  so  it  wrought, 

Aa  both  were  one,  thy  selfe  would  so  haue  thought. 

As  from  a  tree  we  sundrie  times  espie 
A  twissell  grow  by  Natures  subtile  might. 
And  beeing  two,  for  cause  tbey  grow  so  nie 
For  one  are  tanę,  and  so  appeare  in  sigbt: 
So  was  the  Vympb  and  Noorie  ioyndc  yfere, 
As  two  no  morę  but  one  selfe  tbing  they  were. 

O  Ladie  minę,  howe  might  we  seeme  yblest? 

How  frietidly  mought  we  Oods  accoumpt  to  bee? 

In  semblant  sort  if  they  would  breede  my  rest 

By  lincking  of  my  carkasse  vnto  thee^ 

So  that  we  might  no  morę  asunder  go, 

But  limmes  to  limmes,  and  corse  to  carkasse  grow? 

O,  where  is  now  become  tbat  blessed  Lakę 
Wberein  those  two  did  bath  to  both  their  ioy? 
How  might  we  doe,  or  such  prouision  make 
To  haue  the  bapjas  had  the  Mayden  Boy? 
To  alter  formę  and  shape  of  eyther  kinde, 
And  yet  in  proufe  of  both  a  share  to  finde  ? 

Then   sfaould  our  limmes    with  louely  linek  be 

tide. 
And  hearts  of  hate  no  taste  snstaine  at  all, 
Bnt  both  for  aye  in  perfect  league  abide 
And  eche  to  other  Uue  as  iriendiy  tbndl : 


That  th*one  might  feele  the  pangues  the  other  bad 
And  partner  be  uf  ought  that  madę  him  glad. 

0  blessed  Nymph,  O  Salmacys  I  say, 
Would  thy  good  łuck  Tnto  hir  lot  woidd  light 
Whom  I  imbrace,  and  louen  shall  for  aye, 

By  force  of  floud  to  chaunge  hir  naturę  Cfuightr 
And  that  I  might  haue  hap  as  had  the  Boy 
To  neuer  part  from  hir  that  is  my  Joy. 

1  would  not  striue^  I  would  not  stirre  awhit, 
(As  dhl  Cyllenus  Sonne  that  stately  Wight:) 
But  well  content  to  be  Hermaphrodit, 
Would  cling  as  close  to  thee  as  ere  1  might. 
And  laugh  to  thinke  my  hap  so  good  to  bee, 
As  in  such  sort  iast  to  be  linckt  with  thee. 


THE  LOUER 


HOPING  ASBURBDLY  OF  ATTAYNIWG  BIS  PURP08E, 
AFTER  ŁORG  SUTE,  BBOINS  TO  IOY  RENOUNC- 
ING  DOŁOR8. 

Be  farre  from  mee  you  woful  woonted  cries, 
Adue  Dispaire,  that  madste  my  heart  agrtes: 
Ye  sobbing  sighes  farewel  and  penaiue  plaint, 
Resigne  your  rooms  to  ioy,  the  .long  restraint 
Without  desart  endurde. 

Reiect  those  ruthfalt  Rymes  you  (quaking  Suill) 
Which  both  declarde  my  wo  and  want  of  skill: 
(Minę  eyes)  that  long  haue  had  my  Louein  cbase, 
With  teares  no  morę  imbrue  your  Miatresse  face 
But  to  your  Springs  retyre. 

And   thou   (my    heart)  that  long  fbr  lackc  of 

Grace 
Forepinde  hast  bene  and  in  a  doolefnll  case. 
Lament  no  morę,  let  all  such  gripings  go 
As  bred  thy  bale,  and  nnrst  thy  cankred  wo 
With  Milkę  of  moumefull  Dug. 

To  Venus  doe  your  due  (you  Senses  all) 
And  to  hir  Sonne  to  whome  you  are  in  thrall: 
To  Cupid  bend  thy  knee  and  tbankes  repay 
That  after  lingred  sute,  and  long  delay 

Hath  brought  thy  shippe  to  shore 

Let  crabbed  Fortune  now  expre88e  hir  might. 
And  doe  thy  worst  to  mee  thou  stinging  Spite: 
My  heart  is  well  defenst  against  your  force. 
For  she  hath  Towde  on  mee  to  haue  remorce 
Whome  1  haue  iooude  so  long. 

Henceibrth    exchaunge    thy    cbeere    and  wofull 

voicc  ^ 

That  hast  yfounde  such  matter  to  reioyce: 
With  mirrie  3uill  and  Pen  of  pleasant  plight 
Thy  blisfull  haps  and  fortunę  to  endigbt 
Enforce  thy  barraine  skuli. 


THE  LOUER 


TO  HIS  CAREFUŁL  BED  DECŁARING  HIS  RBSTLESSK 

8TATB. 

Thou  that  wert  earst  a  restfuU  place 

dost  now  renue  my  smart. 
And  woonted  eake  to  salue  my  sore 

that  now  increasest  wo, 
Unto  my  carefall  Corse  an  ease, 

a  torment  to  my  hart, 
Once  ąuieter  of  miode  p«rdie, 

now  an  mąniet  fo: 
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The  place  somelime  of  slumbring^  sleepe 

wherein  I  may  but  trake, 
Prenched  in  Sea  of  saltish  brioe 

(O  bed)  I  thee  foraake. 

No  Ise  of  Apenynus  top 

my  flaming  fire  may  quenty    . 
Ne  beate  of  brightest  Phoebus  beamear 

may  bate  my  cbillie  colde, 
Nonght  is  of  stately  streogth  ynough 

my  sorrowes  to  relent, 
But  (such  is  hap)  renewed  carcs 

are  added  to  the  olde: 
Such  furious  flts  and  fonde  affecta 

in  mee  my  fimcies  make, 
Tbat  bathed  all  in  trickling  tearei 

(O  bed)  I  thee  fonake. 

The  drearoes  that  daunt  my  dazed  hed 

are  pleasant  for  a  space, 
Wbłist  yet  I  lie  in  slumbring  sleepe 

my  carkasse  feeles  no  wo. 
For  cause  I  seeme  with  clasped  annes 

my  Louer  to  imbrace: 
But  when  I  wake,  and  finde  away 

that  did  dełight  me  so, 
Then  in  comes  Care  to  Płeasures  place 

that  makes  my  limmes  to  ąuake,^ 
That  all  besprent  with  brackisb  bryne 

(O  bed)  I  thee  forsake. 

No  sooner  stsrrres  Auroras  Stanę, 

the  Iłghtett  Lampe  of  all. 
But  they  that  rousted  were  in  rest 

not  fraught  with  fearefiill  dreames. 
Do  pack  apace  to  labours  left 

and  to  their  taske  doe  fali: 
When  I  awaking  all  inragde 

doe  bfune  my  breast  with  streames. 
And  make  my  smokie  sighes  to  Skyes 

their  vpwarde  waie  to  take, 
Thus  with  a  Surge  of  teares  bedewde 

(O  bed)  I  thee  forsake. 

Thus  burlde  from  hungrie  Hope  by  Hap 

I  die,.  yet  am  aliue 
From  pangues  of  plaintto  fits  of  ftime 

my  reslesse  minde  doth  ninne^ 
With  Ragę  and  Fancie  Reason  fights, 

they  altogither  striue, 
Reeistaunce  yayleth  nough  at  all, 

for  I  am  ąnickly  wunne: 
Thus  seeking  rest  no  ruth  1  finde 

that  gladsome  ioy  may  make, 
Wherfore  consumde  with  flowing  teares 

^O  bed)  I  thee  forsake. 


AN  EPITAPH  AND  WOFUL  YERSE 

OF    SIR    lOHN    TREGON^nCU 


OF  THE  DEATH 
KWIGHT,  AH]> 
ŁAWE8. 


ŁEAANED    DOCTOR   OF    BOTU 


And  can  you  cease  from  plaint, 
or  keepe  your  Conduits  drie? 

May  saltish  brine  within  your  breasts 
in  such  a  tempest  lie? 

Where  are  your  scalding  Sighes 

the  fittest  fbode  of  paine  ? 
And  where  are  now  thy  welliog  teares 

I  aske  thee  ooce  agaioe  ? 


Hast  thou  not  heard  of  late 

the  losse  that  hath  bcfełl  ? 
If  not,  my  selfe  (vnhappłe'Wight) 

will  now  begin  to  tell: 

(Though  griefe  perfaaps  will  gnitcb, 
and  stay  my  foltring  tongne) 

From  whence  this  ragged  roote  of  rath. 
and  mouming  moode  is  sprong. 

Was  dwelling  in  this  sheere 

a  man  of  worthie  famę: 
A  Justicer  for  bis  desart,     ' 

Tregonwell  was  his  name. 

A  Doctor  at  the  Lawes* 

a  Knight  among  the  mo: 
A  Cato  for  good  counsell  callde 

as  be  in  yeares  did  grow. 

A  Patrone  to  the  poor^ 

a  Rampire  to  the  rest: 
As  leefe  vnto  the  simple  sort 

as  friendly  to  the  besL 

No  blinde  Affect  his  eye 

in  indgement  bleard  at  all: 
Whose  rightous  verdit  and  decree 

was  quite  deuoide  of  gali. 

If  hee  in  hatefiill  hearts 
(where  roote  of  rancour  grew) 

i'  Of  iaythfull  friendship  seedes  might  sow> 
no  paynes  he  would  eschew. 

Minerua  thought  of  Hke 

and  Naturę  did  consent. 
To  proue  in  him  by  skilftill  Arte 

what  eyther  could  inuent, 

A  plot  of  such  a  price 

was  neuer  framde  beforet 
To  show  their  powre  the  Heauens  bad 

Tr^onweH  kept  in  storę. 

The  Prince  did  him  imbrace, 

and  sought  him  to  aduaonce. 
And  better  former  state  of  byrth 

by  furthering  of  his  chaunce. 

He  still  was  readie  bent 

his  scruice  to  bestowe, 
Tbereby  rnto  bis  natiue  toyle  ę 

if  gratefuU  gaine  might  growe.. 

If  sagę  adttice  were  scarce 

and  wholsome  counsell  scant, 
Then  should  you  see  Tregonweb  bdipe 

ne  wisedome  would  not  want. 

When  Legats  came  from  farre 

(as  is  there  woonted  gise) 
To  treate  of  truce,  or  talke  of  wam 

as  matters  did  arise: 

Tregonwell  then  was  callde 

his  Terdit  to  expresse : 
Wbo  for  the  most  part  in  the  oase- 

of  fhiitfull  things  could  gesse. 

Or  if  him  selfe  were  sent    • 

(wbich  hMf  Tregonwell  bid). 
Into  a  farre  and  forraine  Iande» 

then  was  Tregonwdl  glad. 
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For  90  he  mtght  procuve. 

weałepublick  by  his  paine: 
It  was  no  corsie  to  tbis  Knigbt 

loDg  tmuaile  to  sostaine. 

Bot  what?  yndaunied  death 

tbat  seekes  to  conqaer  ałly 
And  Atropos  tbat  Goddesse  steme 

at  lengih  haoe  spit  their  gali : 

And  reft  ts  such  a  one 

as  was  a  Pboeniic  tnie, 
Saue  that  now  of  bis  cindrie  Corse 

ibere  ryseth  not  a  nue. 

'Where  may  you  see  hU  matcb  ? 

wbere  shall  you  fiod  his  leeke? 
Nonę,  tbough  yon  from  the  fartbest  £ast 

vnto  the  Ocean  seeke. 

O  bottse  withont  thy  hefid, 

O  skip  witbout  a  steare: 
Thy  Palynurus  now  is  dead 

as  sbortly  will  appeare. 

In  daunger  of  distresse 

tbis  Knight  was  eoer  woont 
To  yeelde  him  selfe  to  perils  prest, 

and  bidę  the  greatest  broont. 

No  tumults  tempest  could 

subdoe  bis  constant  hart: 
Ne  woald  the  man  by  any  meanes 

once  from  his  Countrie  start 

But  (ob)  it  nought  auayles. 

for  death  dotb  strike  the  stroke 
In  things  humaine,  no  worldly  wealth 

his  friendsbip  may  prouoke. 

Łet  Troians  now  leaue  off 

By  mouming  to  lament 
The  losse  of  Priam  and  his  towne, 

when  ten  yeares  warre  was  spent. 

Yee  Romaynes  lay  your  Hoods 

and  black  attyre  away: 
Bewaile  no  morę  your  Fabians  fali, 

nor  that  sinister  day 

That  reft  a  noble  race 

wbicb  mifht  haue  flowrisbt  long: 
l^or  neytber  losse  ts  like  to  tbis 

óur  not  deserued  wrong. 

Now  Comewall  tbou  mayst  crake, 
and  Dorset  tbou  mayst  crie: 

For  th*  one  hath  bred,  and  th^other  lost 
Tregonwell  sodaialie. 

liyiiose  corps  though  earthed  bee 
in  lothsome  lampes  of  soyle, 

Hi»  peerlcsse  prayse  by  Tertne  woonne 
shall  nener  feare  the  foyle. 

Who  so  therefore  shalt  see 

tbis  Marble  wbere  be  lyes: 
Wish  that  Tregonwels  soule  may  find 

a  place  aboue  the  Skies, 

And  reach  a  rowme  of  rest 

appointed  for  the  nonest 
For  in  tbis  Tombe  interred  is 

bnt  flesh  and  bared  bones. 


THE  LOUER 
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CONraSSETH   niM  8BŁFE  TO    BK    IV    1A>VB  AMD 
SNAHORBD  OF  MA19TRE8SE  P. 

If  banisht  sleepe,  and  watchfull  care, 
If  minde  affright  with  dreadfuU  dreames: 
If  torments  rife,  and  pleasnre  rare, 
If  face  besmearde  with  often  streames: 

If  chaunge  of  cbeare  from  ioy  to  smart, 
If  altred  hue  from  pale  to  redde: 
If  foltring  toogue  with  trembling  hart» 
If  sobbing  sighes  with  furie  fed: 

If  sodaine  hope  by  feare  opprest, 
If  feare  by  hope  supprest  againe. 
Be  prooues  that  loue  within  the  brest 
Hath  bound  the  heart  with  fancies  chaine: 

Then  I  of  force  no  longer  may 
In  couert  keepe  my  piersing  flame, 
Wbicb  euer  dotb  it  selfe  bewray 
But  yeelde  my  selfe  to  fancies  frame. 

And  now  in  iine  to  be  a  thrałl 
To  hir  tbat  hath  my  heart  in  Oyue, 
Sbee  may  enforce  mee  ńse  or  fidl  ^ 
Till  Death  my  limmes  ofliie  depriue, 

P.  łritb  hir  beautie  hath  bereft 
My  freedome  from  my  tbralled  minde> 
And  with  hir  louing  lookes  ycleft 
My  Reason  tbrough  both  Barkę  and  Rinde. 

Yet  well  tberewtth  I  am  content 
In  minde ^to  take  it  paciently, 
Since  surę  I  am  she  will  relent 
And  not  enforce  hir  Friend  to  die. 

So  I  in  recompence  may  hftue 
Naught  but  a  faythfuU  bart  againe: 
Then  other  friendsbip  will  I  craue, 
But  thiug  my  loue  ylent  to  gaine. 


THAT  ALL  THINGS  HAUE  RBŁEA8E  OF  PAINE  SAUE 
THE  ŁOUER,  THAT  HOPINO  AND  DRBADING 
NEUER  TAKETH  BABĘ. 

Whatso  the  Oolden  Sannę 

behoids  with  blazing  light, 
When  paine  is  past  hath  time  to  take 

bis  ćomfort  and  delight. 

The  Oxe  with  lumpish  pace 

and  leysure  that  doth  drawe^ 
Hath  respite  after  toyle  is  past 

to  fili  his  emptie  mawe. 

The  lolearde  Asse  that  beares 

the  burden  on  his  back, 
liis  dutie  done  to  stable  plods. 

And  reacheth  to  the  rack. 

The  Deere  hath  woonted  soyle 

his  fenrent  heate  to  swage: 
When  worke  hath  ende  to  respite  nmnes 

the  Peasant  and  the  Page. 

The  Owle  tbat  bates  the  day 

and  loues  to  flee  by  night, 
Hath  qneachie  busbes  to  defeude 

him  fiom  Apollos  nght. 
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Eche  Cuunie  hatb  a  Cave, 

eche  little  foole  a  neast 
To  shroud  them  in  at  needefull  times 

to  take  their  needefiill  reast. 

Thus  vewing  conrse  of  kinde 

it  is  Dot  on  Łhe  giouode, 
Tbat  at  cometime  doth  not  resort 

where  is  his  comfort  founde: 

Saue  me  (O  cursed  man) 

wbome  neitber  Sannę  ne  shade 

Dotb  serue  the  burthen  of  my  breast 
and  sorrowes  to  unłade. 

Eche  sport  procnres  my  smart, 

eche  seemely  sight  annoy : 
Eche  pleasaunt  ttine  torments  minę  ease 

and  reayes  my  hoped  ioy. 

No  Musick  soundes  so  sweete 

as  doth  tbe  doolefuU  dram, 
For  somewbat  neare  unto  my  smart 

tbat  mournfuU  sounde  doth  cam. 

A  Gall y  8lave  I  seeme 

anto  my  selfe  to  bee : 
The  Maister  that  doth  guide  tbe  ship 

hath  neare  an  eie  to  see. 

You  know  were  such  a  one 

as  Cnpid  is  doth  steare. 
Amid  the  Goulfe  of  deepe  dispaire 

great  perili  must  appeare. 

Insteade  of  streaming  sayles 

bee  wishes  hangf^s  aioft: 
Wbich  if  in  tempest  chaunce  to  teare 

tbe  Barek  will  come  to  nougbt. 

For  windę  are  scalding  sigbes 

and  secrets  sobbings  prestt: 
Mixt  with  a  clowde  of  stormie  teares 

to  baine  the  Looers  breit. 

Tbougb  Cupid  neare  so  well 

his  beaten  Barek  doe  guie, 
By  fleeing  flats  and  sinking  sandes 

that  in  the  wallow  lie : 

Yet  those  that  are  a  boarde 

must  eyer  stand  in  awe. 
For  cause  a  Bussard  is  their  guide 

not  fDrcing  any  flawe : 

That  followes  nonę  aduice, 

but  bluntly  rannes  on  hed, 
As  proude  as  Peacock  oyer  those 

that  in  his  chaine  are  led. 

Thus  you  may  plainly  see 

tbat  eche  thing  hath  release 
Of  pensi^e  paine,  save  Cupids  tbralls 

wbose  torments  aye  increase. 


A  POORB   PŁOUOBMAN    TO  A   GBUTŁBMAN,  FOR 
WHOlf  HB  HAD  TAKBlf  A  ŁITTŁB  PAIHBS. 

YouR  Culter  cuts  tbe  soyle  that  earst  wai  aowne 
Your  Hairest  was  forereaped  long  agoe, 


Your  Sickle  sbeares  the  Medowe  tbat  was  mowns, 
Ere  you  the  toyle  of  Tilmans  trade  did  knowe: 
Good  fayth  you  are  bebolding  to  the  man 
That  so  fur  you  your  husbandrie  begao. 

He  craues  of  you  no  Siluer  for  his  Seede, 
Ne  doth  demaunde  a  penny  for  his  Graine, 
But  if  you  stande  at  any  time  in  neede, 
(Good  Maister)  be  as  bolde  with  him  agmtiie, 
You  can  not  doe  a  greater  pleasure  than 
To  cboose  you  such  a  one  to  be  your  man. 


TO  HIS  FRIENDE  P.  OP  COURTING,  TRADAIŁIRG, 
DYSIWG  AND  TBNYS. 

To  Hue  in  Court  among  the  True  is  care, 

Is  nothing  there  but  daylie  diligeuce. 

Nor  cap  nor  knee,  nor  money  must  thoa  ^laic, 

The  Prince  his  Haule  is  place  of  great  ezpeoce. 

In  rotten  rihbcd  Barek  to  passe  tbe  Seas 
The  forraine  landes  and  straungie  sites  to 
Doth  daunger  dwell:  the  passage  brecdes 
Not  safe  the  soyle,  tbe  men  nnfriendly  bee. 

Admit  thou  see  the  straungest  things  of  all : 
When  eye  is  turnde  tbe  pleasant  sight  is  gone: 
The  treasure  then  of  trauaile  is  but  smali, 
Wherefbre  (friende  P.)  łet  all  such  toyea  aloDe. 

To  shake  the  bones  and  cog  tbe  craftie  Dioe 
To  carde  in  care  of  sodaine  losse  of  Pence, 
Unseemely  is,  and  taken  for  a  rice : 
Unlawfoll  play  can  haue  no  good  pretence. 

To  band  the  Bali  doth  cause  the  Coine  to  wast 
It  melts  as  Bntter  doth  against  the  Sunne, 
Naught  saue  tby  payne,  when  play  doth  ceaae,  yon 
To  study  then  is  best  when  all  is  donnę.       [hast: 
For  studie  stayes  and  brings  a  pleasaot  gaine, 
When  play  doth  passe  as  glare  with  gushing  imioe. 


TffE  LOUER 


DECŁARES  THAT    YNŁEISB   HE    riTER   HIS  SOR- 
ROWES BY  SUTE,  OF  FORCE  HE 


Lykb  as  the  Gunne  that  hath  to  great  a 
And  Pellet  to  the  Powder  ramde  so  sore, 
As  neyther  of  both  hath  powre  to  go  at  large, 
Till  shiuerd  flawes  in  sounding  Skies  doe  rore: 

Euen  80  my  carefoll  breast  tbat  fraugfated  is 
With  Cupids  ware,  and  cloide  with  lurcking  Loue, 
Uniesse  I  sbould  disciose  my  drerinis. 
And  out  of  bandę  my  troubled  tboughts  remoiie: 

A  sunder  would  my  cumbred  Caicasse  flee, 
Tbe  hart  would  breake  the  onerchaiged  Cbase 
Of  pcnsiue  breast,  and  you  (my  Loue)  should 
Your  faythfull  Friend  in  lamentable  casc. 

Wherefore  doe  what  you  may  in  gentle  wyes 
The  Gunner  to  assist  in  time  of  neede. 
And  when  you  see  the  Pellet  pierce  the  Skyes, 
And  Powder  make  a  proofe  of  hidden  gleede: 
Rue  on  his  case,  and  sceke  to  quite  his  wo, 
Least  in  sbort  time  his  Gunne  to  peeces  go. 


EPITAPHES,  EPIGRAMS,  SONGES  AND  SONETS. 
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TO  A  FRIENDE  THAT  WROTE  HIM  THI9  SENTENCE, 
"  YOURS  AS8URED  TO  THE  DEATH.'' 

O  FAITHFUŁŁ  Fńend  thrise  bappie  was  thc  fist 
In  so  few  words  to  such  effect  tbat  wrougbt: 

0  friendly  bart  a  thousand  folke  yblist 

That  hath  conceivd€  so  iust  and  ioyfull  thought, 
As  not  till  death  from  pawned  loue  to  bende 
Bat  Friend  at  first  and  Friend  to  be  at  ende. 

"Wherefore  to  coonteruaile  thosc  wordes  of  thiue> 
^nd  quit  thy  loue  with  faithfaU  bart  againe, 

1  Tow  tbat  I  will  ueuer  once  decline 

A  foote  from  tbat  I  am  for  łosse  or  gaine: 
If  thou  be  miue  **  t.Il  deatb,"  I  thee  assure 
To  be  thy  Friend  «  as  long  as  life  shall  dure.' 


t» 


OF  CERTAINE  FLOWERS 

SBMT   HIM    BY   HIS  LOUE  VPON   BU8PICI0N  OF 

CHAUNGE. 

YoUR  Flowers  for  thelr  hue 

were  fresh  aod  faire  to  see: 
Yet  was  your  meaning  not  so  tnie 

as  yoo  it  tbougbt  to  bee. 

In  that  you  sent  me  Bame, 

I  iudge  you  ment  thereby 
Tbat  cleane  extinct  was  all  my  flame 

from  wbence  no  sparkes  did  flie. 

Your  Fenell  did  declare 

(as  simple  men  can  show) 
Tbat  flattrie  in  my  breast  I  bare 

wbere  friendship  ought  to  grow. 

A  Dąsie  doth  expresse 

great  follie  to  remaine, 
I  speake  tt  not  by  roat  or  gesse,  , 

yoar  meaniog  was  so  plaine. 

Koscmarie  put  in  minde 

the  Bayes  weare  out  of  tbougbt : 
And  Loucinydle  came  behinde 

for  Loue  that  long  was  sougbt. 

Yoar  Cowslips  did  portend 

that  Care  was  layd  away: 
And  EglaatŃK  did  make  an  ende 

where  sweete  with  sower  lay : 

As  though  tbe  leaues  at  furst 

were  sweete  wben  Loue  began : 
But  now  in  proofe  the  pricks  were  curst, 

and  hurtfull  to  the  Man. 


/ 


THE  AUNSWERE  TO  THB  tAMB. 

Pbrdie  i  neede  no  Bame 

ne  forced  beate  by  charme. 
To  set  my  burning  breast  in  flame 

wbom  Cupids  gleames  do  warme 

On  Bayes  is  my  deligbt, 
Remembraunce  is  not  past: 

Tbongh  Daysee  hit  the  uayle  aright 
wj  friendihip  aye  sball  last. 


Though  Loue  in  ydle  bee, 

yet  will  1  not  forgoe 
Ne  cast  off  care  as  you  sball  see, 

and  time  the  trouth  sball  showe. 

So  I  may  tast  the  sweete, 

I  force  not  on  the  sowre: 
The  morę  is  ioy  when  fricnds  doe  meete, 

tbat  Fortune  earst  did  lowre. 

Your  Fenell  failed  quight 

where  such  good  iayth  is  ment: 

For  Bayes  are  onely  my  deligbt 
tbough  I  for  Bayes  be  shent. 


OFA  FOXE  THAT  WOULD  EATE  NO 

GRAPES. 

By  fortunę  came  a  Foxe, 

where  gnie  a  loftie  Vine, 
I  will  no  Grapes  (quoth  bee) 

this  yarde  is  nonę  of  minę: 
The  Foxe  would  nonę  btcause  that  bee 
Perceiude  the  bighnesse  of  the  Tree. 

So  men  tbat  Foxlie  are, 

and  long  their  Iust  to  haue. 
But  cannot  come  thereby,    . 

make  wise  they  would  not  craoe: 
Those  subUe  Merchants  will  no  Winę 
Bicause  they  cannot  reach  the  Yine. 


OF  THE  STRAITNGE  COUNTENANCE  OF 
AN  AGED  GENTLEWOMAN. 

It  makcs  mee  laugh  a  good  to  see  thee  lowre, 

and  long  to  łooken  sad: 
For  when  thy  crnbbed  countnance  is  so  sowre, 

thou  art  to  seeming  glad. 
I  blame  not  thee  but  Naturę  in  this  case, 
That  mought  bestowde  on  thee  a  better  grace. 


TO  THE  ROUING  PYR  AT. 

Thou  winste  thy  wealth  by  warre 

vngod1y  way  to  gaine: 
And  in  an  houre  thy  ship  is  sunck 

goods  drownd,  the  Pirat  siaine. 

The  Gunne  is  all  thy  trust, 

it  serues  thy  cniell  foe 
Then  brag  not  on  thy  Canon  shotte 

as  though  there  were  no  mo. 


OF  ONE  THAT  HAD  LITTLE  WITTB. 

I  THEB  aduise 
If  thou  be  wise 
To  keepe  thy  wit 
Though  it  be  smali: 
'Tis  rare  to  get 
And  faurre  to  fet, 
Twas  euer  yit 
Dearstc  ware  of  all. 


I 
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JN  COMMENDATION  OF  WIT. 

Wit  fiirre  exceedeth  wealtb, 

Wit  Princely  pompę  ekcels, 
Wit  better  is  than  Beauties  beames 

Where  Pride  and  Daunger  dweli. 

Wit  matcheth  Kiogly  Crowne^ 

Wit  masters  Witlesse  rage: 
Wit  rules  the  fonde  affects  of  yoatb, 

Wit  guides  the  steps  of  Age. 

Wit  wants  no  reasons  skill 

a  faithfall  Friend  to  know: 
Wit  wotes  foli  weil  the  way  to  Toide 

the  smooth  and  fleering  fo. 

Wit  knowes  what  best  becommes 

and  what  unseemely.  showes : 
Wit  hath  a  wile  to  ware  the  worst, 

Wit  all  good  fasbion  knowes. 

Since  Wit  by  wisdome  ean 

doe  this  and  all  the  rest. 
Tbat  I  imploy  my  painefuU  head 

to  come  by  Wit  is  best, 

Whome  if  I  might  attaine, 

then  Wit  and  I  were  one: 
But  till  ttme  Wit  and  I  doe  cope, 

I  shall  be  post  alone. 


AV  ADltSWERB  IM  DISPRAT8E  OF  WIT. 

Thb  Wit  you  so  commend 

with  wealth  cannot  compare: 
For  wealth  is  able  Wit  to  win 

when  Wit  is  waxen  bare. 

Wit  hath  no  Beauties  beames, 

to  Kingly  crowne  ityeeldes: 
Wit  subject  is  to  wilfull  rage, 

Rage  Wit  and  Reason  weeldes. 

Wit  mles  not  witlesse  youth,  " 

nor  aged  steps  doth  jguide: 
Wit  knowes  not  bow  to  win  a  friende, 

Wit  is  so  fuU  of  pride. 

Wit  wots  not  how  to  flie 
the  smooth  and  flattering  gest: 

Wit  cannot  well  discćm  the  thing 
that  doth  become  it  beat. 

Wit  hath  no  wyle  to  ware 

mishap  before  it  fali, 
Wit  knows  not  what  good  fiishion  meanes, 

Wit  can  do  naugfat  at  all. 

Since  Wit  by  wisdome  can 

doe  notbing  as  you  weene, 
If  you  doe  toyle  to  come  by  Wit, 

then  are  you  oyer  seene. 

Wbome  when  you  doe  attaine, 
though  Wit  and  you  seeme  one: 

Yet  Wit  wfiil  to  another  when 
your  backe  is  tumde  and  gone. 


THE  LOUER  TO  CUPW  POR  MERCIE, 

DECŁARINO  HOW  FIRST  RB  BBCAKB  HIS  TBRAU, 
WITH  THE  OCCASION  OF  HIS  DBFYIMG  UHDB, 
AND  NOW  AT  ŁA8T  WUAT  CADSBD  RIM  T» 
CONtJBRT. 

0  MIGHTIB  Lord  of  Loue 
Damę  Venus  oiiely  ioy 

Whose  Princely  powre  doth  farre  sunnountr 
ali  other  bęavenly  Roy : 

1  that  haue  swarvde  thy  lawet 

and  wandred  farre  astray : 
Haue  now  retumd  to  thee  agaioe 
thy  statutes  to  obay. 

And  so  thou  woaldst  vonchsafe 

to  let  me  pleade  for  grace; 
I  would  before  thy  Barre  declare 

a  sielie  Łouers  case. 

I  would  depaint  at  fuU 

how  first  I  was  thy  man: 
And  show  to  thef  what  was  the  cause 
'     that  I  from  Cupid  ran. 

And  how  I  haue  sińce  that 

yspent  my  wearie  time : 
As  1  shall  tell,  so  thou  shalt  here 

declarde  in  doolefuU  rimć. 

In  gp^ene  and  tender  age 

(my  Lorde)  till  xviii  yeares, 
I  spent  my  time  as  fitted  youth 

in  scbole  among  my  Feeres. 

As  then  no  beard  at  all 

was  growne  upon  my  Chin, 
Which  weil  approonde  that  mans  estate 

1  was  not  entred  in. 

I  neede  not  tell  the  names 

of  Authors  which  I  read, 
Of  Proes  and  Yersc  we  had  ynough 

to  fine  the  dullest  head. 

But  I  was  chiefly  bent 

to  Poets  fiamous  Art, 
To  them  with  all  my  deror  I 

my  studie  did  conuert. 

Where  when  I  had  with  ioy 
.  yspent  my  time  a  while: 
The  reast  r^sde,  I  gave  me  whole 
To  Nasos  noble  stile. 

Whole  volumes  when  I  saw 

with  pleassnt  stories  firight: 
In  him  (I  say)  ahove  the  rest 

I  laide  my  whole  delight. 

What  should  I  here  reherse 

with  base  and  barraine  Pen, 
The  lincked  tales  and  filed  stuffe 

that  1  perused  then  ? 

Iii  fine  it  was  my  loare 

upon  that  part  to  light 
Wherein  he  teacheth  youth  to  loiie» 

and  women  win  by  sligbt. 

Which  Treatise  when  I  bad 

with  iodging  eie  suruayde: 
At  last  I  found  thy  Godly  kinde 

imd  Princely  powre  displayde. 
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Of  Capid  all  that  Booke 

and  of  his  raigne  did  ring, 
7he  Poet  tbere  of  Yenus  did 

io  sugred  Dittie  sing. 

Tlliere  read  1  of  tby  shafts 

And  of  tby  golden  Bow, 
Tby  shafts  wbicb  by  tbeir  diuers  beads 

tbeir  diaers  kindes  did  show. 

I  saw  bow  by  tby  force 

tbou  madest  men  to  stoope: 

And  grisely  Gods  by  secret  sligbt 
and  Deoilish  Imps  to  droope. 

*There  were  depainted  plaine 
tby  qaick  and  qutver  wings, 

And  what  so  els«  doth  touch  tby  powre 
tbere  Ovid  sweetdy  tings. 

T*here  1  tby  conque8t8  sawe 

and  many  a  noble  gpoyle: 
"With  names  anaexed  to  tbe  same 

of  sucb  as  bad  tbe  foyle. 

Tbere  Matrones  marcbt  along 

and  Maydens  in  their  roe, 
Sotb  Faunes  and  SatjrTs  tbere  I  saw 

witb  Neptanes  troupe  aiso. 

"With  other  thousands  eise 

Whłcb  Naso  tbere  doth  write. 

But  not  my  Pen  or  barraine  skuli 
is  able  to  recite. 

O  mightie  Prince  (ąnoth  I) 

of  sucb  a  fearefoll  force, 
How  blest  were  I,  so  tbou  of  mee 

woold  daine  to  take  remorce? 

And  choose  mee  for  tby  tbrall 

among  tbe  rest  to  bee, 
Tbat  linę  in  bope  and  sęnie  In  trust 

as  wraged  men  to  thee? 

TV1th  tbat  (tby  Godhead  knowes) 
tbou  gav8te  a  friendly  looke: 

And  (though  unwortbie  sucb  a  place) 
mee  to  tby  seruice  tooke. 

In  token  I  was  tbine 

1  bad  a  badge  of  Blne 
Witb  Sables  set,  and  charge  withall 

that  I  should  aye  be  tnie. 

Tbou  bailste  me  follow  Hope 
wbo  tho  tby  Ensigne  bare. 

And  99  I  might  uot  doe  amisse, 
thus  didst  tby  selfe  declare. 

Tfaen  wbo  reioyst  but  1  ? 

wbo  thougbt  himselfe  yblest  f 
That  was  in  Cnpids  seruice  piastę 

as  brauely  as  tbe  best? 

And  thus  in  lustie  youth 

I  grae  to  be  your  tbrall. 
And  was  (1  witnesse  of  tby  Damę) 

right  wćlł  content  withalL 

But  nowe  I  minde  to  showe 

(as  promise  was  to  doe) 
How  first  I  fled  thy  Tents,  and  why 

tby  campe  I  did  forgoe. 


When  I  bad  been  retainde 

well  nigh  a  yeare  or  morę. 
And  serude  in  place  of  wagę  and  mead^ 

as  is  tbe  Souldiours  lorę: 

I  cbaunst  by  hap  to  cast 

my  floting  eyes  awrie^ 
And  so  a  Damę  of  passing  shape 

tny  fortunę  was  to  spie. 

On  wbom  Damę  Naturę  thougbt 

sucb  beautie  to  bestowe, 
As  she  bad  neuer  framde  before 

as  proufe  did  playnely  skowe. 

On  hi  r  I  gazdę  a  wbyle 

tiU  use  of  sense  was  fled : 
And  cojour  paper  wbite  before 

was  woxen  Scarlet  red. 

I  felt  tbe  kindled  sparkes 

to  flasbing  flames  to  growe: 
And  so  on  sodaine  I  did  lone 

tbe  Wight  I  did  not  knowe. 

Then  to  tby  Pallacc  I 

wjth  frowarde  foote  did  run. 
And  what  I  saide,  1  minde  it  yet, 

for  thus  my  tale  begun. 

0  noble  Sir  (ąuotb  I) 
this  is  your  free  assent 

1  should  pursue  a  Gamę  unknowne 

within  your  stately  Tent? 

If  so  (ąuotb  I)  tbou  wilt, 

and  giv8te  tbe  same  in  charge s 

I  mynde  of  all  my  brydled  lust 
to  let  tbe  Raynes  at  large. 

Tben  Hope  did  prick  me  forth 

and  bad  mee  be  of  cheere: 
Wbo  said  I  should  within  a  while 

subdue  my  Noble  Feere. 

He  counselde  me  to  sbun 

no  dreadfull  daungers  place. 
But  follow  him  wbo  Banner  borę 

unto  your  Noble  grace. 

He  would  mąintaine  my  right 

and  further  aye  my  cause. 
And  bannish  all  dispaire  that  grewe 

by  frowarde  Fortunes  flawes. 

Tis  Cupids  will  (quotb  hee) 

our  Mai  ster  and  our  Lorde 
Tbat  tbou  with  manly  hart  and  bandę 

Shouldst  lay  tbe  Barek  aborde. 

She  sball  not  choose  but  yeelde 

the  fruite  for  passed  paines: 
For  sbee  is  one  of  Cupids  tbralls, 

and  bound  in  Yenus  Chaines. 

Thinkst  tbou  our  maister  will 

bis  senrant  live  in  woe? 
No  not  for  all  bis  Golden  Harts 

ne  yet  his  crooked  Bowe. 

Wherefore  with  łuckie  Mart 

giue  charge  unto  the  Wight : 
Take  Speare  in  bandę,  and  Targe  on  arme, 

and  doe  witb  courage  fight. 


6o6 

With  that  I  anude  me  well 

as  fiu  a  warriDg  man. 
And  to  the  płace  of  friendly  fight 

with  luBtie  fbote  I  ran* 

My  Foe  was  there  before 
I  came  unto  the  fielde, 

I  thought  Bellona  had  bene  tbere 
or  Pallas  with  hir  sbielde. 

So  well  shee  was  beset 
with  Platę  and  privie  Maile 

As  for  my  life  my  limber  Laonce 
might  not  a  wbit  preaaile. 


Yet  naytbeletse  with  Speare 
and  Sbielde,  we  foaght  a  spaee: 

And  last  of  all  we  tooke  oar  Bowes 
and  Arrowes  from  the  case. 

Then  Bartes  we  gan  to  fling 
in  wide  and  weightłesse  Skies: 

And  then  the  fiercest  figbt  of  all 
and  combat  did  arise. 

Instead  of  shirering  shafts, 
light  louing  lookes  we  cast. 

And  there  I  founde  my  sełfe  to  weake 
hir  Arrowes  went  so  fast. 

But  one  above  the  reast 
did  cleaTe  my  breast  so  farr^ 

As  downe  it  went,  where  lay  my  hart, 
and  tbere  it  gave  a  jarre. 

So  cruel  was  the  stroke, 
so  sodaine  eke  the  woande, 

As  by  the  fearefull  force  1  fell 
into  a  senselesse  sounde. 

Thas  having  no  refuge 

to  ąuite  my  selfe  from  death : 

I  madę  a  vowe  to  loae  hir  well 
whilst  Lungs  should  lende  me  breath. 

And  sińce  that  time  I  have 

endeuorde  with  my  might 
To  win  hir  loue,  but  naught  preuailes 

shee  wayes  it  not  a  Mite. 

Shee  scorns  my  yeelding  bart 

not  ibrcing  on  my  best: 
But  by  disdaine  of  clowdy  browe 

doŁh  further  my  unrest. 

Yet  ruthlesse  though  she  were, 

and  farsed  fuli  of  y re : 
I  lovde  hir  well  as  bart  could  think^ 

or  woman  might  destre. 

I  sought  to  frame  my  speach 
and  countnance  in  such  sort, 

As  she  my  couert  hart  might  see 
by  shewe  of  outward  port. 

To  Troilus  halfe  so  true 

unto  his  Creside  was 
Aod  I  to  hir,  who  for  hir  face 

did  Trojan  Creside  passe. 

At  lengŁh  when  Reason  saw 

mee  sotted  so  in  loue 
As  1  ne  would,  ne  might  at  all 

my  fancie  thcnce  remoue: 


TUBBERVILE'S  POEMS. 


She  cause  hir  Tnimpe  be  blowne 

to  cyte  hir  servauiits  all 
Into  the  place,  by  whose  aduise 

I  might  be  rid  from  thrall. 

Then  Plato  fint  appearde 
with  sagę  and  solemne  sawes: 

And  in  his  hande  a  golden  booke 
of  good  and  Greekish  lawes, 

Whose  honnie  mouth  such  wise 
and  weightie  wordes  did  tell : 

Gainst  thee  and  all  tby  troupe  at  once 
as  Reason  lykte  it  well. 

When  Platoes  tale  was  done, 

then  TuUie  prest  in  place: 
Whose  filed  tongue  with  sugred  tslke 

would  good  a  simple  caae. 

With  open  mouth  I  heard 

and  jawes  ystrecbt  awyde, 
How  hee  gainst  Yenus  dearliogs  all 

and  Cupids  captiues  cryde* 

Then  Plutarcbe  gan  to  preache 

and  by  example8  proTCy 
That  thousand  mischiefes  were  procaide 

by  meane  of  guilefull  loae. 

Wbole  Cities  brought  to  spoyle, 
and  Realmes  to  shamefull  sack: 

Where  Kings  and  Rulers  good  adrice 
by  meane  of  Loue  did  lack. 

Next  Plutarch,  Senec  came, 

seuere  in  all  his  sawes; 
Who  cleane  defide  yonr  wanton  trickii 

and  scomde  your  cbildisb  lawes. 

I  neede  not  name  the  reast 

that  stoode  as  then  in  place: 
But  thousandes  morę  there  were  that  loagbt 

your  Godhead  to  deiace. 


When  all  the  Hall  was  hushty 

and  Sages  all  had  donnę: 
Then  Reason  that  in  iodgement  iste 

hir  skilfull  talke  begonne. 

Gramercie  Friends  (quotb  shee) 
your  counsell  likes  me  well : 

But  now  lend  eare  to  Reasons  wordes 
and  listen  what  I  tell. 

What  madnesse  may  be  morę 
tban  such  a  Lorde  to  haue> 

Who  makes  the  chiefeUine  of  Ms  teo* 
a  nike  aud  raskall  slaye? 

Who  woonted  is  to  yeelde 

in  recompense  of  paine? 
A  ragged  recompense  God  wotc 

that  turnes  to  meere  disdaine? 

Who  gladly  would  eusue 

a  Coiiduct  that  is  blinde? 
Or  thrall  bimselfe  to  such  a  one 

as  showes  bimselfe  unkinde? 

What  Ploughman  would  be  glad 
to  sowę  his  seede  for  gaine, 

And  reape  when  Harrest  time  cotoes  os 
but  trauaile  for  his  paine? 
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197 hat  madman  might  endure 
to  watch  and  ward  for  noaglkŁ? 

7o  ride,  to  ruDoe,  and  last  to  looae 
the  recompense  he  toaght? 

To  waste  tbe  day  iu  wo, 

apd  restleis  nigbt  tn  care. 
And  haue  in  stead  of  better  foode 

but  Bobbing  for  his  farę? 

7o  bleare  his  eies  witb  brine 

and  salted  teares  yshends 
To  force  his  fainting  flesb  to  fiide, 

bis  cołour  paJe  and  dead? 

And  to  fordoe  with  carke 
bis  wretcbed  witherde  bart? 

And  so  to  breede  bis  bitter  bale 
and  hatcb  bis  dcadly  smart? 

1  speake  it  to  this  fine» 

that  plainely  migbt  appere 
Cupidos  craft  and  goilefołl  guise 

to  him  that  standeth  berę. 

Wbose  eies  with  iancies  mist 
and  errors  cłowdes  are  dim^ 

By  meane  that  faee  in  Venus  lakę 
aiMl  Cupids  gonlfe  dotb  twim. 

And  hath  by  sodaine  sigbt 

of  unacquainted  shape 
So  fixt  bis  bart,  a»  hope  is  past 

lor  euer  to  escape. 

Unlesse  to  these  my  wordes 

a  listniog  eare  he  lende: 
Wbich  oft  are  woont  tbe  Łooers  miode 

wad  fansie  to  offende. 

But  be  that  woold  his  bealŁh 

sowre  Sirops  must  assay : 
For  erie  griefe  hath  cnre  againe 

by  cleane  repugnaunt  way. 

And  who  so  mindes  to  qatte 

fluid  rid  biroselfe  from  wo, 
Most  seeke  in  time  for  to  remoore 

tbe  thing  that  hurts  him  so. 

• 

For  longer  that  it  lastes 

it  frets  the  farder  in 
Untill  it  growe  to  curelesse  maine 

by  passing  fell  and  skin* 

The  Pyne  that  beares  his  bead 

up  to  the  haughtie  skie, 
Would  well  haue  been  rcmoovde  at  first 

as  daylie  proofe  dotb  trie : 

W^ich  now  no  force  of  man 

nor  engine  may  subvart: 
So  wide  the  creeping  rootes  are  run 

by  Natures  sobtle  Art: 

So  Łoue  by  slender  sleight 

and  little  paine  at  furst 
Would  have  beene  stopt,  but  hardły  now 

though  thou  wouldst  do  thy  wurst.    • 

The  woonted  saw  is  troe, 

shan  Ix>ue,  and  Loue  will  flee. 

But  follow  Loue  and  spite  thy  uose 
then  Loue  will  follow  thee. 


And  though  such  graiTed  thoagbts 

on  sodaine  may  not  die, 
Ne  be  foTgone;  yet  processe  sball 

their  fortber  growth  destrie. 

No  Giaunt  for  his  lyfe 

can  cleaue  a  knarrie  oke, 
Though  be  would  seeke  to  doo  bis  wurst 

and  utmost  at  a  stroke. 

But  let  the  meanest  man 
have  space  to  fell  him  downe, 

And  he  will  make  him  bende  his  bead 
and  bring  his  boughes  to  grownde. 

No  force  of  falling  showre 
can  pierce  the  Marble-stone, 

As  will  the  often  drops  of  raine 
thać  from  the  gutters  gone : 

Wherefore  thou  retohlesse  man 

my  couiisell  with  the  mo 
Is,  that  thou  peecemeale  do  espell 

the  loue  that  paines  thee  so. 

Renounce  the  place  where  shee 
doth  make  sojourne  and  stay: 

Force  not  bir  trayning  truŁhiesse  eies, 
but  tume  thy  face  away. 

Thioke  that  the  hurtfull  booke 

is  couerde  with  such  baite : 
And  that  in  such  a  pleasant  plot 

the  Serpent  lurkes  in  waite. 

Waie  well  his  scomefuU  cheere, 
and  thinke  shee  s^kes  thy  spoylc : 

And  though  thy  conquest  were  a^hivde 
may  not  acąuite  thy  toyle: 

Not  ydle  see  thou  bee, 

take  aye  some  charge  in  bandę : 
And  quickly  shalt  thou  quench  the  flame 

of  carelesse  Cupids  brande. 

For  what  (I  pray  you)  bred 

.Sgistus  foule  defame  ? 
And  madę  him  spoken  of  so  yll  ? 

what  put  him  to  the  shame? 

What  forste  the  Foole  to  loue 

his  beastly  ydle  lyfe 
Was  cause  that  he  besotted  was 

of  Agaroemnons  Wyfe. 

If  he  had  fought  in  field 

encountring  with  bis  Foe, 
On  stately  steede,  or  else  on  foote 

with  glave  had  giuen  the  bloe : 

If  he  that  Lecher  lewde 

had  warlick  walles  assailde 
With  Cannon  sbot,  or  bowniiing  Ramme 

bis  feuced  enmics  quailde: 

He  had  not  felt  snch  force 

of  vile  and  hea$tly  sin, 
Cupidos  shafts  had  fallen  shurt 

if  he  had  busie  bin. 

What  Myrrha  madę  to  loue, 

or  By  bios  to  desire 
To  qupnch  the  heate  of  hungrie  lust 

and  flames  of  fitthy  fire? 
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to  frie  with  frantick  biandes, 
In  sort  aa  up  to  yeelde  fair  lelfe 

UDto  hir  brotfaiers  handet? 

And  otber  thousaod  mo 

of  whom  tbe  Poeta  wńgbt? 
Kougbt  elae  (good  fityth)  bat  for  they  had 

i  a  ydle  thoughta  delight 

Tbey  spent  tbeir  youthfall  yeares 

in  foule  and  filthie  trade, 
Tbey  basied  not  their  ydle  braines  . 

but  God  of  Pleaaure  madę. 

Wheręfore  if  tbou  (I  say) 

dost  couet  to  a^oide 
That  bedlam  Boyeg  deceitfall  Bowe 

that  others  hath  anoyde: 

Escbewe  the  ydle  life, 

flee,  flee  from  doiDg  nought: 
For  neuer  was  their  ydle  braine 

but  bred  an  ydle  thought. 

Aod  when  tbose  stormes  are  past 

and  clowdes  remoovde  away: 
I  know  tbou  wilt  no  Reason  think 

and  niinde  tbe  wordes  I  say. 

Whicb  are:  that  loue  is  roote 

and  onely  crop  of  care, 
Tbe  bodies  fbe,  tbe  barts  annoy, 

and  cause  of  pleasures  rare. 

The  sicknesse  of  the  minde, 

the  Fountaine  of  unrest: 
The  goułfe  of  guile,  the  pit  of  paine, 

of  griefe  the  holłow  Chest 

A  fierie  frost,  a  flame 

that  frozen  is  with  is^, 
A  heavie'burthen  tight  to  beare, 

A  Yertue  fraught  with  Vice. 

It  is  a  warlike  peace, 

a  safctie  set  in  dred, 
A  deepe  dispaire  annext  to  hope^  . 

a  famine  that  is  fed. 

Sweete  poyson  for  his  taste, 

a  Porte  Charybdis  leeke, 
A  Scylla  for  his  safetie  thought, 

a  Lyon  that  is  meeke. 

And  (by  my  Crown  I  sweare) 

tbe  łonger  tbou  dost  loue, 
The  longer  shalt  tbou  liue  a  Thrall 

as  tract  of  time  will  proue. 

Wheręfore  retire  in  hastę 
and  speede  thee  home  agalne. 

And  pardned  shall  thy  trespasse  bee, 
and  tbou  exempt  from  paine.  * 

Take  Reason  for  tby  guide 

as  thou  hast  done  of  yore : 
And  spite  of  Loue  thou  shalt  not  loue 

ne  be  a  thrall  no  morę. 

Repaire  to  Płatoes  schoole 

and  TuUies  true  aduice : 
Let  Plutarch  be  and  Seneca 

thy  teachcrs  to  be  wise. 
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This  long  and  learned  tale 

had  brooaed  so  my  braine; 
As  I  fbrtbwith  to  Reasou  tan 

and  gave  thee  up  in  plaiue. 

Fle,  fie  on  Loue  quoth  T, 

I  now  perceiue  his  craft: 
For  Reason  hath  declarde  at  laige 

bow  hee  my  freedome  raft, 

I  see  bis  promiae  is 

fmrfe  ikyrer  tban  his  pay: 
I  finde  bow  Cupid  bleanle  minę  eiet, 

and  madę  me  nm  aatray. 

I  wote  bow  hungrie  Hope 

hath  led  me  by  the  lip. 
And  madę  me  moue  an  endlesie  snte 

well  worth  an  oken  cbip. 

Hee  trainde  mee  all  by  trust, 
■  I  fiirde  as  Houode  at  hatcfa: 
Tbe  lesser  fruite  1  founde,  the  morę 
I  was  procurde  to  watcb. 

ThuB  (mightie  Lorde)  I  left 
thy  lawes  and  statutes  strong 

For  rayling  Reasons  trilling  talke 
and  offerd  thee  a  wrong. 

But  now  Damę  Yenus  knowes, 
and  thou  hir  sonne  canst  tell 

That  I  within  my  couert  hart 
doe  loue  thee  passing  weU. 
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Now  fiilly  bent  to  be 
(so  tbou  wilt  deane  put  out 

Of  minde  my  passed  injuries) 
thy  man  and  souldier  stout: 

Prest  to  obey  thy  will 

and  neuer  swarve  againe, 
As  long-  as  Venu8  is  of  foroe 

and  thou  shalt  keepe  thy  Raigne. 

I  weigh  not  Tullies  tale, 

ne  prating  Platoes  talke: 
Let  Plutarch  vouch  wbat  Plutarch  can, 

let  skurvey  Senec  walkę. 

Olde  Ouid  will  I  reade, 
whose  pleasant  wit  doth  passe 

The  reastf  as  &r  as  stubbome  Stede 
ezcells  the  brickle  Glasse. 

» 

In  ,him  thy  deedes  of  Armes 
and  manly  Marts  appeere,     . 

In  h im  thy  stately  spoyles  are  seene 
as  in  a  Mirrour  cleere. 

Thy  mothers  prayse  and  thine 

in  him  are  to  be  founde. 
For  conąuests  whicb  you  had  in  heanen 

and  here  by  Iow  on  grounde. 

Forgiue  my  former  guilt, 

forget  my  passed  toyes: 
And  graunt  I  may  aspire  againe 

unto  my  woonted  ioyes. 

If  euer  man  did  loue 

or  serue  in  better  steade, 
Then  shape  uiy  wages  to  the  same ' 

and  doe  restraine  my  meede. 
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Dut  90  I  fight  in  fielde 

as  fiercely  as  the  besŁ : 
I  hope  that  then  your  Godbead  will 

reward  me  with  the  regt 


AFTER  MISADUENTURES  COME  GOOD 

HAPS. 

I  MEUBR  tbougbt  bat  tbis  tbat  lock  in  fine 
Would  to  my  will  aod  foosie  wełl  incline. 
For  daylie  proofe  doth  make  an  opeD  show 
That  common  coune  of  things  would  bave  it  so. 
Wben  stormie  clouda  from  darkned  skyes  are  fled, 
Then  Pboebus  shewes  his  gay  and  gotden  hed. 
His  princely  pride  appeeres  when  showres  are  past. 
And  afterday  the  night  ensues  as  iast. 
When  Winter  hath  his  trembting  carkas  sbowne. 
And  with  his  frostie  foote  the  spring  down  throwne, 
Then  in  leapes  ^stas  gay  with  gladsome  gleames 
That  harvest  brings  and  dries  up  winter  streame?. 
The  Barek  that  broylde  in  roagh  and  churłish  Seas 
At  length  doth  reach  a  Port  and  place  of  ease. 
The  wailefuil  warre  in  time  doth  yeelde  topeace, 
The  Lararos  lowde  and  Trumpets  sounde  doth 

cease: 
Thas  may  we  see  that  chaunce  is  foli  of  chaunge. 
And  Fortune  feedes  on  foode  that  is  fali  strannge, 
Wberefore  doe  not  dispaire  thon  louing  Wight, 
For  Seas  doe  ebbe  and  flow  by  Natures  migfat : 
From  worie  to  good  our  haps  are  chaunged  oft, 
And  basest  tłiings  sometimes  ane  raysde  aloft. 
80  Gods  would  ba^e,  and  Fortune  doth  agpree, 
Which  proofe  appeeres  and  is  exprest  by  mee. 


TO  HIS  LOUE 


THAT  CONTROŁDE  HIS  UOGOE  rOR  FAWNING  ON 

HIR. 

Ih  deede  (my  Deare)  you  wrong  my  Dog  in  this 
And  shew  your  selfe  to  be  of  crabbed  kinde, 
That  will  not  iet  my  fawning  wbelp  to  kisse 
You  first,  that  faloe  would  sheW  bys  Maisters 

miade: 
A  Mastife  were  morę  At  for  such  a  one, 
That  can  not  Iet  hir  Louers  dog  alone. 

Ue  in  his  kinde  for  mee  did  seeme  to  sue, 
That  earst  did  stande  so  highly  in  your  grace. 
His  Maisters  minde  the  wittie  Spanell  knewe. 
And  thought  his  woonted  Mistresse  was  in  place: 
But  now  at  Iast  (good  faith)  I  plainely  see 
That  Dogs  morę  wise  tban  women  friendly  bee. 

Wbereibre  sińce  you  so  cmelly  entreate 
My  whdp,  not  forcing  of  his  fawning  cheere, 
You  shew  your  selfe  with  pride  to  be  repleate. 
And  to  yonr  Friend  your  naturę  doth  appeere : 
The  Prouerbe  olde  is  Tenfide  in  yoa, 
lone  mee  and  loue  my  Dog,  and  so  adne. 

Botb  I  and  hee  that  sieły  Beast  sustaine 
For  louing  well  and  bearing  faitbfiill  harts, 
Despitous  cbecks,  and  rigorous  disdaine, 
Where  both  batb  well  deserued  for  our  partia 

?0Ł.  II. 


ForFriendsbip  I,  for  offred  sernice  bee. 

And  yet  thou  neytber  loouste  the  Dog  nor  mae. 
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VPON  THE   DBATH  OP  THE  AFORENAMBD  DAMB 
BŁIZABETM  ARHUNDŁB  OF  CORNBWAŁI. . 

What  Tongue  can  tell  the  wo  ? 

what  Pen  espresse  the  plaint? 
Unlesse  the  Muses  helpe  at  neede 

I  feel  my  wittes  to  feunt. 

Yee  that  frequeot  the  billes 

and  bighest  Holtes  of  all, 
Assist  mee  with  your  skilfiiłl  Suilles 

and  listen  when  I  cali. 

And  PhoBbus,  thou  that  first 

amidst  the  leamed  route, 
Doe  way  thy  Bowe,  and  reach  tby  Lute 

and  say  to  sounde  it  oute. 

Helpe  (learned  Pallas)  helpe   . 

to  write  the  fota  U  iall 
Of  hir,  whose  lyfe  desenles  to  be 

a  Mirrour  to  ot  all. 

Wbose  Parents  were  of  famę 

as  Leyster  well  can  showe: 
Where  they  in  worship  long  had  liude, 

with  yeares  did  worship  growe. 

Of  worship  was  the  house 

from  whence  she  tooke  hir  linc: 
And  sbee  a  Danuat  by  discent 

to  worship  did  incline. 

What  neede  I  pen  the  prayse 

of  hir  that  liude  so  well. 
'That  of  it  selfe  doth  yeelde  a  souode 
we  neede  not  ring  the  Bell. 

Whilst  Dannat  did  ensoe 

Diana  in  the  race, 
A  truer  Nymph  tban  Dannat  was 

was  neuer  earst  in  place. 

With  Beautie  so  adrest 

with  Yertue  so  adomde: 
Was  not  that  morę  imbraste  the  good 

nor  at  the  wicked  scomde. 

When  fleeing  Famę  with  Trumps 

and  blast^  brute  had  brought 
This  Dannats  thew^  to  Courtlike  eares 

(wbich  Dannat  neuer  songht) 

To  Coort  sbe  was  procurde 

on  Princesse  to  atteode: 
A  sernice  fit  for  such  a  one 

hir  flowring  yeares  to  spende. 

Where  when  she  had  remaynde 

and  serude  the  Princesse  well. 
Not  rashly  but  with  good  aduice 

to  lunos  yokc  sbee  fell. 

A  Woulfe  by  hap  espide 

this  sielie  Lambe  in  place, 
And  thought  hir  fittest  for  his  pray : 

not  gasUy  was  his  Oeice^ 
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Not  Woulflike-were  bn  eye», 

ne  barrish  was  bis  voyce: 
Nor  Kuch  as  Laitibes  migbt  feare  to  faeare 

but  rathcr  might  reioyee. 

A  heart  not  bent  to  bate 

or  ycdding  pmy  to  spili  r 
Unto  Licaon  farre  vnlike 

wbose  pleasure  was  to  kill. 

Arbundle  was  bis  name, 

bis  stock  of  great  discent; 
Wbose  predecessors  all  tbeir  łiu^s 

in  Yeitues  patb  bad  speat. 

• 

fiee  not  vn1ike  the  rcst 

bebaude  bim  selfe  so  well, 
As  be  i  n  fine  becarae  a  Knigbt^ 

so  to  bis  shafe  it  fell. 

Tbas  was  this  Ładie  fast 

conioynde  in  sacred  knot: 
Wbose  prioie  and  tender  yeres  w«ve  apent 

deuoyde  of  slaunders  biot. 

Tbe  matcb  no  sooner  madę, 

wben  mariage  rites  were  donnę : 

But  Dannat  ranne  hir  reee  as  rigfat 
as  sbe  bir  course  begonne. 

And  sootb  it  is,  sbe  liude 

in  wiuely  bond  so  wełly 
As  sbe  from  Collatinus  wife 

of  Cbastice  borę  tbe  beli. 

Ylysses  wife  did  blush 

to  beare  of  Dannats  prayse: 
Adoietus  Make  (the  jcood  Alcest) 

did  yeelde  vp  all  bir  Kayes. 

Tbe  Greeks  might  Uke  in  griefe 

of  such  a  one  to  łieere, 
Wbo  ibr  hif  well  deserued  famc 

coułd  baue  no  Greekish  Peere. 

Tbus  manie  yeares  were  spent 

witb  good  and  sootbftist  life, 
Twixt  Arbundle  tbat  wortbie  Knight 

and  bis  ap|>TOiied  wifie. 

Of  wbome  sncb  Impes  did  spring, 

sucb  fruite  be^  to  grow, 
Sucb  issue  did  proceede  as  we 

tbem  by  tbeir  braunches  know, 

Tbe  Okc  will  yeelde  no  grapcs,    . 

tbe  Vine  will  beare  no  Hawes : 
Ech  tbiug  must  follow  kindely  course 

by  Natures  fixed  lawes. 

Eoen  so  tbat  wortbie  Trce 

sucb  fruite  is  seene  to  beare, 
As  yet  commends  tbe  witbred  stocks 

and  tbem  to  Welkin  reare. 

Tbus  did  t^ey  Hue  in  ioy, 

till  cbaunce  and  spiteftill  deatb 

These  louing  Turtles  did  deuid« 
and  reft  tbe  Cock  bis  breetb. 


Tben  first  tbe  bale  begsn, 
tben  black  attire  came  on: 

And  Dannats  dreerie  dode  was 
witb  neuer  stinting  monę.  ' 

Nougbt  migbt  hir  sorrow  swago, 
but  stiil  słie  did  bewaile 

Tbe  Cinders  of  bir  seuerd  Make 
witb  teares  of  nonę  anaile. 


Seuen  yeares  sbe  spent  in  wo 

refusing  otber  Make: 
For  such  is  Turtles  kinde  you  know 

tbey  will  nonę  otber  take. 

I  doubt  wbere  Dido  fealt 

tbe  Uke  tormenting  ragę, 
When  tbat  the  guileful  Guest  was 

tbat  layde  bis  faytb  to  gage. 

Tbłs  Dannats  Tertues  were 

so  rife  and  eke  so  rare, 
As  few  witb  hir  for  honestlife 

and  wisedome  might  compare. 

Mineroa  did  soioume 

witbin  tbat  wifely  brest: 
Hir  deedes  declarde  that  in  bir  bead 

Damę  Pallas  was  a  guest 

But  what  we  couet  most 

or  cbjefest  holde  in  prioe, 
With  greedie  gripe  of  darting  death 

is  reaued  with  a  trice. 

The  cruell  Sisters  tbree 

were  all  in  one  agreede, 
To  let  the  spindle  rumie  no  morę 

but  sbrid  tbe  fatall  threede. 

And  Fortune,  (to  expre8se 
what  swing  and  sway  sbe  bare) 

Allowde  them  leaue  to  V8e  tbeir  force 
vpon  tbis  Jeweil  rare. 

Tbus  hatb  the  Welkin  wunne, 

and  we  a  losse  sustainde : 
Thus  bath  hir  corse  a  Yaute  found  omt, 

bjr  sprite  tbe  Hv«aens  gainde; 

Since  sobbing  will  not  serue, 

ne  shedding  teares  auaile 
To  bring  the  soule  to  corps  againe 

bis  olde  and  woonted  Gaile: 

Leaue  offto  bath  bir  stone 

witb  l>nobs  teares  to  long. 
For  thou  sbalt  aide  bir  nougbt  at  all 

but  put  thy  selfe  to  wrong. 

WJsb  tbat  hir  soule  may  reaeh 
the  place  (tom  whence  it  came: 

And  shee  be  guerdond  for  fair  litb 
with  neuer  dyiog  famę. 

For  surę  sbe  well  deserude 

to  baue  immortall  prayse. 
And  laud  morę  Hght  than  clearest 

or  Pbóebus  golden  rayes. 

If  ougbt  my  slender  skill 

or  writing  were  of  powre. 
No  procesfl«  of  ingratefuU  trme 

bir  Yeitues  should  deuour. 
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DlftPfiATSB  Or  IRTOMeff  T^AT  AŁŁVRE  AND  ŁOUB 

MOT. 

Whew  80  you  ^tw  in  Yene 

and  Poeta  rimefl  the  prayse, 
Of  Lncrece  and  Ylysses  wife 

so  famous  in  their  dayes: 

When  Hippo  comes  by  hep 

or  good  Alcest  yfeare, 
And  oth^r  some  that  by  deiiert 

wltb  famę  renowined  weare, 

Tben  you  with  bastie  doome 

a»d  rasbfull  sentence  fttraigfat, 
Will  vaanŁ  that  woneo  id  tbat  age 

were  all  with  Yertue  fraight. 

And  for  thoae  fewe«that  łiude 

io  wiueły  bonde  m>  weli : 
You  will  esteeme  the  reast  by  tbose 

that  oDely  bare  the  belL 

But  fbllour  sound  adaice, 

let  ecbe  receyue  hir  doome, 
As  eche  in  vertue  did  snrmoant 

or  8tt  la  bighest  roome. 

So  deane  was  neuer  seede 

ysifted,  but  amoog 
.  For  all  their  paynes  were  weedes  that  grew 
to  put  the  graine  to  wroiig. 

That  troupe  of  honest  Dames 

those  Grisels  all  are  gone: 
No  Lucrece  now  is  lefb  aliue, 

ne  Cleopatra  nonę. 

Those  dayes  are  all  ypast, 

that  datę  is  fleeted  by : 
They  myrron  were  Damę  Naturę  madę, 

hir  skllfull  bandę  to  try. 

Vow  course  of  kinde  excbaangde 

doth  yeelde  a  worser  graine, 
And  women  in  these  latter  yeares 

those  modest  Matrons  staine. 

Deceite  in  their  deligfat» 

great  fraude  in  friendly  lookes: 
They  spoyle  the  fish  for  friendsbips  sake 

that  houer  on  their  Hookes. 

They  bule  the  bayte  to  deare 

that  80  their  freedome  lose :         f 
And  they  the  morę  deceitfuU  are 

tbat  so  can  craft  and  glosę. 

With  beautie  to  allure, 

and  mnrder  with  disdaine: 
Wbat  moare  may  be  gainst  womens  kind 

wbere  ruth  of  right  sbould  raigne  ? 

So  Memphite  Crocodile 

(as  we  in  Poets  fine) 
Wbere  Nylus  with  his  seueofold  streame 

to  Seaward  doth  incliaę. 

With  truthlesse  tricking  teares 

ąnd  lamentable  sound, 
The  siely  beast  with  pitie  mooude 

doth  cruelly  confound. 


So  Marmaides  in  the  flond 

and  Syrens  sweetely  sing, 
Till  they  the  musing  Mariner 

to  speedie  fate  doe  bring. 

Now  Helen  for  hir  traine 

with  Dian  may  compare: 
Such  sundrie  Helens  now  are  found, 

and  Dians  Nymphes  so  rare. 

Who  if  by  craft  espie 

thy  Senses  once  to  bende, 
And  bow  by  Cupids  subtile  breach 

that  bviriiing  gleames  doth  sende: 

Then  will  they  seeke  in  hast 

by  force  of  friendly  blinck» 
And  wr^ted  looke  into  the  breast 

their  beauties  shape  to  siuck. 

Which  if  be  brought  to  passe, 

then  haue  they  their  desire : 
And  standing  farre  doe  smiie  to  see 

the  flaming  of  the  fire. 

Then  looke  they  on  a  loofe, 

and  neuer  once  repaire 
To  ende  the  strife  that  tbey  haue  stirrdo 

twixt  Łouer  and  Diapaire, 

As  shepheirdes  when  they  see 

the  Ganders  foe  in  snare 
Reioyce,  tnat  from  their  foldes  of  late 

their  siely  cattle  bare: 

Or  Boy  that  knowes  the  Foule 

lo  be  in  pithole  caught, 
That  woonted  was  to  steale  the  stale 

and  set  the  snare  at  naught: 

So  wiły  women  woont 

to  laugh,  when  so  they  spić 
The  louing  Wight  ytrainde  by  trust 

in  i>oint  and  pinch  to  die. 

But  if  such  chaunce  doe  chaunce 

(as  often  chaunce  we  see) 
The  fish  that  earst  was  hangde  on  Hooke 

by  better  chaunce  be  free, 

If  he  by  happie  hap 

doe  cast  off  Cupids  yoke, 
Not  setting  of  hir  L«)ue  a  Leeke 

that  gaue  the  cniell  stroke: 

Then  are  remooude  tbe  cloudes 

of  hir  disdainefull  brow: 
And  friendsbips  flood  that  earst  was  drle 

a  fresh  begins  to  flow. 

Then  wresteth  shee  hir  grace, 

and  makes  a  seeming  sliow 
As  though  she  meant  no  chaunge  at  all, 

ne  would  hir  Hestes  forgo. 

Thus  are  they  fright  with  wiles 
whome  Nftture  madę  so  plaine, 

Thus  Sinons  shifts  they  put  iu  vre 
their  purpose  to  attaine. 
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Whereforc  let  bce  our  care 

yiyaset  trade  to  tric: 
And  stop  our  eares  against  the  souode 

of  Syrens  whcn  they  crie, 

Tbink  when  thou  seest  the  baite 

whereon  is  thy  delite, 
That  hidden  Hoolres  are  hard  at  hande 

to  bane  tbee  when  thou  bite. 

I 

Think  well  that  poyson  liirckes 

in  shapc  of  Sugar  sweete : 
And  wbere  the  freshest  flowres  are  seene 

there  most  bew are  thy  feete. 

But  chiefely  women  shoonne 

and  follow  minę  aduice, 
If  not,  thou  mayst  perhaps  in  proufe 

of  folłie  beare  the  price. 

To  trust  to  rotten  boughes 

the  daunger  well  is  seene: 
To  treade  the  tyled  trap  ynwares 

hatb  alwaycs  periU  beeue. 

Plaue  Medea  still  in  mind'e, 

let  Circe  be  in  thought: 
And  Helen  that  to  vtter  sack 

botb  Greece  and  Troie  brought 

Łet  Creside  be  in  coumpt 

and  number  of  the  mo, 
Wbo  for  hir  lightnesse  may  presume 

with  felsest  on  the  roWi 

Eise  would  she  not  haue  left 

a  Troian  for  a  Greeke: 
But  what?  by  kinde  the  Oit  will  himt, 

hir  Fatfaer  did  the  like. 

As  wilie  are  their  wits,  , 

so  are  their  tongues  vntrue: 
Unconstant  and  aye  fleeting  mindes 

that  most  imbrace  the  nue. 

When  fixed  is  their  ftiyth 

it  restes  on  brittie  sande: 
And  when  thou  deemste  them  surste  of  all 

they  beare  thee  but  in  hande.  .  , 

Though  Argus  did  reuiue]^ 

whose  eyes  in  numbre  were 
As  many  as  Damę  lunos  Birde 

in  glaring  taile  doth  beare : 

Yet  women  by  theit  wyleś 

and  wq11  acqnainted  drifts, 
Wottlde  soone  deceiue  his  wakitig  head, 

and  pul  his  eyes  to  shifts. 

Nought  haue  they  oeede  at  all 

Cyllenus  Pipę  to  blow 
To  forge  their  fraud,  their  tongues  will  serue 

as  leamed  writers  show. 

First  trie,  and  then  tell 
Where  1  haue  sayd  well 
For  without  a  triaJl 
There  vailes  no  de^iall. 


OF  A  PHISmOK  AND  A  SOOTBSArSk 

Marcke  fcalt  himselfe  diseasde, 

The  Soothsayer  sayd:  There  bee 
Sire  yet  remaynder  dayes  of  life, 

no  mo  (Friend  Marcke)  to  thee. 

Then  skilfull  Alcon  came, 

he  feałt  the  Pulses  beate : 
And  out  of  hande  tfais  Marctts  dyde» 

there  Phisick  wrooght  his  feate. 

This  showes  Phisition  dotb 

the  Soothsayer  farre  ex<;6ede  r 
For  th'  one  can  m^ke  a  short  dispatch, 

when  th*  other  makes  no  speede. 


A 


CONTROUERSIE    OF  A    COSStUEST 
THIKT  FORTUNE  AND  f^BNUS. 


Whiłst  Fissher  kest  his  linę 
the  houering  fish  to  hooke: 

By  hap  a  rich  roans  daaghter  oi» 
the  Fissher  kest  hir  looke. 

Shee  fryde  with  frantick  Loae, 

they  roaride  eke  at  iast: 
Tbus  Fissher  was  from  lowe  estate 

in  top  of  Treasure  piast. 

Stoode  Fortune  by  and  smylde: 
how  say  yow  (Damę)  quoth  shee 

To  Venus  ?  was  this  conquest  yours 
or  is  itdue  to  mee? 


'T  was  I  (ąuoth  Yulcans  wife) 
'  with  helpe  of  Cupids  bowe, 
That  madę  this  waiiton  wench  to 
and  match  hir  seUe  so  lowe. 

Not  RO :  >t  was  Fortune  I 

that  brought  tbe  Truli  in  plaoe  : 
And  Fortune  was  it  that  the  maa 

stoode  so  in  Maydens  gracOk 

By  Fortune  fell  their  loue, 
't  was  Fortune  strake  the  stroke: 

Then  detter  is  this  man  to  mec 
that  did  this  match  prouoke. 


THE  LOUER 


YOWETH   HOW  80  EUBR   HE  BB 
ŁOUE  PAITHFOŁŁT. 


GCBK]H>]in  TO 


In  thankfull  though  she  were 
and  had  disdainftill  browe, 

Regarding  nought  my  constaot  heart, 
ne  forcing  of  hir  vowe: 

Since  sowen  is  the  seede 
of  faithfull  friendships  lorę, 

Vncoiistant  will  I  neuer  be 
ne  breake  my  Hest  tberefoie« 
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^t  Fortune  yse  bir  force 
to  Cupide  stand  minę  ayde, 

Lud  Cyprid  laugh  with  louely  looke, 
I  will  not  bee  afrayde. 

* 

By  me  the  Noble  kinde 
of  mail  shall  not  be  sbamde, 

ilecorde  through  me  shall  neuer  force 
our  8equell  be  defamde. 

Ube  that  1  consume 

my  greene  and  prrowing  youth, 
ITea  age  and  all  quiteguerdoiiIe88e 

yet  ni  11 1  swarue  my  trutb. 

Eche  that  shall  aAer  come, 

and  liue  when  I  am  Dust, 
My  loaing  heart  shall  wclI  descne 

the  key  of  perfect  trust. 

Hir  irbile  my  vitall  breath 

these  fkinted  łimmes  shall  monę: 

Yea,  after  death  in  hollow  Yawte 
ytombed,  will  1  loue. 

Force  shee  my  sernice  tnie 

I  force  it  not  at  all : 
Rue  sbee  by  ruth  my  dreene  Ufe 

or  it  to  mercie  calh 

Tn  stay  my  T  oue  shall  stande, 

ne  will  I  falae-my  faitb, 
Ne  breake  my  former  plighted  hest 

or  promisse  to  the  death. 

Disdaine  shall  neuer  force 
my  friendship  nrrestawrie: 

Ere  that  I  craue  immortall  powres 
that  ye  wili  let  me  die. 

Let  Dido  stilt  coroplaine 

i£neas  broken  Hest, 
Of  all  that  came  to  Carthage  Coast 

the  most  vnfaithfull  guest. 

Untmstie  Theseus  eke 

'  let  Ariadnę  clepe, 
That  fleeted  from  his  friendly  Fcere 
yled  in  slumbMng  sleepe: 

So  let  Medea  accuse 

the  Knight  that  wonne  the  Flise» 
Who  forced  naught  at  all  in  fine 

hir  cleepings  and  hir  cries: 

Haue  tbou  the  foithfull  heart 

of  thine  assured  Friend, 
Ere  he  be  of  that  retchelessc  race 

the  Sannę  awrie  shall  wende. 

Where  so  thou  yeelde  him  graca 

or  aa  an  outcast  shoon : 
£xpect  his  former  plighted  Hest 

as  thou  tofore  hast  doon. 

Loue  will  hee  neuer  blame 

ne  Yenus  lawes  foigo, 
life  sooner  shall  than  loue  decrease 

^  &ith  is  fixed  so. 


HE   SORJtOWES 


THB    ŁONG    ABSENCE   OF   HIS 
ŁADIE.  P. 


Now  onre  againe  my  Muse  renue  my  woes 
Which  earst  thou  hast  in  doolefiiU  dittie  soong. 
For  greater  cause  of  sorrow  not  aroee 
To  mee  at  all,  then  dow  of  late  is  sproong:  . 
As  you  shall  heare  in  sad  and  solemne  Yerse, 
A  wofull  Wight  his  haple^łse  hap  rehearse. 

Come  (Clio)  come  with  penslue  Pen  in  hande 
And  cause  thy  sisters  chaunge  their  cheereful 

voice, 
Ye  Furies  fell  that  lurck  in  Plutos  laode, 
Come  skip  to  Skies,  and  raise  a  doolefuU  noice: 
H^^lpe  to  lament  the  Louers  wofull  chaunce. 
And  let  Alecto  leade  the  lothsome  daunce. 

All  ye  that  Ladies  are  of  Lymbo  Lakę 
With  hissing  haire,  and  Snakiebush  bedect, 
Your  beddes  of  steele  and  dankish  Dennes  forsake. 
And  Stix  with  stinking  Sulpher  all  infect: 
Do  wbat  you  may  to  ayde  my  carefuil  Quilly 
And  helpe  to  ribg  a  Loueni  latter  kniU. 

And  time  (I  trow)  sith  she  from  hence  is  fled 
Who  was  the  guide  and  giuer  of  my  breath. 
By  whome  I  was  with  wished  pleasure  fed 
And  haue  escapt  the  nithlesse  hande  of  Death: 
Who  was  the  Kej'  and  Cable  of  my  llfe; 
That  madę  me  scape  Charybd  is  carefuli  clife. 

A  Starre  whereby  to  steare  mj  bodies  Bark, 
And  ship  of  sonie  to  shoare  in  safetie  briug,  i 

To  quit.e  my  Corse  from  painefuU  pining  cark. 
And  fierie  force  of  craflie  Cupids  sting: 
Euen  she  that  me  from  Syllas  shelfe  did  shroude,  * 
That  light  is  lost,  that  Lodestarre  vnder  doude. 

Whose  absence  breedes  the  tempest  I  sustaine. 
And  makes  my  thoughts  so  cloudie  backe  to  bee, 
And  brackish  tearen  from  swolcn  eyes  to  raine. 
And  churlish  gale  of  surging  Sighes  to  flee: 
That  Ancor  scarce  ne  harbour  I  may  haue 
From  deepe  dispaire  my  shaken  Shii|i  to  aaue. 

The  Rubie  from  the  King  is  reft  I  finde, 
The  foile  appeares  that  rndemeath  was  set: 
The  Saint  is  gone,  the  Shńne  is  left  behinde, 
The  fish  is  scapt,  and  bere*remaines  the  Net: 
That  other  cboise  for  me  is  nonę  but  this. 
To  wątle  the  want  of  hir  that  is  my  blisse. 

I  cursse  the  Wight  that  causde  hir  hence  to  goe, 
I  hate  the  Horse  that  hence  bir  Corse  conuaide, 
The  Bit,  the  Saddle  all  I  cursse  aroe. 
And  ought  that  else  might  this  his  ioumey  staide: 
I  curse  the  place  where  she  doth  now  soiourne, 
And  that  wbereto  she  mindes  to  shape  retourne. 

My  n\outh,  that  kist  hir  not  before  she  went. 
Minę  eyes,  that  did  not  seeke  to  see  hir  face. 
My  head,  that  itno  matterdid  inuent. 
My  hande,  that  it  in  Paper  did  not  place: 
My  feete,  that  tfaey  refusde  to.trauell  tho. 
My  legges  I  corse  that  were  so  lotb  to  go. 

My  tongne,  that  it  no  paile  did  then  prociire 
To  rtter  all  my  close  and  couert  mindc, 
To  hir  who  long  hath  had  my  wounds  in  cnre, 
la  whome  such  ruth  and  mercie  I  did  fiode  t 
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My  beart  I  curse*  Łhat  sougbt  not  to  bewray 
It  selfe  to  hir  or  ere  shee  went  hir  way. 

And  Ust  my  selfe  and  euerie  thlng  beside. 
My  life,  my  limmes,  my  carrion  Corse  1  cursse: 
Saue  hir  for  whome  these  torments  I  abide, 
That  of  my  life  is  onely  well  and  sourse : 
loue  shroude  hir  salfe,  and  keepe  hir  from  anuoy, 
And  seude  hir  toone  to  make  retume  with  ioy. 


TO  HIS  LOUE 


ŁONG  AB8E1IT,  DECŁARINO  HI8  TORMENTS. 

O  ŁiNoaiNG  Loue,  O  Friend 

that  absent  are  so  Idng, 
Where  so  thou  bee,  tbe  Gods  the  guide 

And  qnit  thy  Corse  from  wroog: 

And  sende  thee  barmelesse  health, 

and  safely  to  reuart, 
How  soone  your  selfe  may  deeme  fuli  well 

to  saue  a  dying  hart. 

For  sinoe  your  parture  I 

baue  lead  a  lotbsome  state : 
And  saue  the  hope  of  your  retume 

nought  might  my  woes  abate* 

And  will  yoa  Icnow  the  time 

how  I  haue  spent  away  ? 
And  doe  you  long  in  rnthfall  rime 

my  torment»to  suruay? 

Though  but  with  weeping  eyes 

I  may  the  same  recite: 
Yet  naythelesse  the  truth  herein 

to  tbee  (my  Frlend)  I  write. 

When  flickring  Famę  at  first 

rnto  minę  eares  had  brought 
That  you  to  Łrauell  were  addrest, 

and  fixed  was  your  thought 

In  ŁiOttdon  long  to  lodge, 

and  flee  your  friendty  soile; 
Tben  dolour  first  in  daunted  Corps 

and  wounded  breast  did  boile. 

I  felt  how  griefe  did  giue 

the  onset  on  my  hart, 
And  sorrow  sware  that  pensine  panges 

should  nener  thence  depart. 

With  clinching  Clawes  there  came 

and  talants  sbarplie  set, 
A  flock  pf  greedte  griptng  Woes 

my  grunting  heąrt  to  fret. 

The  morę  I  sought  the  meane 

by  pleasant  thought  to  ease 
My  growing  griefe,  the  morę  I  felt 

iucrease  my  new  disease 

When  other  laught  for  ioy, 

it  brought  to  minde  my  woe: 
When  Mu&ick  slakte  their  sorowes^  then 

my  yecret  sore  did  growe. 


When  they  at  meate  were  «et 

their  daintie  foode  to  taste, 
In  stead  of  Yiands  heartie  sigbes 

I  had  for  my  repaste. 

When  Bacchus  came  to  Booide> 

and  eche  to  other  drincks: 
My  swolcn  floud  of  salted  tearea 

did  ouerflow  his  briocks. 

And  out  did  gush  amaine 

of  drinck  to  stande  in  steede 
To  me,  that  of  sitch  stranngie  meate 

as  sorrow  was  did  feede. 

From  boorde  to  bed  I  go  - 

in  hope  to  finde  reliefe. 
And  by  some  pleasant  nap  to  rid 

my  troubled  ghost  from  griefe: 

But  slumbńng  sleepe  is  Aed, 
and  Morphens  shewes  his  spite: 

That  will  not  yeelde  one  minnts  rea«t 
in  all  a  Winters  night. 

O  Lord,  what  sundrie  kiiides 

of  care  doe  then  begin 
T'assault  my  wearie  waking  head> 

and  trembling  hartwithin? 

A  thousand  thougbts  anse* 
cche  thought  his  tonnent  brings: 

And  thus  tbe  lothed  nigbt  I  spend 
and  feele  how  sorrow  springs. 

And  if  in  dawning  chaunee 
some  drouping  sleepe  do  lig ht 

Upon  the  careful  Corse  that  thua 
hath  spent  tbe  waking  night: 

It  standes  in  little  steade, 

so  dreadfull  are  my  dreames 
As  they  by  foree  of  wo  procure 

minę  eies  to  ranne  with  streamea. 

Then  bathe  I  bed  with  brine, 
and  cloy  my  couch  with  teares: 

And  mid  my  sleepe  thy  grisly  Ghost 
in  straungie  sort  appeares. 

Not  with  such  friendly  face 
and  brow  of  gladaome  cheare 

As  earst  thou  hadst:  those  louely  lookes 
and  blincks  are  all  arcare. 

Morę  grimmer  is  your  grace 
morę  coye  your  countnance  eake. 

Morę  lowring  lookes  than  were  of  yore 
and  Brow  morę  bent  to  wreake. 

In  hande  mee  thinkes  I  see 
thee  holde  the  hatefull  knjrfb 

To  flea  thy  Friend,  and  for  good  will 
to  reaue  deseraed  lyfe. 

Wherewitb  I  wake  afright 

and  strain  my  piłlow  fast 
To  gardę  me  from  the  cruell  toolt 

untill  your  wrath  be  past 
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At  length  1  see  it  plaine 

Łhat  Oeinste  did  enforce 
Unio  his  ugly  monstrous  dreamc 

my  weake  and  slumbriog  Corse, 

1  vcwe  thy  aecret  hart, 

and  how  it  longs  to  bee 
With  him  thatfor  uniayned  loue 

unpawnde  his  faitb  to  tbee.  > 

For  inercie  then  I  cali 

of  yoD  £hat  iudge  so  ytlj 
Wbose  pleasure  is  to  gardę  your  Friend, 

and  not  your  Foe  ter  kyl). 

Of  dreames  a  thonsand  such 

eche  night  I  baue  a  share. 
To  bannish  sleepe  from  pining  corse 

and  nurse  my  canckred  care. 

Thus  day  and  night  I  Hue, 

thu8  ntg^t  and  day  I  die: 
In  death  I  feele  no  smart  at  all, 

in  life  great  wo  I  trie. 

Wherefore  to  rid  my  griefea 

and  bannish  all  annoie 
Retire  from  Greece  and  doe  Boioume 

here  with  tfay  Friend  in  Troie. 

Who  longs  to  see  thy  face 

and  witnetse  of  thy  sta  te: 
And  partner  be  of  thy  delighti 

bis  furious  fits  to  bate. 


THAT  DEATH  IS  NOT  SO  MDCH  TO  BE  FBARED 
DAYUE  DI8EASE8  ARE. 

What  ?  yst  not  folUe  for  to  dread 

and  stand  of  Deatb  in  feare, 
Tbat  Mother  is  of  quiet  reast, 

and  griefs  away  doth  weare? 

That  brings  release  to  want  of  wealth, 

and  poore  oppressed  Wights? 
He  comes  but  once  to  mortali  men, 

bnt  once  for  all  he  smites. 

Was  nener  nonę  that  twise  hath  fealt 

of  cruell  Death  the  Knife: 
But  other  griefes  and  pthing  paines 

doe  linger  on  the  life^ 

And  oftentimes  one  selfe  same  Corse 

vith  furious  fits  molest, 
When  Death  by  one  dispatcbt  of  life 

doth  bring  the  soole  to  rest 


THE  EPICUBES  COUNSELL, 

EATE,  DRINCKi    AMD  PLAIB. 

My  Friend,  where  as  thou  seast  thy  selfe 

to  be  a  man  in  deede, 
£ate,  quaffe,  and  play,  with  present  ioyes 

thy  greedie  fancie  feede* 


AS 


For  I  (thou  seast)  am  dost  become 

that  eaiBt  so  wealthie  was: 
1  haue  that  1  aliue  did  eate,  - 

the  reast  away  did  passe. 

What  so  1  poorde  in  pampred  paunch 

and  to  my  guts  conuaide, 
To  gaping  ground  with  mee  I  borę, 

the  reast  behinde  is  staide. 

My  haughtie  buildings  huge  to  see, 

my  Turrets  an^my  traine,' 
My  Horse,  my  Hounds,  my  cofred  Coinc 

for  others  doe  remaine. 

Wherefore  a  Myrrour  make  of  mee 

and  drowne  tbee  in  delight: 
For  Death  will  sweepe  away  thy  wealth 
'   and  reaue  thy  pleasures  quight. 


TO  BROfVNE  OF  LIGHT  BEUEFE. 

Bewarb  my  Browne  of  light  beliefe, 

trust  not  before  you  trie: 
For  under  cłoke  of  great  good  will 

doth  fained  friendship  lie. 

As  wylie  Adder  lurckęs  in  leaues 

and  greenest  grasse  of  al^ 
And  stings  the  stalking  Wight  that  thougbt 

no  daunger  would  befall. 

So  18  the  plaine  unplayted  man 

by  subtile  dealing  guilde  ^ 
And  soonest  soarde  by  subtile  shifts 

of  him  that  smoothly  smilde 

We  neuer  see  the  firowning  Friend 

that  ftrets  to  outwarde  showe, 
Beguiłe  or  seeke  to  false  bis  Friend» 

as  doth  the  fleering  Foe: 

The  Mastiffe  Dog  is  ^oyded  well 

that  barcks  or  ere  be  bite : 
But  (ob)  the  Cur  is  cruell  that 

doth  neuer  barek  a  whit. 

Deale  thou  as  Courtiers  dayly  doe, 

in  wordes  be  franek  and  firee, 
Speake  fisyre  and  make  the  weather  deere 

to  him  that  gybes  with  thee. 

For  so  thou  shalt  assured  stande 

from  hurt  to  be  as  farre, 
As  from  the  grounde  of  true  good  will 

those  glosLng  Marcbaants  are. 

A  wisedome  to  beware  of  Woulfes 

and  Foxęs  guileiuli  guise: 
For  t*one  is  craftie  by  his  kinde, 

the  other  passing  wise. 

So  that  it  is  a  matter  harde 
.    their  double  drifts  to  flee: 
And  yet  tbou  shalt  auoyde  theworst 
if  thou  be  rulde  by  mee. 

qttoth  G.  T. 
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THB  AUN8WERE  TO  THE  TILB  AND   CANCKRED 
COUNSELŁ  CłF  THB  OCnTRAGIOUS  EPICURE. 

Mt  Priend,  for  that  I  see  my  selfe 

to  be  a  man  in  deede, 
Thy  qiiaffing  coansell  I  refbse, 

▼niesse  to  serue  iny  neede. 

I  muse  no  whit  that  thou  art  dost, 

thy  beasUy  liatng  here 
Was  meane  to  bring  thee  to  thy  bane, 

thc  sooner  for  thy  chere. 

Tboii  thoughtat  to  pamper  vp  thy  pannch 

bot  thou  didst  feede  y  wis 
The  greedie  wormcs  that  gnaw  thy  guts 

for  them  a  daintie  dish.  ' 

Good  reason  that  tboa  shouldst  forso 

and  leaue  thy  goods  behindc. 
For  that  a  beast  so  h'ke  a  beast 

didst  liue  against  thy  kiude. 

A  man  in  name,  no  man  in  deede 

thou  art  that  counselst  mee 
To  liue  as  thou  hast  hude,  and  die 

a  Monster  like  to  thee. 

For  Since  thy  life  so  lothsome  was, 

aud  shamefall  eake  thy  death : 
I  will  beware,  and  make  a  Glasse 

of  thee  whiUt  I  haue  breath. 

To  shnnne  thy  stuttish  sinfuU  Sect, 

thy  tł^ling  and  thy  toyes: 
For  after  death  those  pieasures  passe 

as  did  thy  fickle  ioyes. 


TURBERVILE'S  POEMS. 


OF  HOMER  AND  HIS  BIRTff. 

The  Poct  Homer  Chins  claimes, 

Colophon  doth  the  leeke: 
And  Smyrne  sweares  that  he  is  hirt 

that  was  the  ieamed  Greeke. 

Of  Salamine  some  say  he  was, 

of  Ib  other  some: 
And  diuers  make  report  that  he 

of  Thessale  linę  did  come. 

Thus  sundred  and  deutded  are 

the  peoples  mindes  of  thee 
(Thou  Princely  Poet)  but  my  thonght 

with  neyther  doth  agree. 

For  I  assuredly  suppose 
and  deeme  the  Heauenly  Speare 

TTie  soyle,  and  Pallas  łap  the  wombe 
that  did  thy  bodie  beare. 

Hir  breast  the  Dug  that  thou  didst  sack 

in  Ciadle  when  thou  layst: 
With  haughty  stile  somuch  (thou  Greeke) 

my  inazed  head  dismayst. 


THAT  TIME  COmUERETH  ALL  TĘINGS. 

Was  neuer  Buli  so  fell 

with  wrinckle  fronted  face, 
But  Time  would  make  him  yeeld  to  yoke 

and  toyle  the  ground  apace. 


The  Horse  ybred  in  Holte 

akid  fed  iu  łustie  Lease 
In  Time  will  champe  the  fomie  Bit 

his  Riders  will  to  please. 

The  Lions  that  are  woode 

and  ragiug  in  tbeir  kinde. 
By  tract  of  Time  tbeir  keepers  koow 

in  whome  they  friendship  finde. 

Those  Beastes  that  come  from  Inde 

and  ftirthest  partes  of  all, 
In  Time  do  swerue  tbeir  sauage  sect 

and  to  tbeir  dutie  fali. 

Time  makes  the  Grapę  to  growe 
and  Vine  to  spreade  at  iarge, 

So  that  the  skin  scarse  able  is 
to  holde  his  inwarde  charge: 

So  Ceres  fniite  doth  sproute 

by  force  of  growing  Time, 
Which  makes  the  strength  of  biddea 

into  the  staJke  to  clime. 

Time  makes  the  tender  twig 

ta  bousteous  tree  to  grow: 
It  makes  the  Oke  to  overIooke 

the  slender  shrubs  bylow. 

U  frets  the  Culter  keene 

that  cuts  the  firoting  soyle, 
It  forccth  hardest  Flint  of  all 

and  Marble  to  recoyle. 

Time  wreakeAiU  wrath  subdues 

it  breaketh  angers  gali. 
And  eche  disease  in  Time  faath  helpe: 

tbus  Time  doth  conquer  all. 

Though  these  and  other  like 

by  processe  are  procurde, 
Yet  naythelesse  my  festred  wounde 

can  not  in  Time  be  curde. 

For  that  which  sendeth  salue 

and  comfort  to  the  reast, 
Doth  cause  my  ranckling  sore  to  ragę 

and  dubble  in  my  breast 

As  springs  that  from  a  Mount 
doe  take  their  downewarde  sonrse 

To  whome  there  may  no  barre  be  found 
to  stop  their  headlong  course : 

So  Lordlike  Loue  ystaulde 
and  ceazde  in  yeelding  minde 

May  not  be  disposest  acraine, 
Such  is  his  stately  kinde. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND  RIDING   TO  LONDON 

WARDE. 

As  Troylus  did  reioyce 

when  Cresid  yeelded  grace. 
And  dained  him  from  sernice  tme 

so  neare  hir  heart  to  place: 

So  haue  I  ioyde  (my  Deare) 

for  friendship  which  I  found. 
And  loue  reąuitcid  with  the  like 

which  curde  my  carefull  wound. 
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he  foli  shrilly  shrigbt 
and  doolde  his  wofull  chaunce, 
On  Greekish  Steede  from  Troian  towae 
when  Cresid  gan  to  praunce, 

A  od  leaue  the  liked  soyle 
where  did  soionme  hirioie, 

1  meane  the  worthie  Troylas 
the  louio^t  yoath  in  Troie ; 

£aen  so  I  waile  at  thy 

departare,  wouldst  thou  wUt, 

And  out  I  crie  a  wretched  Wight 
that  thooght  himselfe  yblist. 

O  Ix>ndoD  lothsome  Lod^ 

why  dost  thou  so  procure 
I^y  Loue  to  leaue  thi?  pleasant  soyle 

tbat  hath  my  heart  in  cure  ? 

Since  needes  it  must  be  so, 
gainsend  hir  home  in  hast: 

Jjet  hir  retire  with  harmeletse  health 
that  sicklesse  hence  is  past 

Yeelde  mee  a  good  accompt 

of  hir  that  is  my  ioie. 
And  send  hir  to  hir  Troylas 

that  longs  for  hir  in  Troie. 


OF  THB  9AINE  AND  CŁOUDY  WEATHBR  AT  THE 
TIMB  OF  HIS  FRIEND8  UEPARTURB  FROM 
TROIB. 

No  memaile  though  the  Snnne  do  hide  bis  hed 
And  Tnder  Cloud  do  keepe  his  lonrring  lookes, 
No  wonder  that  the  Skie  his  teares  doth  shed 
And  with  bis  streames  increasethe  water  brookeś: 
The  cause  is  knowne,  the  proofe  is  passing  plaine. 
My  Loue  and  I  be  sundred  to  our  paine. 

Now  she  is  gone  that  did  sustaine  my  breath 
And  saude  my  Ship  of  bodie  from  the  wrack. 
By  whome  I  scapte  the  cruell  bandę  ofDeath 
Which  thought  to  bring  my  Corse  to  yttcr  sack : 
The  Welkin  weepes  and  belpes  me  to  bewaile 
With  gusshing  showres  the  losse  of  minę  auaile. 

Wherfore  O  Hcauenly  Stetes  that  Rulers  bee 
Of  starrie  Skies  from  whence  these  teares  discend 
And  flush  so  fost  as  Mortall  WighU  doe  see: 
Of  rnih  in  needefnll  time  my  woes  to  end, 
Procnre  my  loue  to  make  retu  me  in  post. 
To  gard  from  griefe  hir  Friends  afflicted  ghost 

If  not,  with  flashing  flame  and  thonder  dint 
By  Vulcan  forgde  and  bammered  for  the  nones, 
Consnme  to  dost  my  fleshe  my  wo  to  stint. 
And  with  thy  Mace  (O  loue)  uniointmy  bones: 
Tbat  by  such  scath  and  losse  of  vital  breath 
I  may  auoide  a  worse  and  straunger  death. 

For  like  the  Łeene  that  now  my  hart  sustaines 
Was  neuer  felt  nor  such  oppressing  care: 
Of  force  my  life  must  yeekie  to  pinching  paines 
Of  hasting  Death,  the  fits  so  furious  are: 
Which  thougb  be  so,  when  I  aro  wrapt  in  Clay. 
(My  soule)  to  bir  thou  sbailt  repaire  and  say, 


That  whilst  the  lyfie  would  snfTer  me  to  w  oonne 
With  mortal  Wights,  my  hart  was  hirs  at  will, 
And  now  my  Spindle  hath  bisconrse  yronne 
And  twist  is  nonę  yleft,  thou  wilt  fulfill 
The  dutie  which  thy  Maister  ought  of  right, 
And  whicb  he  would  accomplish  if  be  might. 


OF  A  COUETOUS  NIGGARDy  AND  A 
NEEDIE  MOUSE, 

AscŁBPiAD  that  greadie  Carlc, 

by  fortunę  fbund  a  Mouse 
(As  he  about  his  lodgings  lookte) 

within  his  niggish  house. 

The  chiding  Chufie  began  to  chafe, 

and  (sparefuU  of  his  cbeere) 
Demaunded  of  the  siely  Beast 

and  sayde  what  makste  thou  faeere? 

Yon  neede  not  stand  in  feare  (good  Friend) 

the  smyling  Mouse  replide: 
I  come  not  to  deroure  your  Cates 

but  in  your  house  to  bidę. 

No  man  this  Miser  I  account 

tbat  chid  this  burtlesse  Elfe: 
No  Mouse  the  Mouse,  but  wiser  than 

the  Patch  that  owde  the  Pelfb. 


A  PRETIE  EPIGRAM  ' 

OF    A    8GHOŁBR,  THAT  HAYING  READ  TBRGIU 
JENKIDOS,  MARIED  A  CUR8T  IWFE. 

A  scHOŁER  skillde  in  Yergils  ^erse 

and  reading  of  his  booke 
(Anna  virumque)  that  begins, 

was  caught  in  Cupids  booke. 

At  length  to  mariage  fiat  he  fell, 

when  wedding  day  was  doon. 
To  play  bir  prancks,  and  bob  the  Foole 

the  shrowish  Wife  begoon. 

The  Hosband  daylie  felt  the  fistes 

and  buffsts  of  his  Wife: 
Untill  at  last  he  thas  began 

to  plaine  of  painefoll  life. 

(Oh  Caitiffie  mee)  the  Scholer  cryde 

well  worthy  of  this  wo, 
For  Anna  I  Virumque  read 

in  Yergill  longago: 

Yet  could  not  see,  to  scape  the  plague 

whereof  the  Poet  spake. 
No  doubt  that  Noble  Poet  for 

a  Prophet  I  will  take. 

For  Arma  now  Virumque  I 

both  day  and  night  sustaine 
At  home,  I  need  not  runne  to  Scboole 

to  read  the  Yerse  againe. 

Would  (Virum)  were  away,  and  then 

let  (Arma)  doe  thełr  wurst: 
iSut  when  I  matcht  with  such  a  shrew 
.    I  tbink  I  was  accurst 
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TURBERTIŁE^  FOEMS. 


TO  A  YONG  GENTLEMAN  OF  TAKJNG 

A  WY  FE. 

LoNO  you  with  greedie  miode  to  leade  a  lyi^ 
That  pleaiant  is  in  deede,  and  voyde  of  care  ? 

I  neuer  wisbe  you  Łhen  to  take  a  Wyfe 
Nor  set  your  foote  in  craftie  Cupids  snaie. 

A  filtbie  TniU  is  yrkesome  to  the  eie, 
A  gallant  girie  allures  the  lookera  minde:    . 

A  wanton  wench  willhaye  the  head  too  die 
An  aged  Trot  to  lyke  is  bard  to  fiode. 

A  bearing  Wyfe  with  brats  will  doy  tbee  sore, 
A  greater  carcke  than  childrcns  care  is  nonę, 

A  barraine  beast  will  greeue  tbee  ten  times  morę, 
No  joy  remaines  when  hope  of  fruite  is  gone. 

Wherefore  let  wyoing  go,  lyae  single  ayc, 
Appiy  the  Booke  and  bandc  the  Bali  among : 

A  shrew  (we  see)  is  wedded  in  a  day 
But  ere  a  man  can  shift  bis  handes  tys  long. 


THE  AUNSWERB  FOR  TAUNG  A  WYFB. 

LowG  you  with  greedie  minde  to  bleare  mina  eie 
And  make  mee  Ihinke  of  mariage  thus  amisse  ? 
I  cannot  deeme  so  yll  of  wyuing  I, 
To  loue  and  wed  for  loue  is  perfite  blisse. 

A  filthy  tniU  (yoa  say)  is  lothsome  sight, 
Put  case  she  be  not  passing  faire  to  Tewe  ? 
Tf  she  with  vertue  do  the  want  requight 
Of  comely  shape  thou  baat  no  cause  to  nie. 

A  aliant  girie  allures  the  lookers  minde, 
What  sball  we  say  the  womans  is  the  shame  ? 
Bicause  the  dterest  eyes  by  course  of  kinde 
Can  not  abide  the  Sunne,  is  he  to  blame? 

A  wanton  wench  to  die  will  hare  the  hed, 
Canst  thou  not  see  before  thou  wadę  so  iarre? 
His  be  the  hurt  that  lookes  not  ere  he  wed, 
The  Husband  may  the  woman  make  or  marre. 

Put  case  an  aged  trot  be  somewhat  tough  ? 
If  coyne  shee  bring  the  care  will  be  the  lesse, 
If  shee  haue  storę  of  muck  and  goodes  ynough 
Thou  needste  not  furce  80  much  of  handsomnesse. 

A  bearing  Wife  dotfa  make  the  husband  glad, 
^A  greater  ioy  than  Chiłdre^s  may  notbee: 
A  barraine  wench  sometime  muat  needes  be  had   . 
There  doth  not  fruite  spring  out  of  cvery  tree, 

So  that  I  6nde  no  reason,  nonę  at  all 
In  fhatthou  wist  a  man  to  single  life. 
And  quite  to  shun  the  comfort  that  may  fali 
And  daylie  doth  to  bim  that  hath  a  Wife. 

For  surę  thongh  iome  be    shrewes  as  some 
therbe,   ' 
(As  of  the  sheepe  are  some  that  beare  no  wull) 
Yct  must  we  prayse  the  match  whereby  we  see 
The  earth  maintainde  with  men,  and  stored  fuli. 
But  if  yo<^  thinke  so  ill  to  take  a  Wyfe, 
Let  others  wedde,  leade  you  the  single  lyfc. 

3uoth  O.  T. 


OF  A  DEAFE  PLAINTIFFE,  A  DEAFE  DL- 
FENDANT,  AND  A  DEAFE  IITDGE^ 

By  hap  a  man  that  coulde  not  heare 

but  bom  deafe  by  kinde, 
Another  cited  to  the  Court 

much  like  himselfe  to  flode, 

Whose  bearing  Sense  was  ąuite  bereft: 

the  ludge  that  of  the  case 
Should  give  bis  rerdit,  was  as  deafe 

as  deafest  in  the  place. 

To  Court  tbey  came:  the  Plaintife  pnJde 

to  haue  the  unpaide  rent. 
Defeudant  saide,  in  grinding  I 

this  wearie  night  bare  spent. 

The  ludge  behelde  them  both  a  while. 

is  this  at  last  (quoth  hee) 
Of  all  your  stirred  strife  the  cause? 

you  both  hir  children  bee: 

Thcn  Reason  wils,  and  law  allowes 

your  Motber  should  ba^e  aide 
At  both  your  handes  that  are  hir  SoonesL 

When  thus  the  ludge  had  saide, 

The  People  laugbt  a  good  t«  beare 

this  well  discussed  case, 
Twixt  two  deafe  men>  and  tbooght  him  fit 

to  sit  in  ludges  place. 

• 

Upon  80  blinde  a  matter  that 

was  deafe  as  any  rock : 
And  thus  the  simple  men  were  sliamde, 

the  lustice  had  a  mock. 


A  PROMISE 


OF  OLDB  OOOD  HyU.,  TO  AN  OŁDB 

THE  BBGINNUfd  OF  HBW  TERB. 

T^K  Chuffes  for  greedie  gaine 

and  lukers  looue  expende 
Tbeir  New  yeares  gifts  upon  their  Lords 

aa  erie  yeare  haih  ende : 

Butlintoken  that 

the  yeare  his  course  hath  roon. 
And  proofe  tiiat  ioyfuU  lanus  hath 

a  nouell  yeare  begoon. 

(As  Loue  and  Dutie  wylles) 

the  Herauld  of  my  hart 
Herę  send  to  you  to  make  a  shewe 

that  Fńendishłp  sball  not  start. 

Though  yeares  doe  chaunge  by  courgc 

and  alter  by  tbeir  kinde: 
My  olde  good  will  and  feith  to  slip 

I  trust  you  sball  not  finde. 

Tiroetes  will  be  true, 

his  loue  sball  neuer  blin  : 
But  gather  strength  and  grow  to  morę 

than  when  it  did  begin. 


FRIRmWAT 


A  VOW  TO  SERITE  PAiTHFULLY. 

^n  greene  aod  growing  age,  in  luatic  yeeresy 
In  latter  dayes  when  siluer  buh  appeen  s 
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Mn  good  and  gladąome  bap  when  Fortaoe  tenies, 
Mn  lowring  lack  wben  good  aaenture  8warve8 
Sy  day  wfaeo  Phcebus  shewes  his  princely  pride, 
JBy  night  wben  golden  Starres  in  skies  doe  glide, 
Id  Winter  wben  tbe  gproues  haue  lost  tbeir  greene 
In  Sommer  when  the  longest  dayes  are  seene, 
In  happie  belŁh  wben  sicklesse  limmes  bare  lyfe, 
In  grieftill  state,  amids  my  dolors  ryfe, 
In  pleasant  peace  wben  Trampets  are  away^ 
In  wreakful  warre  when  Mars  dotb  beare  the  sway, 
In  perilloas  goulfe  amid  the  sinking  sande, 
In  safer  soyle  and  in  ibe  stable  lande. 
"When  so  you  langh,  or  eise  witb  grimmer  grace 
Ygu  beare  your  fiiitbfull  Friend  unfriendly  lace^ 
In  good  report  and  time  of  woorser  famę, 
I  will  be  yoors,  yea  tbongb  I  lobse  tbe  gamę. 


FUNERALL  FERSE 

▼FOK  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  JOHN  H0R8BY  KNI6BT. 

7hat  weltb  assłgned  is  to  waste  away. 
And  stately  pomp  to  ranish  and  decrease. 
That  worship  weares  and  worldly  wigbta  decay, 
And  fbrtnnes  gifts  tbough  nerę  so  braue  do  cease 
May  weU  appeere  by  Horseys  hatefiil  bierce, 
Whose  Corse  (alas)  untimely  Deatb  did  pierce. 

"Who  tbougbt  tbereby  as  Kature  to  subdue 
"By  reaning  breatb  and  równe  in  worldly  stage: 
So  blasted  bmte  to  biot,  and  Famę  that  flut 
Of  him  that  well  deservde  in  all  his  ag e 
For  worship  and  renowne  to  bare  his  share 
Amoog  the  reast  that  prayse  for- Yertue  bare. 

But  seeking  wails  to  wrong  tbis  wortby  wight, 
Shee  fowly  mist  hir  purpose  in  tbe  fine: 
For  Horsey  gaynes  by  deaths  oatragious  spight, 
Andendleatse  famę,  wbereat  bis  Foes  repine: 
But  ecbe  man  else  laments  and  crics  alowde 
That  Horsey  was  to  soone  ywrapt  in  shrowde. 

Tbe  rich  report  that  ruth  in  him^did  reigne, 
And  pittie  lodgde  within  his  loouing  brest, 
Tbe  simple  say  that  for  no  maner  gaine 
He  hath  at  any  time  tbe  poore  opprest: 
Tbus  botb  estates  his  worthy  Ufe  commende. 
And  both  lament  his  orerbasting  ende. 

Then  cease  (I  say)  sucb  fluabing  teares  to  sbedi 
Doo  ^'ay  thy  doole,  represse  thy  ruthfull  monę. 
For  Horsey  Iives,  his  soule  to  Skies  is  fled, 
The  onely  Corse  is  closde  in  Marble  stone. 
So  that  thou  hast  no  cause  to  waile  his  cbannce, 
Wbome  spitefuU  deatb  by  hatred  did  aduaunce. 


TO  HIS  FRIENB  T, 

HACINO  BBEN  ŁONG  8TUDIED  AMD  WEŁŁ  BXPB- 
BIBNCED,  AMD  NOW  AT  ŁEMGTH  ŁOYIMG  A 
OENTŁEWOMAN  THAT  FORCED  HIM  MAUGHT 
AT  ALŁ. 

I  TH0U6RT  goód  faytb,  and  durst  haue  gagde  my 

band 
For  you  (Friend  T.)  that  beautie  should  now  higbt 
Haue  rasde  your  hart,  nor  Cupid  with  his  brand 
Haue  brougbt  thy  learned  breast  to  sucb  a  pligbt 


I  tbougbt  Minenia'8  gift  bad  beene  of  powre  ^ 
By  holsome  reade  to  roote  tbis  faosie  out: 
But  now  I  see  that  Yenus  in  an  howre 
Cao  bend  the  beat,  and  dawnt  the  wise  and  ftout. 

Why  sbouldśt  thou  seeke  to  make  tbe  Tiger 
tame> 
To  win  a  WouUe  so  craell  by  bis  kinde  ? 
To  suffer  ^sops  Snake  thou  art  to  blame 
Tbat  Btoonge  tbe  man  where  be  reiiefe  did  Ąpde. 

Is  naugbt  in  ber  but  Woman*s  name  alone, 
No  Woman  surę  sbe  u,  but  Monster  fell, 
That  scornes  bir  friende,  and  makes  him  die  with 

monę: 
Who  makes  an  IdoU  of  a  Deuill  of  Heli. 

Sbe  was  cut  out  of  some  sea  beaten  rock, 
Or  taken  from  tbe  cruell  Lyons  tet, 
Tbat  feedes  hir  Friend  for  friendship  witb  a  mock 
And  smiles  to  see  him  matcbt  in  Follies  net. 

If  thou  were  wise  (as  thou  art  fnll  of  loue), 
Thou  wouldst  account  bir  beautie  but  a  Olasse, 
And  from  thy  bart  sucb  iansies  fond  remoue 
1  lotb  to  see  the  Lyon  wex  an  Asae* 

If  80  abe  were  thy  faythfull  Fńend  in  deede^ 
And  sought  a  salue  to  cure  thy  cruell  sorę, 
(As  now  shee  seekes  to  make  thy  beart  to  bleede) 
Good  faytb  thou  couldst  account  of  bei*  no  morę* 

But  waying  now  bir  great  abuse  to  tbee 
A  Friend  to  hir,  but  to  tby  selfe  a  Foe : 
Why  sbouldśt  thou  loue,  or  so  enamoured  bee  ł 
Leaue  off  be  time^  let  all  sucb  dotage  goe. 

Should  I  embrace  tbe  man  tbat  batea  my  life? 
Should  I  account  of  him  tbat  settes  me  light? 
Should  I  yeeld  by  my  throate  to  murdring  knife? 
Or  seeke  for  to  reclaime  a  haggard  Kitę? 

Hast  thou  not  read  how  wise  Ulysses  did 
Enstuffe  bis  eares  with  wazę,  and  closc  them  np, 
Of  Cyrces  filthie  loue  himself  to  rid, 
That  tumd  bis  Mates  to  Swine  by  witcbes  cup: 

And  how  be  did  tbe  lyke  upon  the  Seas 
The  pleasant  noysome  Syrens  song^es  t^endure, 
That  otberwise  had  wrought  him  great  unease 
If  once  they  mought  his  mates  and  him  aliui^?' 

Put  thou  the  Greekes  deuise  againe  in  ure. 
Stop  by  thine  eares  tbis  Syren  to  beguile, 
Seale  up  those  wanton  eies  of  thine,  be  surę 
To  lend  no  eare  unto  hir  flattering  stile. 

For  all  bir  talke  but  to  deccit  doth  tende, 
A  canckred  hart  is  wrapt  In  friendly  lookes : 
Shee  all  hir  wittes  to  thy  decay  doth  bende, 
Thou  art  the  Fish,  sbe  beares  the  byting  bookes. 

No  sarage  beast  dotb  force  a  man  a  whit, 
That  loues  him  not:  we  see  the  dogged  Curre 
Fawnes  not  on  him  that  with  the  whip  dotb  smite 
Tbe  borse  bates  him  that  pricks  him  with  the 
spurre. 

And  wtlt  thou  loue,  or  place  within  £by  brest 
The  emell  Damę  that  weaues  thy  web  of  woeł 
Wilt  f hou  still  iawne  upon  so  faise  a  guest: 
In  stead  of  Doue  wilt  thou  retaine  a  Crowe  ? 
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Beware  in  time,  ere  Beautie  pierce  to  fiarre, 
Łet  fencies  go,loue  where  is  loae  agoine: 
For  doubtleiise  dow  to  much  to  blame  you  arre. 
To  sowę  good  will  and  reape  but  foułe  disdaine. 

I  counsaile  thus  that  roay  thee  best  aduise. 
For  that  my  selfe  did  9erue  a  crtiell  Damę 
The  blinde  recurde  cao  iudge  of  bleared  eies, 
The  criple  bealde,  knowes  how  to  heale  the  lamę. 

Shake  tboa  betimes  the  yoke  from  off  thy  neck, 
For  feare  the  print  thereof  remaioe  behind: 
A  happie  man  is  he  that  feares  no  check, 
But  liues  at  freedome  with  coutented  minde. 


AN  EPITAPH 

UPON  TBB  DKATHOFTRE  WORSllIPFUŁŁ  MAYSTBR 
RICHARDE  EDWARDE5  ŁATĘ  MAYSTBR  OF  THE 
ClflŁDREM  IN  TBB  QUBBNB8  MAJE8T1E8  CHAP- 
PEŁŁ. 

If  teares  could  tell  my  thought, 

or  plaints  could  paint  my  paine, 
If  doubled  sigbes  oould  shew  my  smart, 

If  wayling  were  not  yaine : 

If  gripes  that  gna  we  my  brcst 
Coulde  well  my  griefe  eKpresse, 

My  teares,  my  plaints,  my  sigbes^  my  way- 
ling neoer  should  soccesse. 

By  mean  whereof  I  might, 
^  unto  tbe  worłd  disclose 
The  death  of  such  a  man  (alas) 
aa  cbaunced  us  to  lose. 

Bat  what  auaylea  to  monę? 

If  life  for  Hfe  might  bee 
Eestorde  againe,  I  would  exchaunge 

my  lyfe  for  death  with  thee. 

Or  if  I  migbt  some  way, 

to  pay  thy  rawDMme  know, 
(O  Edwarda)  then  beleue  me  surę 

tbott  shonldst  not  lie  so  Iow: 

That  O  then  cruełl  Death, 
'  80  fierce  with  dint  of  dart 
Due  courses  on  my  knees  i  yeelde 
to  thee  with  all  my  hart. 

For  that  it  list  thee  trie 

thy  fbule  and  cankred  spite 
On  that  so  rare  a  peece,  on  that 

so  włse  and  worthy  Wigbt. 

Suffisde  thee  (since  thou  must 

be  mad)  the  simple  sort 
To  slea,  or  on  tbe  bnitish  blood 

of  beastes  to  take  thy  sport. 

And  not  in  furious  wise 

with  hastę  and  headlong  ragę 
To  kill  the  flowre  of  all  our  Realme 

and  Phoenis  of  our  age. 

The  fact  doth  crie  reueuge, 

'  the  Ottds  repay  thine  htre, 
Deepe  darckned  Lakę  of  Łymbo  lowe^ 
and  stili  consuming  fire. 


His  death  not  I  but  all 

good  gentle  harts  doe  roone : 
O  London,  tbough  thy  griefe  be  great^ 

thou  dost  not  mourne  aione. 

The  seate  of  Muses  nine 

where  filtene  Welles  doe  flowe, 
Whose  sprinckling  springs  and  golden 
'  ere  this  thou  well  didst  knowe. 

Lament  to  łoose  this  Plant 

for  they  shall  see  no  morę 
The  braunch  that  they  so  long  had  bred, 

whereby  they  see  sucb  storę. 

O  happie  House,  O  Place 

of  Corpus  Christi,  tliou 
That  plantedste  first  and  gauste  the 

of  that  so  braue  a  bowe: 

And  Christ  Church  which  enioydste 

the  fruite  morę  rype  at  fili, 
Plunge  by  a  thousand  sighes,  for  gri<^ 

your  trickliog  teares  distill. 

Wbilst  Childe  and  Chappel  dure 

whłlst  Court  a  Court  shall  bee 
(Good  Edwards)  eche  estate  shall  much 

both  want  and  wishc  for  thee. 

Thy  tender  tunes  and  Rimes 

wherein  thou  wooiitst  to  play 
Eche  princcly  Damę  of  Court  and  Townc 

■shall  beare  in  minde  alway. 

Thy  Damon  and  his  Friend 

Arcyte  and  Palemon 
With  woe  fuli  fit  for  Princes  eares, 

tbough  thou  from  eartb  art  goue, 

Shall  still  remaine  in  fune, 

and  like  so  long  to  bidę 
As  earthly  tbings  shall  Hue,  and  God 

this  mortall  Globe  shall  guide. 

For  loe,  thus  Yertue  list, 

hir  Pupils  to  aduance : 
Yet  for  my  part  I  would  that  God 

had  giuen  thee  better  chaunce. 

A  looger  time  on  earth, 

thy  hastned  death  befbre. 
But  Edwardes,  now  iarwell,  for  teares 

will  let  me  write  no  morę. 

Well  may  thy  bones  be  lodgde 

thy  famę  abroade  may  flie, 
Thy  sacred  sóułe  possesse  a  plaoe 

aboue  tbe  starrie  Skie. 

duoth  Tho.  Twikł 


70  HIS  LOUE 


THAT  8ENT  HIM  A  RING  WBERBIN  WAS  GRAUOB, 
"  ŁET  REASON  RUŁB." 

Shałł  Reason  rule  where  Reaaon  hath  do  ri^bt 
Nor  neuer  had?  shall  Cupid  loose  his  laodes? 
His  claim?  his  crown?   his  kingdom?  name  of 
.  might? 

No,  (Friend)  thy  Ring  doth  will  me  thus  in  raine* 
Reason  and  Loue  baue  euer  yet  been  tn'aiae» 


EPITAPHES,  EPIGRAMS,  S0N6ES  AND  S0NET5. 


€n 


They  are  by  kinde  of  such  contrarie  moald 
JLs  one  mislikes  the  others  lewde  devi9e, 
'What  Reason  willes  Cupido  neiK^r  would, 
Jjoue  neucr  yet  thought  Reasoii  to  be  wise. 
*To  Capid  I  my  homage  earst  hatie  doone, 
Xet  Reason  rule  the  bearts  that  ahe  hath  woone. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND  FRANCIS  TH: 

X.EADIN6  HIS  UFB    IN    THE    COUNTRIE    AT  RIS 

DESIRE. 

My  Francis,  wbiist  yoa  breath  your  foming  steede 
Athirart  the  fields  in  peace  to  practise  warre, 
I  o  Coantrie  whiist  your  keneld  Hounds  doe  feede, 
Or  in  the  wood  for  taken  pray  doe  jarre : 

'WhiUt  you  with  Haukes  the  $ielie  Fonie  doe  slaye, 
And  take  dclight  a  quick  retriue  to  haue, 
To  flee  to  markę,  and  heare  the  Spanels  baye 
"Wasting  your  age  in  pleasure  passing  brane: 

In  Citie  I  my  youthfuU  yeares  do  spende 
At  Bookeperbaps  sometime  to  weare  the  day: 
lYhere  man  to  man  not  friend  to  friend  doth  lende, 
Włtłi  us  is  naught  but  pitch  (my  Friend)  and  pay. 

Great  storę  of  Coyne,  but  feire  ei\joy  the  same, 
Tbe  owners  bold  it  fast  with  lymed  handes. 
We  Hue  by  Tosse,  we  play  and  practice  gamę 
"Wee  by  and  seU,  the  streate  is  all  our  landes. 

"Weil  storde  we  are  pf  erie  needfull  thing, 
Wood,  water,  coale,  flesh,  fishe  we  baue  ynow  : 
(  What  lack  you)  Wyues  and  Maides  doe  daily  sing 
The  boms  is  rife,  it  sticks  on  many  a  brow. 

But  yes  (I  say)  tbe  Countrie  hath  no  peere, 

The  Towne  is  buta  toyle,  and  wearie  lyfe: 

We  like  your  Countrie  sportes  (Friend  Francis) 

beere. 
Tbe  Citie  is  a  place  of  hate  and  strife. 

Wberefore  I  thinke  tbee  wise  and  Ml  of  thrift 
That  fledst  the  Towne,  and  ha«t  that  blessed  gift 


TO  A  GENTLEWOMAN 

THAT  ALWATE8  WIŁŁED  HIBC  TO  WEARE  R08B- 
MARIE,  (A  TREB  THAT  IS  AŁl^AY^  ^GRi^N E} 
FOR  HIR  SAKE,  AND  IN  TÓrEn"  Ó9  HIS  CdOD 
-WlŁŁ  TO   HIR. 

The  greene  that  you  did  wish  mee  weare 

aye  for  your  loove. 
And  00  my  hełme  a  braunch  to  beare 

not  to  ^moove: 
Was  euer  you  to  ban6  in  minde, 
Whom  Cupid  hath  my  Feere  assignde. 

Ś 

As  I  in  tfais  haue  done  your  will, 

and  minde  to  doo : 
So  I  requeKt  you  to  fuifill 

my  fansie  too: 
A  greene  and  louiog  beart  to  haue. 
And  this  is  all  that  1  doe  craue« 


For  if  3rour  flowring  beart  sbould  chaonge 

his  colour  greene. 
Or  you  at  length  a  Ladie  straunge 

of  mee  be  seene :  • 
Then  will  my  braunch  a^lnst  his  use 
His  oolour  chaunge  for  your  rcfuse. 

As  Winters  force  can  not  defoce 

this  braunch  bis  hue : 
So  let  no  chaunge  of  loue  disgrace 

your  friendship  tnie: 
You  were  miue  owne  and  so  be  still, 
So  shall  we  liue  and  loue  our  GIU 

Hien  may  I  thinke  my  selfe  to  bee 

well  recompenst. 
For  wearing  of  theTree  that  is 

so  well  defienst 
Agaynst  all  weather  that  doth  fali, 
When  way  warde  Winter  spits  his  gali. 

And  when  wee  meebe,  to  trie  me  true^ 

looke  on  my  hed^ 
And  I  will  craue  an  oth  of  yoo 

where  Paith  be  fled: 
So  shall  we  boŁh  assured  bee, 
Both  1  of  you,  and  you  of  mee. 


AN  EPITAPH  OF  THE  LADY  BR. 

State  (gentte  Friend)  that  passest  by 

and  leanie  this  iore  of  mee, 
That  mortell  tbings  doe  liue  to  dłc» 

and  die  ągaine  to  bee. 

For  daylie  pronfe  hath  daytie  tonght 

and  yet  doth  teaćhe  itplaine, 
That  all  our  substance  comes  to  naught, 

and  worldly  welth  is  vaine. 

No  rawnsome  may  redeeme  thy  flesshe 

from  lothsome  lumpes  of  soyle, 
The  Wormes  will  soone  thy  fieautie  firesfae 

with  greedie  gripe  dispoyle. 

•  * 

I  that  was  earst  of  gentle  bloud 

that  ncuer  snfferd  staine, 
Haue  nothing  but  a  winding  shrowde 

in  stead  of  all  ńxy  gaine. 

I  twise  was  bound  by  solemne  oth 

unto  a  louing  Make: 
Yet  twas  my  łuck  to  burie  both, 

and  eke  a  thirde  to  take. 

The  ioy  that  fourtie  yeares  had  gromie 

by  tbose  two  husbands  day  es, 
I  u  two  yeares  space  was  ouerthrowne 

and  altred  sundrie  wayes.. 

As  łuck  would  not  allow  my  choice, 

so  Death  roislikte  the  same : . 
Tbose  two  agreed  with  oommon  Toyce 

my  boodage  to  unfirame. 

Tbe  Lady  (Br.)  quoth  Fortune  tho 

hir  worship  shall  not  loose  t 
Then  shee  (quoth  Death)  shall  haue  do  no, 

nor  other  busbande  choose. 


j 


«tf  TURBERYILETS  POEMS. 

Tbns  did  they  both  coniend  at  oaoe 

who  mought  the  friendlist  bee: 
Thus  Death  and  Fortune  for  tbe  nonce 

did  make  my  body  lree« 


Pray  gentle  Frieod  therefore  for  me, 

to  Mig^htie  loue  on  hie : 
For  as  I  am  so  thou  shalt  bee 

sińce  thou  dost  Hue  to  die. 

Trust  neuer  Fortnnes  iickle  fate, 

but  Yertue  still  retaine : 
Thou  mayst  in  thne  exchaan^  efttate, 

yet  Yertue  will  remaiue. 


OF  THE  TIMB  BE    FIRST    BBGAV    TO  ŁOUE  AND 
AFTER  HOW  HE  FOREWSHT  THE  SAME. 

HowE  may  it  be  that  Snów  and  Ise 

ingender  beate  ? 
Or  bow  may  Olare  and  Frost  intise 

a  fónrent  sweate } 
Or  bow  may  Sommer  season  make 

of  heate  a  colde  ? 
How  may  the  Spring  the  leares  downe  sbake 

and  trees  unfolde  ? 
Though  these  too  others  seeme  fuli  rare, 
To  mee  no  newes  at  all  they  are. 

For  I  my  selfe  in  Winter  tide 

wben  cołde  was  rife, 
Whote  gleames  of  Cupid  did  abide 

and  stormes  of  strife. 
Ib  frostie  weatber  I  was  warme 

and  hurning  whot, 
But  when  the  Bees  and  Birds  did  swarme, 

fuli  colde  God  wot: 
In  Winter  time  began  my  loone, 
Which  I  in  Sommer  did  remooue. 


THE  ASSURED  PROMISE  OWA  COmTANT 

WUER. 

When  Pbenix  shall  baue  many  Makes» 

And  Fishes  shun  the  silTer  Lakes : 

When  Woulfes  and  Lambes  yfene  sball  play. 

And  Phoebns  cease  to  sbine  by  day: 

When  Grasse  on  Marble  stone  shall  groe. 

And  enerie  man  imbrace  his  foe: 

When  Mojes  sball  ieaue  to  dig  the  grounde. 

And  Hares  accorde  with  hatefoll  Hounde ; 

When  Ławrell  leanes  shall  lose  their  hue. 

And  men  of  Crete  be  coonted  tnie: 

When  Yulcan  sball  be  colde  as  Ise 

Choroelus  eake  approved  wise: 

When  Pan  shall  passe  Apołlos  skill. 

And  Fooles  of  fansies  baue  their  fili: 

When  Hawkes  shall  dread  the  sielie  Fowle^ 

And  men  esteeme  the  nightisb  Owle: 

When  Pearle  shall  be  of  łittle  prioe. 

And  golden  Yertue  friend  to  Yice: 

When  Fortune  hath  no  cbaungeńi  storę, 

Then  will  1  faise  and  not  before. 

Ti  11  all  these  Monsters  eome  to  passe 

I  am  Timetes  as  I  was. 

My  Loue  as  long  as  łjrfe  sball  last, 

Not  forcing  any  Foctunes  bket. 


No  thKsie,  nor  thraldome  sball  preaaóle 
To  cause  my  fayth  one  iote  to  fkile. 
But  as  I  was,  so  will  I  bee, 
A  Łouer  and  a  Friebd  to  thee. 


THE  PINE  TO  THE  MARINER. 

0  MAN  ofUttlewit, 

What  meanes  this  frantick  fit. 
To  make  thy  ship  of  mee 

That  am  a  slender  Tree, 
Whome  erie  blast  that  blowes 

Fuli  lightly^  ouerthrowes } 
Doth  this  not  moue  thy  minde 

That  ragę  of  roring  windę 
Did  beate  my  booghes  agood 

When  earet  I  gme  in  Wood? 
How  can  I  here  auoyde 

The  fue  that  there  anoyde? 
ThinksŁ  thou  now  I  am  madę 

A  Yessel  for  thy  trade, 

1  shall  be  morę  at  eaae 

Amid  the  flashing  Seas  ? 
I  feare  if  iEole  frowne, 
Both  thou  and  I  shall  drowne. 


AGAIMB  OTHEEWISE.' 

A  YEMBŁ  to  the  windę 

when  earst  I  grew  in  wood, 
How  shall  I  favour  finde 
^  now  fleeting  in  tbe  flood  ? 
For  there  whilst  reaching  rootes  did  bolde 

I  thougbt  I  mought  be  somewbat  bolde. 
But  now  that  1  am  ctit 

and  firamde  anotber  way. 
And  to  this  pcactise  pat 

in  daunger  erie  day. 
I  feare  the  force  of  cruell  foe, 

my  ribbes  are  thin,  my  sides  be  lowe. 
But  if  thou  Tenter  life, 

then  I  will  hazard  him. 
For  thee  is  all  my  griefe, 

for  lightly  I  sball  swim: 
Though  top  and  tackle  aU  be  tome, 

yet  I  aloft  the  surge  am  borne. 


TO  AN  OLDE  GENTLEfTOMAN,  THAT 
PAINTEV  HIR  FACE. 

Lbaue  off  good  Beroe  now 

to  sleeke  thy  shrivled  skin. 
For  Hecubes  foce  wili  neuer  be 

as  Helens  fane  hath  bio. 

• 

Let  Beautie  go  with  youtb, 

renownce  tbe  glosing  Glasse, 
Take  Booke  in  band:  that  seemely  Rosę 

is  woxen  withred  Grasse. 

Remooue  thy  Pecocks  pliiaias 

tbott  cranck  and  cnrions  Daaie: 
To  other  truUs  of  tender  yeares 

resigne  the  flagge  «f  Bmae, 
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OF  ONE  THATHAD  A  GREAT  NOSE. 


'ANDB  with  thy  No«e  against 
^he  Sunne  witb  open  chaps, 
dA^nd  by  tby  teeth  we  sha]l  diicerne 
mrhat  'tis  oclock  perhaps. 


OF  ONE  WHOSE  NOSE  WAS  GREATER 
THAN  HIS  HAND. 

^^  PROCŁUS,  tis  in  yaine 

that  thou  about  dost  stande, 
For  well  I  see  thou  mindste  to  wipa 

tby  Nares  with  thy  hande. 

1*ruth  U  that  tboagh  thou  be 

fowle  fiated  out  of  frame : 
Yet  doth  this  tossing  Nose  of  thiue 

in  bignesse  pawe  the  same. 

Wben  neezing  thou  on  lotie 

for  succour  seemste  to  crie 
Thou  canst  not  heare,  thy  Nose  debarres 

the  noyse  to  Eare  to  flie. 

It  beatetb  back  the  sounde, 

it  stands  in  middle  place 
Twixt  Eare  and  Mouth,  but  surę  it  castes 

A  shade  to  all  the  fiice. 


OF  A  NIOHTINGALE  THAT  FLTTE  TO 
COLCHE  TO  SIT  ABROODE, 

Thou  sielie  foule  what  meanes  this  foolish  paine. 
To  flie  to  Colche  too  hatch  thy  chickins  tbere? 
A  mother  tliou  mayst  hap  returne  againe^ 
Medsa  will  destroy  tby  broode  I  feare. 
For  sbee  that  spared  not  to  spoile  hir  owne. 
Will  she  staod  friend  to  Fowles  tbat  are  unknowoe? 


AOAINB  OP  THB  NIG4ITINOAŁB. 

What  (Pbilomela)  meanes  this  fond  intent 
To  hatch  thy  broode  in  fell  Medsas  lap  ? 
What  ?  doste  thou  hope  hir  rigor  wiU  relent 
Towarde  thy  Babes,  that  gaue  hir  ewne  no  pap  ? 
But  sine  them  all  at  once,  and  at  a  clap? 
1  wote  not  what  thou  meanste:  unlesse  that  shee 
Shoold  kill  tby  Brats,  to  make  the  Mother  free. 


OF  A  CONTRERIE  MARIAGE, 

An  aged  Trot  and  tough 

did  marne  with  a  lad: 
Againe,  a  Gallant  Girl  to 

hir  Spouse,  a  Graybeard  bad, 

A  monstrous  match  (God  wote) 

for  others  she  doth  wed : 
And  be  bestowes  his  secde  on  ground 

that  lets  it  take  no  bed. 

In  fayth,  a  foolish  choyce, 

for  neither  hath  his  wishe, 
^For  tonę  doth  lacke  his  wife  and  to- 

tber  feedes  on  filthie  flsbe. 


OF  DRONKENNESSE. 

At  night  wheii  Ale  is  io, 
likefriends  we  part  to  bed : 

In  morrow  graye.when  Ale  is  out, 
tfaen  hatred  is  in  bed. 


AGAINB  OF  DROM&ENNESSE. 


Men  hauing  quaft 
are  fi^ieudly  overnight: 

In  dawning  drie 
ą  man  to  man  a  spright. 


OF  THE  PICTURE  OF  A  VAINE  RHE- 

lÓRlCIAN. 

This  Rufę  his  Table  is, 

can  notbing  be  morę  tnie: 
If  Rufus  holde  his  peace,  this  peece 

and  hce  are  one  to  vewe. 


OF  THE  FOND  DISCORD  OF  THE  IWO 
THEBAN  BROTHERS,  OETEOCLES  AND 
POIYNICES. 

Im  deatb  you  part  the  fire, 

you  cnt  the  cniell  flame : 
If  so  you  had  deuided  Thebes 

you  might  enioyde  the  same. 


OF  A  MARVEIL0U8  DEFORMED  MAN, 

To  dra  we  the  minde  in  Table  to  the  sight 

Is  harde:  to  paint  the  limmes  is  counted  light: 

But  now  in  thee  these  two  are  notbing  so, 

For  Nalane  spłayea  tby  minde  m  open  sfao#. 

We  see  by  proofe  of  thy  mitbrifUe  deedes, 

The  couert  kinde  fromwhomethisfiHhe  proeeedes. 

But  who  can  paint  those  shi^ielesse  Ihns  of  thiae, 

Wben  eche  to  vewe  thy  carkasse  doth  repine? 


A  MYRROUR  Op  THE  FAUL  OF  PftIDE. 

SoMBTiMB  the  Giants  did  rebeU 

against  the  mightie  loue, 
They  thought  in  Olymp  mount  to  dweT! 

and  loDg  for  that  they  stroje. 

A  hundred  handes  etihe  Mbniter  bad 

by  course  of  cursed  kinde  : 
A  stock  so  stubboroe  and  so  mad 

1  no  where  else  can  finde. 

Damę  Telius  was  their  Mother  thonght 

of  pleasant  poets  all. 
By  wboine  tliey  would  have  bronght  to  nought 

the  seate  OlympicalK 

First  Briareus  bescan  the  broyle 

who  tooke  a  bili  in  band, 
And  layde  it  on  another  soyle 

that  thereabout  did  stand: 
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Still  calłini^  on  bis  monstrom  mates 

exhorting  tbem  the  same. 
And  with  the  reast  tbe  Gnu  (Fe  debates 

ho  w  stately  Gods  t6  tamę. 

Otsa  was  layde  on  Pindus  backe, 

and  Pelion  on  bie : 
And  tbus  tbey  thought  to  bńng  to  aack 

in  time  tbe  starrie  skie. 

Tbey  did  enuie  tbe  Gods  the  place 

by  naturę  tbem  assignde : 
And  thought  it  meeter  for  a  race 
.  wbich  Tellus  bred  by  kinde. 

They  would  haue  bad  the  bigbest  tbrone 

that  loue  had  long  possest; 
And  dowue  they  would  tbe  Gods  haue  tbrowne 

and  Princely  powre  represt. 

At  length  the  rowte  began  to  rora 

in  making  dreadfiiU  sound, 
The  Iłke  was  neuer  harde  befbre 

in  HeaTen  from  tbe  gronnd. 

Tben  lupiter  began  to  gazę 

and  looke  about  the  Skie, 
And  all  the  Gods  were  in  a  ma2e 

tbe  Monsters  were  so  nie. 

Tbey  callde  a  coonsaile  tben  in  batte 

.  tbe  Gods  assembled  tho : 
Aiid  common  sentence  was  at  last 
that  mightie  loue  sboold  throw 

His  thunderbolt  that  Yulcan  lamę 

prepared  for  the  nonce, 
Whereby  be  might  eftsoone  make  tamę 

tbe  haughtie  Giants  bones. 

Tben  might  yoa  see  the  Mountaines  &II 

and  hill  from  hill  depart. 
And  Monsters  in  the  valley  crawle 

whome  Thunder  did  subvart. 

Tbe  Mountaines  were  not  raysde  so  quick 

but  downe  they  feU  as  fast: 
And  Giants  in  a  cluster  thick 

toTellusfellatlast. 

Sucb  plagues  bad  pride  in  former  time, 

the  Gods  abborred  so 
That  mortal  men  «bould  dare  to  dime 

tbe  heavens  bie  to  know. 

And  not  alone  tbe  beauenly  rowte 

tbe  loftie  lookes  correct 
Of  sucb  as  prowdły  go  abont 

their  Empire  to  reject : 

But  otber  Gods  of  meaner  state 

(of  whome  the  Poets  write) 
Sucb  pierisb  Pecocks  prid^  doe  hate 

and  secbe  reuenge  by  might. 

The  grisly  God  whome  floods  obay 

and  drenchiug  Seas  imbrace, 
Who  in  tbe  waters  beares  tbe  sway 

where  Nereus  shewes  bis  face : 

Whome  forceth  be  by  sarge  of  Seas 

into  Charybdisciiues? 
Cr  whome  dotb  Neptune  most  diiease  ? 

or  whome  to  Scylla  driues  > 


Not  him  that  beares  bis  Sailes  alotre, 
nor  him  that  keepes  the  shoare: 

Ne  yel  the  Bai^geman  tbat  dotb  rowe 
with  lung  and  limber  oare. 

Not  those  that  haunt  tbe  Haven  surę 

and  port  of  perill  voide, 
They  cannot  Nepfunes  wrath  procare 

tbe  Cbanell  that  auoide: 

But  thosc  that  Toide  of  carck  aod  oare 

and  feare  of  Neptunesyre, 
Doe  boise  their  Sailes  and  neuer  spare 

to  further  their  desyre, 

And  doe  receiue  whole  Gales  of  windę 

from  mightie  .£ole  sent : 
Those,  those  are  they  by  course  of  kinde 

tbat  Neptune  makes  repent. 

He  spotles  the  Sailes^  aadtaćkle  teares, 

the  Mast  is  gone  to  wrack: 
Tbe  Ribbes  tbey  rent,  tbe  Sbipmen  feares 

when  Cables  gin  to  crack. 

Tben  wbereto  serues  the  Pilots  pride 

tbat  boyst  his  Sailes  so  hie  ? 
And  where  is  be  tbat  fcarde  no  tida 

nor  threatning  from  the  Skie  } 

His  pride  procurde  his  fearfuU  fiite 

and  fortunę  that  befetł 
Wbich  Neptune  most  of  all  dotb  bate 

as  Sbipmen  know  right  welL 

Let  Giants  iall  and  Shipmens  caae 

a  myrrouf  be  therefore 
To  sucb  as  seeke  to  bie  a  place, 

for  like  shall  be  their  lorę. 

Narcissus  may  exampfe  bee 

and  myrrour  to  the  prowde. 
By  whome  they  may  most  plainely  see 

bow  pride  batb  beene  allowde. 

His  beautie  braoe  sucb  loftie  cbeer& 

in  him  did  breede  in  time; 
Tbat  Gods  tbemselues  agree?ed  were 

with  such  a  baynous  crime. 

No  looving  Lasse  might  him  allurey 

nor  Dians  nymphs  at  all 
By  ougbt  his  fńendsbip  might  procure: 

but  wote  ye  well  his  fali. 

In  Sommer  time  as  Fortune  would 

bis  Fortune  was  to  bee 
In  open  fieide,  where  no  man  could 

his  blazing  beautie  see. 

At  leńgtb  in  raging  to  and  fro 

his  fortunę  was  to  fiode 
A  Fountaine  fi^esbe  that  tbere  did  flow 

as  Gods  (I  think)  assignde. 

He  thought  forthwith  bis  thirst  to  quenŁ 

by  pleasant  trauaile  gote, 
But  tbere  be  found  or  ere  be  went 

a  greater  drougth  God  wote. 

In  stooping  downe  to  take  the  taat» 

of  Cbristall  waters  theare, 
(Unhappie  Boy)  had  ^ide  at  latt 

a  little  Boy  appear^ 
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^hose  beautie  braue,  and  likiog  looke 

'lais  fansie  pleasde  so  well: 
37liat  there  himselfe  the  Boy  forsooke 

aiad  in  a  irensie  fell. 
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He  had  that  he  so  fondly  looude: , 

and  yet  it  was  not  so : 
A^ncł  froin  himselfe  he  v/as  remooude 

that  thence  did  neuer  go. 


was  the  Boy  that  tooke  the  vewe, 
he  was  the  Boy  espide. 
And  beio^  both  he  neyther  knewe, 
flach  was  the  ende  of  pride. 

TThen  gan  be  shed  his  teares  adowoft, 

then  gan  he  make  his  plaint : 
A  od  then  at  length  he  fell  to  groande 
Bore  feebled  all  with  laint. 

yiis  spirife  that  earst  so  prowde  was  seen* 

converted  into  windę : 
But  of  his  Corps  a  Bower  greene 

still  there  abode  behinde, 

Narcissus  caUde  (as  Poets  tell) 

as  Narcisse  was  before, 
Id  token  that  to  Narcisse  fetl 

Łbis.most  unhappie  lorę. 

I  could  recite  the  hystories 

of  maoy  other  moe, 
Whome  pieyish  Pride  the  miseries 

of  Fortune  forst  to  koowe. 

Bot  1  of  purpose  will  let  passe 

Apollos  Bastard  Sonne, 
W  ho  Phaeton  ycleped  was 

when  fitst  his  famę  begoonć. 

I  minde  not  to  rehearse  at  all 
the  charge  he  tooke  in  hande, 

I  wittingly  omit  his  fali 
into  Eridan  sande. 

Bat  this  I  say  assuredly 

had  it  not  bene  for  Pride, 
The  Charret  had  not  gone  awrie 

though  Phaeton  were  guide. 

But  glorie  ^aine  and  want  of  skill 

enforste  bis  banghtie  bart, 
Of  Pbcebe  to  crave  to  worke  his  wiH 

in  ruling  Phoebus  cart. 

The  like  attempt  tooke  Icams 

from  Creta  that  did  flie 
By  wings  of  Wax  with  Dedalns 

when  Icar  flue  to  hie. 

His  Fathers  wordes  preuailed  not 

nor  less(»n  taught  before, 
Till  fained  fethers  werc  so  whot 

is  he  could  flie  no  morę. 

For  want  of  winges  tbcn  gan  he  clap 

his  breast  with  open  armes 
Till  downc  he  fell :  such  was  his  hap, 

whose  pi^ide  procurde  bis  harmes. 

"When  wrastling  windes  from  .£ole  sent 

befight  themseluŁS  so  long 
That  East  against  the  West  is  bent> 

and  North  pms  South  to  wrongt 
V4M..  U. 


Then  may  you  beare  the  Pinć  to  crack 

that  beares  his  head  so  hie 
And  loftie  lugs  go  then  to  wrack 

wbich  seeme  to  toucb  the  Skie. 


When  loue  flings  downe  his  thundring  bolts 

our  vices  to  redresse, 
They  batter  downe  the  higbest  holtes 

and  touch  not  once  the  lesse. 

The  Cotte  is  surer  than  the  Hall 

in  proofe  we  daylie  see: 
For  higbest  tbings  doe  soonest  fali 

from  their  felicitee. 

What  makes  the  Phoenijc  flame  with  fira 

a  Birde  so  rare  in  sight? 
What  causeth  bitki  not  to  rettre 

from  Phcebus  burning  light? 

In  faith  if  he  would  liue  helowe 

as  Birds  Damę  Naturę  tougbt, 
The  Esterlings  sbould  neuer  knowe 

their  Phoenix  bumt  so  oft. 

All  ye  iherefore  that  suretie  loue 

and  would  not  have  a  fali, 
From  you  the  Peacooks  pride  remoona 

and  trust  not  Fortunes  Bali. 

Let  Phaetons  fate  be  fearde  of  you 

and  Icars  lóŁ  also : 
Remember  that  the  Pine  doth  rue 

that  be  so  high  dótb  grow. 


OF  THE  CLOCK  AND  THE  COCIC 

Gooo  reason  thou  allowe 

one  letter  morę  to  mee 
Than  to  the  Cock^  For  Cocks  doe  aleepe 

when  Clocks  doe  wake  for  thee. 


OFATAYLER. 

Though  Tayler  cut  thy  garment  out  of  frame^ 
And  strie  thy  stuffe  by  sowing  it  amis: 
Yet  must  we  say  the  Tayler  makes  the  same^ 
To  make  and  marre  is  one  with  them  ywis. 


THE  LOUER 


FINDINO  HIS  LOUE  miTTED  FROM  WONTBD  TROrM 
ŁEAUfiS  TO  WRITB  IN  PRAYSB  OF  HIR. 

Tmoigh  cleane  contrarie  by  my  Yerse 

to  those  I  wrote  before, 
Yet  let  not  retchlesse  doome  accuse 

my  wandring  wits  the  morę. 

As  time  dotb  shape  and  shew  (they  say) 

80  ought  our  stile  to  frame, 
^n  Sommer  Sunne,  we  neede  no  fire, 

yet  Winter  askćth  flame: 

So  that  I  earst  found  cause  of  sport 

and  mattor  to  reioyce» 
Of  force  by  fancie  was  procurda 

to  use  a  gladeome  ?oyce. 
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And  now  sińce  deepe  dispaire  hath  drencbt 

my  bope,  I  will  asiay 
To  turh  my  tune  and  chaange  my  cheere 

and  leaue  my  woonted  lay. 

Not  farre  unlike  tbe  chirping  Foule 

in  Sommer  thatdoth  siiig, 
And  during  Winter  hides  łiis  bead 

till  next  returne  of  Spring. 

Thcy  aay  when  altred  is  the  cause 

of  force  cffect  doth  sue: 
Ab  new  repaire  of  better  blood 

doth  cause  a  Hawke  to  mue. 

Thongh  ^tna  burnc  by  kindly  coune 

and  belkę  out  fire  with  fume : 
When  Sulpher  vaine  is  cleane  eYtinct 

the  fier  will  consume; 

Whereby  I  may  conclude  aright 

tbat  eche  effect  must  bee 
As  is  his  cause:  So  fruite  ensues 

the  naturę  of  the  Tree. 

Then  I  of  force  must  shape  my  stile 

as  matter  is  1  write: 
Uniesse  I  would  be  thougfat  to  match 

a  Fawcon  with  a  Rite. 

When  windę  and  wane  at  Sea  doe  rore  " 

and  Barek  is  in  distresse, 
Then  time  requires  that  shipmen  shoold 

their  Tackles  ali  addresse. 

Then  crooked  Ahcors  must  be  cast 

the  shaken  sbip  to  stay 
From  sincking  Sands,  and  ruthlesse  Rocks 

that  Shipmen  oft  affray. 

No  sooner  Triton  blowes  bis  Trumpe 

and  swolen  waters  quailes. 
And  ^ole  makes  his  windes  retire: 

but  hoyse  tliey  vp  the  Sailes. 

Then  fleete  they  forward  in  the  floud, 
then  cut  they  waues  in  twaine : 

Then  launcb  they  on  (as  earst  they  did) 
with  all  their  migbt  and  maine. 

So  I  hereafter  must  assay 

my  woonted  tune  to  cbaunge 
As  time  requires,  and  I  in  looe 

shall  finde  my  Ladie  strannge. 

If  she  be  one  of  Cresids  crue 

and  swarue  hir  former  Hest, 
No  Lucrece  must  I  tearme  hir  then, 

for  that  were  but  a  iest. 

For  if  she  false  hir  fixed  fayth, 

Ylysses  wiues  renowne 
Unsitting  is  for  hir  whose  loue 

endureth  but  a  stowne. 

Wherefore  I  will  as  time  shall  shape 

aud  she  hir  loue  prolong, 
Applie  my  Pen,  and  tell  the  troth 

as  best  X  may  in  song. 


TURBERVILE'S  POEMS. 


- 


HB  SORR0WE8  OTBER  TO  HAUE  THŁ  nUlTD  V 

UIS  SERUICB. 

SoME  men  would  looke  to  haae 

a  recompence  of  paine^ 
And  Reason  wiU  it  so  to  be 

vnlesse  we  list  to  faine: 

Some  would  expect  for  loue 

to  baue  ?n(ained  hart. 
And  tbink  it  but  a  fit  reward 

for  such  a  good  desart. 

But  I  (rnhappie  Wight) 

that  spend  my  loue  in  vaine, 
Doe  seeke  for  succour  at  hir  banda 

while  other  get  the  gaine. 

As  thirstie  grouDd  doth  gapę 

to  swallow  in  the  shoure: 
Euen  so  fare  I  poorc  Harpalus 

whome  Cupids  pains  deuourc. 

I  holde  the  Hiuc  in  hande 

aud  paine  my  sdfe  tbereby, 
While  other  eate  the  hidden  foode 

that  are  not  halfe  so  dry. 

I  plough  the  soyle  with  paine 

and  cast  my  seede  thereon: 
And  other  come  that  sheare  the  abeaoes 

and  laugh  when  I  am  gon. 

Minę  is  the  Wintera  toile, 

and  tiieirs  the  Sommers  gaine: 
The  Haruest  falles  out  of  their  share 

that  felt  no  part  of  paine. 

I  beare  the  pinching  yoke 

and  burden  on  my  back. 
And  other  driue  when  I  most  draw, 

and  tbus  1  go  to  wrack. 

I  fast  when  other  feede, 

I  thirst  when  other  drinck: 
I  moume  when  they  triumph  for  ioy, 

they  swimme  when  I  must  sinck. 

They  haue  the  hoped  gaine 

whiles  I  tbe  losae  indure: 
They  whole  at  heart,  whilst  I  my  griefe 

by  no  meanes  can  recnre. 

They  shroud  them.selues  in  shade, 

I  sit  in  open  Sunne: 
They  leape  as  Łambes  in  Instie  Łeaze, 

I  lie  as  one  vndunne. 

They  test  their  nightły  rest, 

my  troubled  bead  doth  wake: 
I  tosse  and  turne  from  side  to  side 

while  they  their  sorrowes  slake. 

I  would,  but  they  enioye, 

I  craue  that  is  debani: 
They  haue,  what  will  you  morę  I  8ay> 

their  sernice  is  prefanl. 

Thus  r  procure  my  woe 

by  framing  them  their  ioy: 
In  seeking  how  to  salue  my  Sor9 

1  breede  my  chiefe  annoy. 


EPITAfHES,  EPIGRAMS,  SONGES  AND  SONETS. 


po  sheepe  with  WooU  are  clad 
p    tbeir  Maistere  haue  tbe  gaine, 
|o  Biiids  doe  batld  their  Nests  on  Brakes 
aud  put  them  seloes  to  {laine, 

tout  other  tast  tbe  fruite 

when  80  their  Broode  is  hatcht: 

Tbe  Nest  remaines,  the  Birds  are  gone, 
the  Cbickeos  are  dispatcbt. 

80  Bees  for  Ronnic  toyle 

in  fleeiog  to  and  fro. 
And  sielie  wretcbes  take  great  paybes 

Ibr  whome  they  litlle  know. 

1  tbinck  it  is  procurde 

by  griesly  Gods  aboue 
Tbat  some  sboald  gapę,  and  otber  gaine 

tfa«  gaerdoo  of  their  lone. 

But  8<ire  if  Womans  wił] 

be  forged  of  my  wo, 
And  Dot  the  mightie  Oods  ordaine 

my  destnie  to  be  so : 

Tben  must  I  needes  complaine 
and  cursse  tbeir  rathlesse  kinde, 

Thftt  in  re<|uitall  of  good  will 
do  shew  thcm  selucs  vnkiude. 

Bot  whether  be  the  caase, 

hereafler  I  intende 
To  fawne  on  thcm  that  force  on  mee, 

and  bow  when  other  bende. 

Thia  one  abuse  shall  make 

me  take  the  better  heede 
On  wbome  I  fixe  my  fiincte  fast, 

or  make  a  frieod  indeede. 
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THE  LOUER 


tEING  HlUiZLFE  ABUSOB,  RBNOUKCETH  ŁOUK. 

Thocgr  men  accoompt  it  shame 

and  folly  to  repent, 
Or  grutcht  good  will  that  was  bestowde 

when  nonght  saae  fayth  was  ment: 

Yet  can  they  not  withsay 

but  if  the  knot  be  burst 
Tben  may  we  sbew  oar  selues  ynkinde 

that  friendly  were  at  funt, 

He  mnnes  an  endlesse  race 

tbat  neaer  turnes  againe. 
And  be  a  fonded  Loneris 

that  wastes  his  Loae  in  vaina. 

Nooght  can  be  iadge  of  haes, 

that  can  not  see  when  guile 
In  place  of  friendship  cloakes  hii  selfe 

in  formę  of  forged  wile. 

And  be  that  plainely  sees 

the  Trap  before  bis  eie 
And  will  not  shnnne  from  perilł,  tis 

no  matter  thongb  he  die* 

I  tell  my  tale  by  proufe 

I  speake  it  not  by  rot. 
To  loue  a  subtile  Lasse  of  lata 

was  falleo  to  my  lot. 


On  wbome  I  set  such  storę 

such  comfort  and  delight, 
As  life  it  was  to  see  hir  face, 

a  death  to  want  hir  sight 

So  I  might  doe  the  thing 
tbat  might  abridge  hir  smart, 

Aud  bannish  all  annoy  that  grew 
by  froward  fortunes  Art: 

What  daunger  should  I  dread? 

or  perill  seeme  to  sbunne? 
Nonę  that  is  here  below  on  eartk 

or  subiect  to  the  Sunne. 

To  sbew  my  selfe  a  Friend 

to  hir,  I  was  my  Foe: 
She  was  the  onely  Idoli  wbome 

I  honorde  here  helowe. 

Tbis  is  (tbonght  I)  the  same 

that  was  Ylysses  wife: 
Who  in  the  absence  of  hir  Make 

did  lead  a  doolefiill  life. 

Or  clse  tis  she  at  least 

whome  Tarquyn  did  cnfprce 

By  beastly  rape  with  piercing  swoi:de 
so  to  fordoe  hir  corse. 

Bat  such  is  hir  abuse 

so  froward  ek«  hir  grace, 
As  loue  it  may  no  longer  last 

sioce  frindship  hides  his  fiiceL 

I  did  not  well  aduise 

I  built  on  sinckiog  Sande, 
And  when  I  thpoght  she  looade  me  besi 

shee  borę  me  bat  in  bandę. 

Where  I  had  tbonght  a  Porte 

and  Hauen  surę  to  bee: 
There  founde  I  hap  and  dreadfuU  Deatb> 

as  gazers  on  may  see. 

As  Mouse  that  treades  the  trap 

in  hope  to  finde  repast, 
And  bites  tbe  bread  tbat  breeds  his  bant 

and  b  intrapped  fast: 

Like  was  my  doolefiill  case 

that  fed  rpon  my  wo, 
Till  now  repcntance  forceth  mea 

such  fancies  to  forgo. 

And  (thancked  be  good  hap) 

now  once  againe  I  fleetc 
And  swim  aloft^  that  sanek  of  late 

fast  hampred  by  the  feete. 

Kow  is  my  fortunę  good 

so  Fortune  graunt  it  last: 
And  I  as  harpie  as  the  besŁ 

BOW  stormie  Cłoudes  are  part* 

I  finde  the  bottom  firmę 

and  stable  where  I  passe, 
There  are  no  haughtie  Rocks  at  hande 

ne  yet  no  ground  of  glasse* 

Good  Ancor  holde  I  haue 

so  I  may  vse  it  still, 
I  am  no  morę  a  bounden  tbralt 

but  frec  I  liue  at  wilk 
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But  that  which  most  torments 
my  minde,  and  reaues  my  ioy 

Is,  for  I  serude  a  fickle  Wench 
that  bred  me  tbis  annoy. 

But  Gods  forgiue  my  guilt 
.  and  tiroe  mispent  before, 
And  I  will  be  anotber  man 
tben  I  baue  bene  of  yore. 


TURBERYILFS  POEMS. 


AGATNST  THB  IfeŁOUS   READES  THAT    ALWAYES 
BAUE  ŁOUERS  IN  8USPBCT. 

Wheh  lelous  luno  saw  hir  mighty  Make 
Had  lo  turnde  into  a  brutisb  kinde 
Morę  couertly  of  hir  his  hist  to  take: 
To  work  hir  will  and  all  bis  fraud  to  finde 
Sbe  craude  the  Cowe  in  gift  at  loue  bis  hande, 
"\Vho  could  not  well  his  Sistcrs  sute  withstande. 

When  yeeldedwas  hir  booneand  Hest  fulfiUde 
To  Argus  charge  committed  was  the  Cow, 
For  he  could  walce  so  well,  him  luno  wiilde 
To  watch  the  Beast  with  neuer  sleeping  browe: 
With  bundred  eyes,  that  hatefull  Hierds  hed 
Was  deckt,  some  watcbt  when  tom  to  sleepe  wer« 
led. 

&)  warded  he  by  day,  so  wakte  by  night 
And  did  Damę  lunos  will  accomplish  so, 
As  ney ther  loue  might  once  delude  his  sight 
Nor  lo  part  hir  pointed  pasture  fro: 
His  sta  ring  eies  on  IS  still  wcre  bent, 
He  markt  hir  march,  and  sude  hir  as  shee  went 

Till  loue  at  lengbt  to  ruth  and  pitie  mooude 
To  see  the  spitefull  hate  that  Argus  bare 
To  hir,  whome  he  so  feruently  had  looude 
And  who  for  him  abode  suche  endel^sse  cares 
His  fethred  Sonne  Cylenus  aent  from  ^kies 
To  reaue  the  carefull  Clowne  his  watchfutl  eies. 

Who  to  ful611  his  Lord  and  Fathers  Hest 
Tooke  cbarmed  Rod  in  hand  and  Pipę  to  play. 
And  girt  him  with  a  Sworde  as  likte  him  hest 
And  to  the  fielde  he  fłne  where  Argus  lay, 
Disguised  like  a  Shepheird  in  his  weede 
That  he  his  pnrpose  might  the  better  speede. 

When  eche  had  other  salued  in  his  sort. 
To  brag  vpon  his  Pipę  the  Clowne  begoon, 
And  sayd,  that  for  that  noise  and  gallant  sport 
Ali  other  rairtbes  and  Maygames  he  wold  shoon. 
His  onely  ioy  was  on  his  Pipę  to  play : 
And  then  to  blow  the  Rustick  did  assay. 

łn  fine  when  Argus  had  his  cunning  showde. 
And  ech  to  other  chatted  had  a  space 
Of  this  and  that  as  was  befalue  abrode, 
Mercurius  tooke  his  Pipę  fh)m  out  his  case 
And  theron  playde  hee  so  passing  well, 
As  most  of  Argus  eies  to  slumber  fell. 

And  as  they  slept  with  charmed  Rod  he  stroke 
The  drowsie  Dolte  to  keepe  him  in  that  plight. 
And  playde  so  long  fili  time  he  did  prouoke 
All  Argus  eies  to  bid  the  beast  God  night: 
Whome  when  he  sawe  in  such  a  slumber  led, 
He  stale  the  Cowe^  and  swapt  of  Argus  hed. 


Such  was  the  fine  of  his  dispitous  hate» 
Such  was  the  boone  and  gnerdon  of  his  hire. 
And  all  the  good  the  carefull  Coward  gate 
Forseeking  to  debarre  the  Gods  desire: 
A  fit  rewanl  for  such  a  good  desart, 
The  Cowarde  might  baue  playde  a  wiser  part. 

God  sende  tbe  like,  and  worse  to  soch  as  tsc^ 
(As  Argus  did)  with  euer  waking  eie 
The  blamelesse  sort  of  Louers  to  abuae, 
That  alwayes  readie  are  and  prest  to  prie 
The  purpose  to  bewray  and  couert  toyes 
Of  fiiithiiill  friends,and  barre  their  blissefiil  ioyes. 

I  trust  there  will  be  fbund  in  time  of  neede 
A  Mercurie  with  charmed  Twig  in  band 
And  pleasant  Pipę,  their  waking  eies  to  feede 
With  drowsie  dumps,  their  purpose  to  withstaod: 
That  lelous  heads  may  leame  to  be  wics 
For  feare  they  lose  (as  Argus  did)  tbeir 


For  Cupid  takes  disdaine  and  aoome  to  . 
His  thralls  abusde  in  such  Ynseemely  sort, 
Who  secke  no  greedie  gaine  nor  filUiie  fee. 
But  pleasant  p!ay,  and  Vcnus  sugred  ^lort: 
A  slender  hire  (God  wote)  to  quite  the  pai« 
That  Louers  bidę,  or  they  tłieir  Joue  attaine. 


THAT  IT   IS    HURTFCIŁŁ    TO    COMCEAXB 
FROM  OUR  FRIKMOBS. 

A  SM  ART  in  silence  kept 

(as  Ouid  doth  expresse) 
Doth  morę  torment  th*  afflicted  man 

than  him  that  seekes  redresse. 

For  then  it  respite  takeg, 

and  leysure  to  procure 
Such  mischiefe  as  for  want  of  help« 

the  longer  doth  endnre. 

As  if  thou  set  no  salue 

where  ranckleth  swelling  aore, 
It  will  in  fiirther  processe  paine 

and  thefe  torment  the  morę. 

I  sundrie  times  baue  seene 
a  wound  tbat  earst  was  smal], 

In  time  for  want  of  Sui^gions  slght 
to  greater  mischiefe  fali: 

And  eke  the  bałeiiill  blowe 
80  grieuous  that  was  thought. 

Fuli  ąuickly  curde  by  Surgions  sleight 
if  he  were  ąuickly  sought 

So  fareth  it  by  man, 

that  keepes  in  couert  breast 
The  pinching  paine  that  bieedes  within 

increasing  great  vnreast: 

Tbat  neuer  will  disclose 

the  secrets  of  his  hart. 
But  ratber  sufler  feruent  paine 

and  deeper  piercing  smart. 

For  why  was  friendship  found 

and  quickly  put  in  vre. 
But  that  th»  one  of  th»  others  helpe 

should  ^ink  bimselfe  fuli  surę? 
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^?9Tiy  are  they  like  iu  miade 

and  one  in  erie  port? 
AVhy  are  they  two  ia  bodies  twaine 

possessiug  bat  one  hart? 

Ji.Tid  wby  doth  one  mislike, 

tbat  so  displeaseth  his  Feere, 
Sat  tbat  they  two  are  one  in  deed« 
it  plainely  niight  appeare? 

jyid  TuUie  euer  dreade 

bis  secrets  to  disclose 
T*o  Atticus  his  louing  Friend, 

in  whome  be  did  repose 

Such  credit  and  such  trust 

and  in  hiui  selfe  he  might. 
To  whome  alwayes  with  painefull  Pen 

this  Tullie  did  indight? 

What  euer  Tbeseus  thought 

Perythous  could  tell, 
^ith  wearie  trauelł  that  pursude 

his  louing  friend  to  Heli. 

"Was  Damon  daintie  found 

to  PyŁhtas  at  all, 
Tor  whome  be  would  with  Tyran  staid 

as  pledge  to  liue  in  thralU 

In  Pylades  was  nought 

but  that  Orestes  knew, 
Who  priuie  was  from  time  to  time 

bow  care  or  comfort  grew. 

Oysippus  felt  no  griefe 
but  Titus  boade  tbe  same : 

And  where  that  Titus  ibund  reliefe 
their  Gysippe  had  his  gamę. 

When  Ltelius  did  laugh 

then  Scipio  did  ioy : 
And  what  Menetus  Sonne  mislikte 

Acbylles  did  annoy. 

iEurialus  his  tbougbts 

and  secrets  of  bis  hart 
To  Nysus  would  declare  at  large 

were  they  of  ioy  or  smart. 

Ali  these  conioyned  were 

in  surest  league  of  looue, 
Whome  neyther  Fortune  good  or  bad, 

nor  Death  might  once  remooue. 

They  would  not  think  in  minde 

nor  practise  tbat  at  all : 
Bot  to  tbat  same  their  trustie  Friend 

they  would  in  councell  cali, 

AJl  those  tberefore  that  wish 
their  inward  paines  redressc, 

Must  to  their  most  assured  Friend 
it  outwardly  expresse. 

So  may  tbey  channce  to  finde 

a  salne  for  secret  aore, 
Wbich  otberwise  in  couert  kept 

wUl  soone  increąse  to  morę. 


OF  THE  DIUBR8  AMD  CONTRARIV  PASSTOlffl  AliD 
AEFEGTION8  OF  HIS  ŁOUE. 

To  Phisick  those  tbat  long  haue  gone 

and  spent  their  time  in  griefe, 
Affirme  that  Patients  in  their  paynes 

will  shunne  their  best  reliefe. 


Tbey  will  refuse  tbe  Tysants  taste 

and  wholesome  drinkes  despise^ 
Which  to  recure  diseases  fell 

Macbaon  did  deuise : 

But  when  they  be  debard  tbe  same 

which  80  they  shunde  before, 
They  crie  and  cali  for  Tysants  then 

as  soueraigne  for  their  sore. 

Such  is  the  wayward  gui.^e  of  those 

with  pangues  that  are  opprest, 
Tbey  wish  for  that  tbey  neuer  bad, 

and  shunne  tbat  they  possest. 

f  may  to  those  ńght  well  compare 

the  Louers  diuers  thought, 
That  likes,  and  then  mislikes  againe 

tbat  they  long  earst  had  sought. 

They  will  not,  when  they  may,  enioy 

their  hearLs  destred  choise: 
They  then  de£le,  tbey  then  detest 

with  lowde  and  lothsome  voice. 

• 

They  will  refuse  when  time  doe  serue, 

but  when  such  time  is  gone, 
They  sigh  and  schreach  with  mournefull  crie 

and  make  a  ruthfull  mone< 

They  little  ibink  that  Ti^ie  batb  wings 

or  knoweth  bow  to  flie: 
They  hope  to  haue  it  still  at  hande 
^  tbat  swiitly  passeth  bie. 

•i 

They  think  tbat  Tfaae  will  tarie  them 

tm^r  their  fauMi-fitay» 
But  Time  in  littje  time  is  gone 

it  fleeteth  fieist  away. 

So  standes  the  foole  by  fleeting  floud 

and  looketh  for  a  turne: 
But  Riuer  runnes  aiid  still  will  runne 

and  neuer  shapc  retume. 

What?  doe  they  hope  that  beauties  glaase 

will  still  oontinue  bright? 
Nay,  when  the  day  is  gone  and  past 

by  course  appeeres  tbe  night. 

For  crooked  age  his  wonted  trade  j 

is  for  to  plongh  tbe  face  - 

With  wrinckled  furrowes,  that  befbre 

was  chiefe  of  Beauties  grace.  <: 


Perbaps  they  thinke  tbat  men  are  mad, 

and  once  intrapt  in  luue 
Will  neuer  striue  to  breake  tbe  snare 

nor  neuer  to  remoue. 

No  Fowler  tbat  had  wylie  witte 

but  will  forsee  such  hap, 
Tbat  Birds  will  alway  buske  and  bat« 

and  scape  tbe  Fowlera  Trap. 


i 
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And  if  tbeir  Fortune  favour  so, 

then  w  ho  doŁh  mount  so  hie 
As  tbose  tbat  guilefull  Pitfiill  tooke 

prepared  for  to  die  ? 

What  Fish  doth  fleete  so  fast  as  ihat 
whicb  lately  bangde  on  hooke } 

By  happie  bap  if  he  escape, 
be  will  not  backwarde  looke. 

Take  time  therefore  thou  foolisbe  Feeme^ 
fvbilst  Time  dotb  serue  so  well: 

For  Time  away  as  fast  dotb  flee 
as  any  sound  of  Bell. 

And  tboa  perbaps  in  after  Time 

wben  Time  is  past  and  gone, 
Shall  lie  lamenting  losse  of  Time 

as  colde  as  any  stone. 

Yet  were  thou  better  takę  tby  time 
wbilst  yet  tby  Beautie  seruesy 

For  Beautie  as  tbe  FJower  fades 
wbOme  lack  of  Phoebus  sterues. 


OF  DIDO  AND  THE  TRUTH  OF  HJR 

DEATH. 

I  DIDO  and  tbe  Suene  of  Carthage  ground, 
Whose  limmes  thou  seest  so  lirely  set  to  sigbt: 
Such  one  I  was,  but  never  to  be  found 
So  farre  in  loue  as  Vergill  seemes  to  wriglit, 
I  liude  not  so  in  lust  and  ibwie  deligbt. 

.   For  neiiber  be  tbat  wandring  Duke  of  Troie 

Knewe  mee,  nor  yet  at  Lybie  land  ariude: 

But  to  escape  laibos  tbat  did  anoie 

Mee  sore,  of  łyfe  my-Carcasse  I  depriude, 

To  keep  my  Hest  tbat  he  would  tbo  hane  riude. 

No  storme  of  laue  nor  dolour  madę  me  die, 
I  slue  my  selfe  to  saue  my  Sbeete  of  shame 
Wbereiri  good  Sycheus  wrapped  me  perdie: 
Then  Vergill  then  tbe  greatur  be  tby  blame, 
Tbat  80  by  loue  doest  breede  my  ibwIe  defame. 


OF  yENUS  IN  ARMOim. 

In  complete  armour  Pallas  saw 

tbe  laAiR  Yenus  stande : 
Wbo  sajd,  let  Paris  now  be  indge 

encounter  we  witb  bandę. 

Replide  the  Goddesse : .  what  ? 

scornste  thou  in  *Armour  mee, 
Tbat  naked  earst  in  Ida  Mount 

so  foylde  and  conąuerde  thee? 


OF  A  HARF  COMPLAINING   OF  THE 
HAIRED  OF  DOGS. 

The  senting  Hounds  pursude 

the  hastie  Hare  of  foote: 
The  sidie  Beast  to  scape  tbe  Dogs 

did  iumpe  ^pon  a  roote. 

The  rotten  scrag  it  burst* 

from  Clifle  to  Seas  he  fell: 
Then  cride  the  Hare,  vnbappie  nee, 

for  DOW  perceyoe  I  well 


Both  lande  and  Sea  pursoe 
and  bate  tbe  burtlesse  Hare? 

And  eake  tbe  dogged  Skies  alo^ 
if  80  tbe  Dog  be  Ibeare. 


TO  ONE  THAT  PAINTED  ECCWOi 

Thou  witles  wight,  wbat  meoes  tfais  mad  iotesiA 
To  dra  w  my  face  and  formę,  vnknowne  te  thee* 
Wbat  meanst  thou  so  for  to  molc^sten  inee> 
Whome  neuer  eie  bebelde,  nor  man  c»ald  see? 

Daughter  to  talking  Tongoe,  and  Ayre  am  \ 
My  Mother  is  nothing  wben  things  are  w 
I  am  a  voyce  without  the  bodies  aid. 
Wben  all  the  tale  is  tolde  and  seotenoe 


Then  I  recite  tbe  latter  worde  afresh 
In  mocking  sort  and  countedayting  wieś: 
Witbin  your  eares  my  chiefest  barbour  lies, 
Tbere  doe  I  woonne^  not  seene  with  mortadl 

And  morę  to  tell  and  fartber  to  proceede^ 
I  Eccbo  height  of  men  below  in  groand: 
If  thou  wilt  draw  my  Counterfait  in  deede, 
Then  mustthou  paint  (O  Painter)  bot  a 


TO  A   CRUELL  DAMĘ  FOR   GRACE  AN3 

PITTIE. 

Aildoelacktbeskill 

to  show  my  feitiifull  hart: 
So  doe  you  want  good  will 

to  rue  your  Łouers  smart. 

The  greater  is  my  fire 

the  lesseris  your  beate: 
Tbe  morę  tbat  I  desire 

tbe  lesse  you  seeme  to  8weate«  ^ 

O  quench  not  so  the  Coale 

of  thys  my  faithfuU  flame, 
With  nayes  thou  frowarde  sonle^ 

let  yeas  increase  tbe  same. 

Let  us  at  length  agree 

whome  Cupid  madę  by  law 
Bebe  otbers  friend  to  bee 

in  fansies  yoke  to  draw. 

If  I  doe  plaie  my  part 

at  any  time  amis, 
Then  doe  bestowe  thy  hart 

wbere  greater  Friendship  is^ 

But  if  in  true  gotkl  will 

I  beare  my  selfe  uprigbt^ 
Let  mee  enjoy  thee  still 

my  sernice  to  requight. 

Go  thou  my  ficrie  Dart 

of  scaldmg  whote  desire 
To  pierce  hir  ysie  hart 

and  set  hir  brest  on  fire. 

Tbat  I  may  both  prolong 

my  painefull  pyning  dayes. 
And  eke  auendge  hir  wrong 

tbat  paiae  for  pleasure  payes^  ^ 
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neuer  sawe  the  stone 
but  olten  drops  woald  wasi: 

Tor  Datme  but  daylie  monę 
^NTOuld  make  bir  yeelde  at  last. 


rO     jś    GENTLEWOMAN  FnOM   WHOME 
HE  TOOKE  A  RING. 

Wr  WAT  needes  this  frow^ning  face  ? 

^rhat  meanes  your  looke  so  coje} 
Is  all  this  for  a  Ring, 

a  trifle  and  a  toye? 

Wbat  thougb  I  reft  your  Ring? 

1  tooke  it  not  to  keepe: 
Therefore  you  neede  the  lesae 

in  such  dispite  to  weepe. 

For  Cupid  sball  be  tudge 

and  Umpire  in  this  case, 
Or  wbo  by  bap  shaił  next 

approche  into  this  place. 

"You  tooke  from  mee  my  heart, 

1  caugbt  from  you  a  Ring< 
Whose  is  the  greatest  losse? 

"where  oaght  the  griefe  to  spring? 

Keepe  you  as  well  my  beart,  • 

as  I  wiil  keepe  your  Ring, 
And  yoQ  shall  iudge  at  last 

that  you  haue  lost  notbing. 

For  if  a  Friendly  beart 

BQ  stuft  with  staide  loae, 
In  value  doe  not  passe 

tbe  Ring  you  may  reproue 

The  reauing  of  the  same, 

^d  I  of  force  must  say 
That  I  desenide  the  biame 

who  tooke  your  Ring  away. 

But  what  if  you  doe  wreake 

yoor  maiłce  on  my  hart? 
Then  giuc  me  leaue  to  thinck 

you  guiltie  for  your  part. 

And  when  so  ere  I  yeald 

to  you  your  Riug  againe, 
Restore  me  rp  my  heart 

that  oow  you  put  to  paine. 

For  so  we  botb  be  pleasde, 

to  say  we  may  be  bold 
That  neyther  to  the  losse 

of  YS  hath  bought  or  sold. 


TBE  LOUER 


BŁAMBS  H18  TONOUE  THAT  FAIŁBD  TQ  TTTSa  HIS 
SUTE  IN  TIME  OW  NEEOB. 

FoRCAUSB  I  still  preferde  tbe  truth  before 
Shamelesie  yntruth,  and  lothsome  leesings  lorę, 
I  finde  my  lelfe  ill  recompenst  therefore 

OfftheemyToDfue. 


For  good  desart  and  guiding  tbee  aright, 
That  thou  for  aye  migbtst  liue  deuoide  of  spight) 
I  reape  but  shame,  and  lack  my  chiefe  delight 

For  silence  kept. 

• 

When  happie  hap  by  hap  aduaonst  my  case. 
And  brought  mee  to  my  Ladie  face  to  face, 
Where  I  bir  Corps  in  saftie  might  imbrace, 

Thou  heldst  thy  peace. 

Thou  madst  my  roice  to  cleaue  amids  my  thnote* 
And  sute  to  cease  ^nluckylie  (6od  wote) 
Thou  wouldst  notspeak,thothouhadst  quite  fof|^ta 

My  hearts  behest. 

My  heart  by  thee  suspected  was  of  gaile. 
For  cause  thou  ceast  to  vse  a  louing  stile. 
And  wordes  to  forge  and  frame  with  finest  file 

As  Louers  woonL 

Thou  madste  my  bloud  from  paled  fece  to  start. 
And  flie  to  seeke  some  succor  of  the  hart, 
That  wounded  was  long  earst  with  dreadfuU  dart 

Off  Cupids  Bowe. 

And  thou  as  colde  as  any  Marble  stone 
When  from  my  face  the  chillie  bloud  was  gone 
Couldst  not  deuise  the  way  to  make  my  monę 

By  wordes  appeare. 

And  (yee  my  teares)  that  wonted  were  to  flowe 
And  streame  adowne  as  fast  as  thawed  Snowe, 
Were  stopt,  as  then  yee  had  no  powre  too  showe 

A  Louers  sute. 

My  sighes  that  earst  were  woont  to  dim  the  Skie^ 
And  cause  a  fume  by  force  of  flame  to  flie, 
Were  tbo  as  slack  as  Welles  of  weeping  drie 

Too  showe  my  Loue. 

The  heart  that  laie  incombred  all  within 
Elad  fainted  quite  had  not  my  lookes  ybin : 
For  they  declarde  the  case  my  heart  was  Ja 

By  tongues  irntroth.  ' 


THAT  ALL  THINGS  ARE  AS  THEY  ARB 

VSED, 

yfk%  neuer  onght  by  Natures  Art 

Or  cnnning  skill  so  wisely  wrought. 
But  Man  by  practise  might  conuart 

Too  worser  vse  than  Naturę  tbougbt, 

Ne  yet  was  euer  thing  so  iii 

Or  may  be  of  so  smali  a  pris% 
But  man  may  better  it  by  skill 

And  chaunge  his  sorte  by  sound  adiiise. 

So  that  by  proofe  it  may  be  seene 

Tbat  all  tbings  are  as  is  their  ^se. 
And  man  may  alter  Naturę  deene. 

And  tbings  corrupt  by  his  abuse; 

What  better  may  be  found  than  flamę, 

Too  Naturę  that  doth  succor  paie? 
Yet  we  doe  oft  abose  the  same 

In  bringing  buildings  to  decaie. 

For  thos6  that  minde  to  pnt  in  yre 
Their  malice,  mooude  to  wrath  and  yra? 

To  wreake  their  mischiefe,  will  be  sura 
Too  spili  and  spoyle  thy  bouse  with  ^fX9» 
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So  Phisick  that  doth  scrae  for  ease 
And  to  recure  the  grieued  soule, 

The  paincfull  Patient  may  disease, 
And  make  hini  sick  that  earet  was  whole. 

Tbe  tnie  Man  and  the  Theefe  are  leekc 
For  sworde  doth  scrue  them  both  at  ueede. 

Saue  one  by  it  doth  saftetie  seeke 
And  th'  other  of  the  spoile  too  speede. 

As  law  and  learning  doth  redresse 
That  otherwise  would  go  to  wrack: 

Euen  so  it  doth  oft  times  oppresse 
And  bring  the  tnie  man  to  the  rack. 

Though  Poyson  paine  the  drinckersor^ 
By  boyling  in  his  fainting  breast; 

Yct  is  it  not  refusde  tbcrefore. 
For  cause  sometime  it  breedeth  reast: 

And  mixt  mth  Medicincs  of  proofe 

According  to  Machaons  Arte, 
Doth  seroe  rigbt  well  for  our  behoofe 

And  succor  sends  to  dying  harte. 

Yct  these  and  other  things  were  madę 

By  Natuiie  for  the  better  vse. 
Bat  we  of  custome  take  a  trade 

By  wilfuU  will  them  to  abase. 

So  nothing  is  by  kinde  so  voide 

Of  vice,  and  witb  such  irertue.  fraugbt, 

But  it  by  V8  may  be  anoide. 

And  brought  in  trackt  of  time  too  nauglit 

Againe  tbere  is  not  that  so  ill 

Bylowe  the  Lampe  of  Phcebus  light. 

But  man  may  better  if  be  will 
Applie  his  wit  to  make  it  right. 


TURBERVILE'S  POEMS. 


THE  LOUER 

BXCU8ETH     HIUSEŁFE     FOR     RENOWNCIIfG 
LOVE  AND  ŁADIE  IMP^TING  THB  SAWB  TO 
FATE  AND  CONSTEŁŁATION. 

Though  Dydo  blamde  ^Eneas  truth 

fur  leauing  Carthage  shore 
"Where  he  well  entertainde  had  beene, 

and  like  a  Prince  before: 

Though  Theseus  #ere  vnthriftie  thought 

and  of  a  crucU  race, 
that  in  reward  df  death  escapte 

by  Aryadnas  Lace, 

Amid  the  desart  woods  so  wilde 

his  louing  L^ssd  forsooke, 
Whome  by  good  bap  and  łuckie  loi^ 

the  drousie  Bacchus  tooke. 

Yet  if  the  ludges  in  this  case 

their  verdit  yeelde  arigbt. 
Kor  Tkescus  nor  .£neas  fect 

desenie  such  eadlesse  spight, 

As  way  ward  Womcn  stirde  to  wrath 

beare  fixed  fast  i  ta  minde, 
$till  seeking  waies  to  wreake  their  yre 

\poB  £neas  kiude. 


HIS 

HIS 


I 


For  neither  lack  of  łiking  lone^ 

nor  hopc  of  greater  gaine, 
Nor  fickle  fancies  force  ts  men 

to  breake  pf  frieudships  chaine* 

They  loth  not  that  they  looade  before^ 
tbey  hate  not  things  possest: 

Some  other  weightie  cause  they  haue 
of  chauiige,  as  may  be  gest. 

And  waying  witb  my  selfe  ecbe  one, 

I  can  nonę  «tter  findc, 
Than  that  to  men  such  blessed  hap 

is  by  tbe  Gods  assignde. 

The  golden  Starrealbat  guide  their  nge 

and  Planets  will  them  so: 
And  Gods  (the  Rulers  of  their  race) 

procure  them  to  forgo 

Their  forged  feith  and  plighted  tnith. 

with  promise  madę  so  surę, 
That  is  to  seeming  strong  as  Steele, 

and  Iłkely  to  eudure. 

For  did  not  mightie  loue  himseife 

the  swift  Cyllenus  send 
To  will  the  Troyan  Prince  in  hast 

into  Italia  b.end: 

And  leaue  the  liked  land  so  well, 
and  Carthage  Queene  forsake, 

That  madę  him  owner  of  hir  heart, 
and  aJl  that  shee  could  make? 

And  such  was  Theseus  lot  perdye, 

so  bard  tbe  Maydens  hap, 
That  shee  In  desart  should  be  łeft 

and  caught  in  Bacchus  trap. 

Should  lason  be  proclaimde  aud  cride 

a  Traitor  to  the  Skies 
For  that  he  Medea  lea  at  last 

by  whome  he  wan  the  Flise  ? 

No,  such  was  Oetes  Daughters  cfaaunoe 
I      in  Cradle  hir  assignde, 
I  And  lasons  Birthstarre  forst  tbe  Greeke 
to  showe  himselfe  rnkinde: 

For  if  rewards  might  binde  so  fest, 

and  knit  the  knot  so  sure, 
Their  feith  (no  doubt)  and  lincked  loue 

should  then  of  force  endure. 

For  DWogaue  him  Carthage  Kayes, 
the  wealth,  and  soile  withali ! 

Those  other  two  presenide  their  liues 
that  else  had  linde  in  thrall. 

Then  sithens  strearolng  Starres  procure^ 

and  fatall  po  wers  agree. 
And  stawled  Godsdoe  condiscend 

that  I  my  friendship  flce:  ' 

And  reane  your  Bells  and  cast  you  off 

to  liue  in  haggards  wieś, 
That  for  no  priuate  stale  doe  care, 

but  loue  to  rangę  the  Skies: 

I  must  not  seeme  then  to  rebell 

nor  secret  Treason  forge. 
But  change  my  choice,  and  leaue  my  lam 

and  fancies  fond  disigorga 
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X  t^rane  of  Cupid  Lorde  of  loue 
a  pardon  for  the  same, 

Por  that  I  now  reiect  his  lawcs 
and  quighŁ  renownce  his  gamę. 


OJF     THE   CRUELL    HATRED    OF  STEP- 

MOTHER& 

*]l*iik  Sonne  id  lawe  bis  Stepdame  being  dead, 
Began  hir  Hierce  with  Garlands  too  comoiend: 
Meaiiewhile  there  fell  a  stone  vpoi]  his  head 
From  out  the  Tom  be  that  brought  the  Boy  abed, 
A  proofe  that  Stepdames  hate  hath  ueuer  eod. 


AGAIlfB. 


Gład  was  the  sonne  of  frowning  B^ldames  deaih, 
To  witnesse  ioy  to  deck  hir  Tomb  gan  trudge: 
A  piece  of  Marble  fell  and  reft  his  breath 
Aa  he  (good  Lad)  stood  strowiog  floures  heneath, 
A  signe  that  Death  dawnts  not  the  mothers  grudge. 


TO  CUPID 


FOR  RSDENGB  0V  HIS  YNKIND  AND  CRUBŁŁ  LOUE. 
BECŁARING  HIS  FAITHFfrŁŁ  SERUtCE  AND  TRUE 
HSART  BOTM  TO  THE  GOO  OP  ŁOUE  AND  HIS 
UkOIE. 

If  i  had  beene  in  Troyan  ground 
W  hen  Ładie  V»'iius  tooke  hir  wound: 
If  I  in  Orekisb  Campe  had  beene, 
Or  clad  in  armour  had  beene  seene: 
If  Hector  had  by  mee  beene  slaine, 
Or  Prince  ^neaa  put  to  paine: 
If  I  tbe  Machin  huge  had  brought 
By  Grecian  guile  so  Iblsely  wrought, 
Or  raysed  it  aboue  tbe  wali, 
Of  Troie  that  procurde  the  fali : 
Then  could  I  not  the  (Cupid)  blame„ 
If  thon  didst  put  mee  to  this  sbame^ 
Bat  I  bHue  alwaies  beene  as  true    , 
To  thee  and  thine  in  order  due, 
As  euer  was  there  any  wicht, 
That  faith  and  truth  to  Cupid  plight^ 
I  neuer  yet  dei^pisde  thy  lawe. 
Bat  aie  of  thee  did  stand  in  a  we: 
I  neuer  calde  thee  Bussard  blinde, 
I  no  such  fault  in  thee  did  finde^ 
But  thought  my  time  well  spent  to  bee 
That  I  imploide  in  seroing  thee. 
I  wiste  thoo  wert  of  force  and  powre 
To  conquere  Princes  in  an  ho  wre 
Wben  thou  retaindst  mee  as  thy  roaa 
I  tboaght  my  seife  most  happie  than. 
Since  ^is^  is  true  that  i  haue  saide, 

Good  Cupid  let  mee  haue  thy  aide, 

Heipe  Diee  to  wreake  my  wrath  arigbt 

And  Buccor  mee  to  worke  my  spight. 

To  th^e  it  appertaines  of  due 

Rim  to  assist  that  is  so  true : 

And  thoo  of  reason  shouldst  torment 

Such  as  by  wilfuU  will  are  bent 

To  iriumph  oucr  those  that  serue 

Tbee  in  the  field,  and  neuer  swerue. 

Qo  bend  thy  Bowe  with  hastie  speede, 

And  malce  hir  Tig^rs  heąrt  to  bleede, 


Cause  hir  that  tittle  sets  by  mee, 

Yj  t  stjU  to  stand  in  awe  of  thee.  . 

I^t  hir  perccJne  thy  feruent  fyre, 

And  what  thou  art  in  ragiiis  yre. 

Nu  w  showc  thy  selfe  no  man  to  bee, 

Let  hir  a  God  both  feele  and  see. 

She  furceth  not  my  cutting  paine,  ' 

Hir  vowed  othes  shee  wayes  as  vaine« 

Shee  sits  in  peace  at  qui(  t  rest, 

And  scornes  at  mee  so  dispossest. 

Shee  laughes  at  thee,  and  mocks  tby  might,. 

Thou  art  not  Cupid  in  hir  si^ght. 

She  spites  at  mee  witbout  cause  wbie,. 

Shee  forceth  not  although  1  die. 

I  am  hir  captiue  bounde  in  Giue 

And  dare  not  onoe  for  lifc  to  strine. 

The  morę  to  thee  I  cali  and  crie. 

To  rid  mee  from  this  crueltie, 

The  morę  shee  seekes  to  woorke  hir  yre,. 

The  morę  she  burnes  with  scalding  fyre. 

And  all  for  Cupids  sake  I  bidę, 

From  wbose  decrees  I  doe  not  glide. 

Wherefore  (I  say)  go  bende  thy  Bow, 

And  to  hir  heart  an  Arrow  throw: 

That  Dart  which  breaketh  hearts  of  Flint 

And  giues  the  cruell  crasing  dint, 

Upon  hir  crabbed  breasŁ  bestow, 

That  shee  thy  force  and  powre  may  knowt 

That  shee  a  Myrour  may  be  kuowne 

To  such  as  be  thy  deadly  fone,^    • 

So  shafl  they  good  example  take, 

How  to  abose  men  for  thy  sake. 

Let  hir  (good  Cupid)  vnderstande, 

That  I  am  thine  both  heart  and  bandę* 

And  to  play  ąuittance,  force  a  fire, 

That  shee  may  frie  with  whote  desire 

Of  me,  whome  earst  sbe  pat  to  paine» 

And  this  is  all  that  1  would  gaine. 


AN  ANSfVERE  TO  HIS  LADIE, 

THAT  WIŁŁBD  HIM  THAT  ABSENCE  SUOUŁD  NOBT 
BREEDE  F0RGETFUŁNB8SE. 

Thougr  Noble  Surrey  sayde 

that  absence  woonders  firame. 
And  jn&kes  tbings  out  of  sight  forgot, 

and  tberof  Łakes  his  name: 

Though  some  tł)ere  are  that  force 
'  but  on  their  pleasureę  prefst, 
Un  m  i  odefuU  of  their  pi  igbtęd  truth 
and  falseiy  tbrged  hest : 

Yet  will  I  not  approue  • 

mee  giltie  of  this  crinoe, 
Ne  breake  the  friendship  late  begoon 

as  you  shall  trie  in  time. 

No  distance  of  the  place 

shall  reaue  thee  Irom  my  brest: 
Not  fawning  cbaunce,  or  frowning  hap 

shall  makejnee  swame  my  Uest. 

As  soone  may  Phoebus  fiame 

bis  fiepe  Steades  to  roon 
Their  race  from  path  they  woonted  were^ 

and  ende  where  they  begoon: 

As  soone  shall  Saturne  cease 

his  bended  broowes  to  show. 
And  frowning  face  to  firiendly  Starres 

'  that  in  their  Cirdes  go: 
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As  soone  the  TSger  tamę 

and  Lion  shall  you  finde: 
And  bruttsh  beastes  that  sauage  were 

ihall  swarue  tbeir  bedlam  kinde: 

At  soone  the  frost  shall  flame, 

and  ^na  cease  to  burne, 
And  restlesse  Riuers  to  their  springs 

and  Poantaines  shall  returne: 

As  absence  breede  debatę, 

or  want  of  sight  procure 
Our  faithfull  friendabips  writh  awrie 

whilst  liuely  breath  indure. 

As  soone  I  will  commit 

my  selfe  to  Lethes  lakę 
As  the  (sweete  friend)  whome  I  a  Friend 

baue  chose  for  yerlues  sake. 

How  may  a  man  forget 

the  coale  that  burnes  within  > 

Augmenting  sUlI  his  secret  sore 
by  piercing  fell  and  skin? 

May  Martin  cease  to  mourne 

or  thinck  of  torments  prest, 
Whilst  paine  to  paine  is  added  aie 

to  ftirther  their  rnrest? 

May  Shipmen  in  distresse 

at  pieasure  of  the  windę 
Tost  too  and  (ro.by  surge  of  Seas 

that  they  in  tempest  finde, 

Forget  Neptunus  ragę, 

or  blastering  Borias  blast, 
When  Cables  are  io  sunder  crackt, 

and  tackle  rent  from  Mast  ? 

Ne  may  I  (Friend)  forget 

(▼nlesse  I  would  bot  faine) 
The  salue  that  doŁh  recure  my  sore 

and  heales  the  scarre  againe. 

I  send  thee  by  the  windę 

ten  thousand  sighes  a  day, 
Which  dim  the  Skies  with  clondie  smoka 

as  they  doe  passe  away, 

Oft  gazing  on  the  Sannę 

I  compt  Apollo  blest, 
For  that  be  yewes  thee  once  aday 

in  pasaing  to  the  West. 

Oh  that  I  had  his  powre 

and  blaaing  Lan^  of  light 
Then  tbtm  my  friend  shotrid  stand  asurde 

to  neuer  see  the  night. 

Bat  sińce  it  is  no  so, 

content  thy  selfe  a  while : 
And  with  remembrance  of  thy  Friend 

the  lothsome  time  begile. 

Tin  Fortune  doe  agree 

that  we  sball  meete  againe: 
For  then  shall  presenoe  breede  our  ioyea 

whome  absence  put  to  paine. 

And  of  my  olde  good  will 

(good  Friend)  thy  selfe  assure, 

Haue  no  distrust,  my  loue  shall  Ust 
as  long  aa  life  shaU  dure. 


OF  A  THRACYAV  THAT  WAS 

BY  PLAYJNG  ON  THE  ISE. 

A  THRACYAN  Boy  well  tipled  all  the  day 
(Jpon  a  frozen  Spring  did  sport  and  play, 
The  slipper  Ise  with  hieft  of  bodies  swmy 
On  sodain  brake,  and  swapt  his  bead  mway  r 
U  swam  aloft,  byiowc  tbe  Carcas  lay. 
The  Mother  came  and  borę  tbe  bead  awmy : 
When  s^ee  did  burie  it  thas  gan  shee  aay. 
This  brought  1  foorth  in  flamc  bia  Hierce  to 
The  rest  amids  tbe  flood  to  finde  a 


THE  LOUER 

HOPfNG  IN  MAY  TO  .HAUB  HAD  REDRESSE  09  BU 
WOE8,  AND  YBT  FOULYB  MI88IMG  UIB  PUKFOSB, 
BBWAIŁES  HIS  CRUBŁŁ  HAP. 

You  that  in  May  haue  batbde  in  blis 
And  fouud  a  salue  to  ease  your  aore  : 

Doe  May  obseruance,  Reason  is 
That  May  should  bonord  be  theifore> 

Awake  out  of  your  drowsie  sleq>e 

And  leaue  your  tender  Beds  of  Downe^ 

Of  Cupids  Ławcs  that  taken  keepe 
Witb  Sommer  flbures  deck  your  Cro 

As  soone  as  Venus  Starre  doth  showe 
That  brings  tbe  dawning  on  his  back 

And  cheareftiU  light  begins  to  growe. 
By  putting  of  his  Foe  to  wrack: 

Repaire  to  beare  tbe  wedded  Make 

And  late  ycoupled  in  a  knote, 
The  Philomele  that  sita  in  Brakes 

And  telles  of  Tereua  tiuth  by  notę: 

TbeThrussell,  with  the  Turtle  Doue, 

The  little  Robin  eke  yfeare 
That  mak.es  rehearsall  of  their  loue. 

Make  hast  (I  say)  that  yee  were  iberew 

Into  the  fields  where  Dian  dwels 

With  Nimphes  enuirond  round  aboat^ 

Hast  yee  to  dance  about  tbe  Weis, 
a  fit  pastime  for  sucfa  a  rout. 

Let  them  doe  this  tbat  haue  receaude 

In  May  the  hire  of  boped  grace: 
But  I  as  one  that  am  bereaude 

Of  blissefuU  state,  will  bidę  my  fince. 

And  doole  my  daies  with  ruthfttll  roice 

As  fits  a  retcblesse  Wight  to  doei 
Since  now  it  lies  not  in  my  cboice 

To  quite  mee  from  this  cursed  woe. 

I  harbourd  in  my  breast  a  tbought 

Which  now  is  tumde  another  way, 
Tbat  pleasant  May  would  mee  ybroagfat 

From  Scylla  to  a  better  bay. 

Since  all  (ąnoth  1}  that  Naturę  madę. 

And  placed  here  in  earth  bylowe, 
When  Spring  returnes,  of  wopnted  trade 

Doe  baniah  gri«fe  that  erst  did  growe^ 

And  chaungeth  eke  the  churiishe  cbeare 

And  frowning  face  of  Tellus  bew» 
With  vemaat  flowers  that  appeare 

To  clad  tbe  soUe  vith  Mantdi  M«% 
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finoe  Siiakes  do  cast  tbeir  shriueled  skinnes, 
Aod  Bucks  baiig  yp  tbeir  beads  on  pale, 

Since  friskinc  Fishes  lose  tbeir  finnes, 
AnU  glide  with  new  repaired  scalę: 

Tben  I  of  force  with  greedie  eie 

Muat  hope  to  finde  to  ease  my  smart^ 

Since  ecbe  anoy  in  Spring  dotb  die. 
And  carea  to  comfort  doe  conuarL 

Then  I  (qaotb  I)  sball  reach  the  port 
And  fast  minę  Ancker  on  tbe  ground, 

Wbere  lyes  my  pleaaure  and  dtsport 
Wbere  w  my  suretie^to  be  found: 

There  sball  my  beaten  Barkę  haue  rode» 
And  tackle  tornc  be  new  repaird. 

My  sorrowes  quite  sball  be  inilode, 
£uen  tbns  vnto  my  selfe  I  said. 

Bat  (out  alas)  it  falles  not  so, 
May  ia  to  mee  a  Montb  of  monę, 

In  May  tbough  otberS  comfort  gro, 
My  seedes  of  griefie  are  surely  sowne* 

My  bitter  Teares  for  water  serue 
Wberewith  tbe  Garden  of  my  brest 

1  motst,  for  feare  tbe  aeedes  sbouki  sterae, 
And  tbus  I  frame  minę  owne  vnrest« 

Let  others  tben  tbat  feelen  ioy 
£xtole  the  merrie  Moutb  of  May, 

And  I  tbat  tasted  haue  annoy, 
In  praite  tbereof  will  notbing  say. 

Bat  wisb  retume  of  winters  warre 
And  blastering  Borias  force  again^ 

Thete  sower  seedes  of  wo  to  marre. 
By  force  of  windę  and  wisking  raine. 

And  so  perhaps  by  better  fate, 
At  next  retome  of  Spring,  I  may 

By  chaunging  of  my  fbrmer  state 
Cast  off  my  care,  and  chaunge  my  lay. 


THE  LOUER 


TO   HIS  lADIB  TBAT  GASED   MUCH   VP  TO  THE 

8KIC8. 

Mt  Girle,  tbou  gazest  much 

Tpon  tbe  Golden  Skies : 
Would  1  were  Heauen,  I  would  behold 

thee  then  with  all  minę  eies. 


THE  PENITENT  LOUER 

YTTERŁT  RSNODNCIIIG  ŁOUE,  CRAUEg  PARDON  OF 
FOREPABSED  FOŁUES. 

1f  soch  as  did  amisse 

and  ran  tbeir  race  awrie 
May  boidły  craue  at  ludges  band 

sonie  mercie  ere  tbey  die. 

And  pardon  for  tbeir  gilt 

that  wilfully  transgrest. 
And  sawe  the  bownds  before  their  eies 

tbat  Tertue  bad  redrest: 


Then  I  that  brake  the  bancks 

wbich  Reason  bad  assignde 
To  such  as  would  pursue  hir  traine, 

may  stand  in  hope  to  finde 

Some  fauouT  at  hir  hand : 
sińce  blind  forecast  was  cause. 

And  not  my  wiifull  will  in  iault 
that  1  haue  swerude  hir  lawet. 

Misguided  haue  I  beene 

anid  trayned  all  by  trust, 
And  Loue  was  forger  of  the  fraudit^ 

and  furtberer  of  my  lost. 

Whose  yele  did  dase  minę  eies, 

and  darckned  so  my  sight 
With  errors  foggie  mist  at  first, 

that  Reason  gaue  no  iight^ 

And  as  those  wofull  Wightes 

tbat  saile  on  swelling  Seas, 
Wheu  windes  and  wcatbfuU  waues  conspira 

to  banish  all  their  ease, 

When  beaoenly  Lamps  are  hid 

from  Sbipmens  hungrie  eies, 
And  Lodestarres  are  in  eouert  kept 

within  the  cloudie  Skies : 

As  tbey  without  respect 

doe  folloty  Fortunes  lorę, 
Aud  run  at  randome  in  tbe  flood 

wbere  .£ol8  Impes  doe  rore, 

Till  golden  crested  Phebe, 

or  else  his  Sisters  light, 
Haue  chasde  away  those  noysome  doadt^ 

and  put  the  stormes  to  flight: 

So  I  (vnbappie  man) 
•  haue  followde  Loue  a  space. 
And  felt  the  whottest  of  his  flame, 
and  flashing  fierie  blase. 

In  darcknesse  haue  I  dwelt, 

and  Errours  vglie  shade, 
Unwitting  bow  to  raise  a  Starrs 

from  perill  to  euadc. 

Few  daies  came  on  my  head 

wherein  was  cause  of  ioy. 
But  day  and  night  were  readle  both 

to  hastenmine  anoy. 

Sbort  were  my  sleepes  (God  wot) 
most  dreadfull  were  my  dreamM, 

Minę  eies  (as  Conduits  of  the  heart) 
did  gush  out  saltisb  streames. 

Tormented  was  my  Corse^ 

my  minde  was  neuer  free. 
But  both  repleate  with  anguish  «• 

disaeuerde  sought  to  bee. 

No  place  might  like  mee  long, 

no  pleasure  could  endure, 
In  stead  of  sport  was  smart  at  handt, 

for  pastime  paine  in  Tre* 

A  Bondman  to  my  selfe, 

yet  frce  in  others  sigbt, 
Not  able  to  resist  the  ragę 

of  winged  Archers  might. 
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Thus  bave  I  spent  my  time 

in  seruage  as  a  thrall, 
Till  Reason  of  hfr  bouatie  list 

mee  to  bir  mercie  cali. 

Now  baue  I  madę  returne, 

aod  happy lie  retirde* 
From  Cupids  Camp,  and  dcepe  dispaire^ 

aad  ooce  agaiiie  aspirde 

To  Ladie  Reasons  stawie 

wbere  wisedome  throned  is, 
On  promise  of  amends  releast 

is  all  tbat  was  amis. 

To  Plato  now  I  flie 

and  Senacs  sound  aduice: 
A  Fatcb  for  Loue,  I  force  not  no\r 

what  Chauuoe  fali  on  tbe  dice. 


TUSBERYILFS  POEMS. 


OF  LADIE  FEffUS, 

THAT  HACING  tOST  BIR  SONNB  CUPID  GOD  OF 
IX>UB»  AMD  DBS1R0U8  TO  VN1>BR8TAND  OF  HIM 
AGAINB,  DBGŁARE8  BY  THE  WAY  THE  NATURĘ 
OF  ŁOUE  AND  AFFECTI0N8  OF  THE  8ilME,  BV 
PRBTIB  DI8CRIPnON  A8  FOŁŁOWETH. 

What  time  tbe  Ladie  Yenus  sougbt  hir  little 

Sonne  [begonne : 

Tbat  Cupid  bight,  and  found  him  not,  she  tbus 
My  friend»  (quoth  she)  if  any  cbaunce  in  open 

streete  [to  meete, 

Or  Crossing  patbes,  the  wandring  amorous  Elfe 
Tbat  Rupjiagate  (I  say)  is  minę:  wbo  so  by  hap 
Sbail  first  bripg  tydings  of  th«i  Boy,  in  Yenus  lap 
Is  surę  to  sit,  and  baue  in  price  of  taken  paine, 
A  sugred  kisse.     But  he  tbat  brings  bim  home 

againe, 
A  busse?  yet  not  a  busse  alone  doobtlesse  shall 

haue 
But  like  a  Friend  I  will  entreate  him  passing 

braue.  [Lim 

I  tell  you  tis  a  proper  youtb.     Markę   erery 
And  member  of  my  straide  Sonne  tbat  is  so  trim. 
Kot  sallow  white  his  bodie  is,  but  like  to  flame, 
A  fierce  and  fierie  roling  eie  sets  out  the  same. 
A  miscbieYOus  wy  lie  hart  in  Breast  the  Boy  doth 

beare. 
But  yet  his  wordes  are  Honnie  like  and  sweete  to 

eare.  •  [goe: 

His  talking  tongne  and  meaning  minde  a  sunder 
Smooth  filed  stile  for  little  cost  he  will  bestowe. 
But  being  onee  inflamde  with  ire  and  raging  wnitb, 
A  cruell  canckred  dogged  hart  tbe  Urchin  hath. 
Faise  Foxely  subtile  Boy,  and  glosing  lying  Lad, 
He  sports  to  outward  sight,  but  inward  chafes  like 

mad.  [tirowe : 

A  curled  Sconce  he  hath,  with  angrie  frowning 
A  little  hand,  yet  Dart  a  cruell  way  can  thrcfwe. 
To  shadie  Acheron  sometime  he  flings  the  same, 
And  deepest  damp  of  holłow  Heli  those  Impes  to 

tamę. 
Upon  his  Carkasse  not  a  cloth,  but  na^ed  bee 
Of  garments  goes,  his  minde  is  wrapt,  and  not  to 

sec* 
Much  like  a  fetbred  Foule  he  fiies,  and  wagges 

his  winp  [Miser  wrings 

Now  here  now  there:  the  man  sometime  tłus 


Sometimes  againe  the  Lasse  to  loiie  be  dofii  en- 

ferce,  [remorre: 

Of  neither  kinde,  nor  man  nor  maiiie»  be  bstk 
A  little  Bow  the  Boy  doth  beare  in  tender  hande. 
And  in  the  same  an  Arrow  nockt  to  stringe  dotk 

stande. 
A  slender  shafte,  yet  such  a  one  as  &r  will  flie. 
And  being  shot  from  Cupids  Bow  will  reacii  tiie 

Skie. 
A  pretie  goiden  fiuiuer  hangs  there  alb^inde 
Upon  his  back,  wherein  whoso  doth  looke,  shaH 

fiode  [Boy 

A  sort  of  sbarpe  and  lurching  shafts,  unhapp^ 
Wherewith  bis  Ladie  Motber  sb«  he  doth  anaoy 
Sometimes,  but  most  of  all  the  foolish  fretting  dSt 
In  cruell  wisc  doth  cruelly  Łoiment  and  'wex  him- 

sclfe. 
Doe  beate  the  Boy  and  spafe  him  not  at  all»  t 

thou  [ish  brow 

On  bim  doe  chaunce  to  light,  althongfa  from  child- 
And  moistcd  eies  the  trickling  teares  bke  floads 

distill, 
Beleeue  him  not,  for  chiefly  tbeo  beguiłe  be  will. 
Nor  if  be  smile  uniosę  his  pyniond  armes  tekę 

heede,  [do 

With  pleasant  bonie  words  thoagh  he  thioe 
And  craue  a  kisse^  beware  thou  kisse  bim  not  at 

all: 
For  in  his  lips  Tile  venom  lurcks,  and  bitter  GaU. 
Or  if  with  friendly  face  he  seemeto  yeelde  his  Bow 
And  shafts  to  thee,  his  proferde  gifts  (my  Friend) 

forgo.  [Dart 

Touch  not  with  tender  hand  the  snbtile  flattnag 
Of  Łone,  for  feare  the  fire  thereof  doe  make  tbeo 

smart. 

Wbere  this  that  I  haue  sayde  be  tnie 

Yee  Louers  I  appeale  to  you. 

For  ye  doe  knowe  Cupidos  toyes, 

Yee  feele  his  smarts,  yee  taste  his  ioyes. 

A  fickle  foolish  God  to  serue, 

I  tearme  him  as  he  doth  deseroe. 


TO  A  FICKLE  AND  VN€ONSTANT  DAMĘ, 
A  FRIENDLY  fTARNING. 

What  may  I  thinke  of  you  (my  Fawlcon  firee) 
That  haTing  bood,  lines,  buets,  bels  of  mee. 
And  woonted  earst  when  I  my  gamę  did  sprii^ 
To  flie  so  well  and  make  such  nimbie  wing, 
As  might  no  Fowle  for  weigfatnesse  well  oompaie 
With  thee,  thou  wert  a  Birde  so  paasing  raie: 
What  may  I  deeme  of  thee  (fiure  Fawlcon)  now, 
Tbat  neither  to  my  lure  nor  traine  wilt  bow. 
But  this  that  when  my  backe  is  tumde  and  gon, 
Another  gives  thee  rumpes  to  tyre  upon. 
Well  wanton  well,  if  vou  were  wise  in  deede 
You  would  regard  tbe  fkt  whereon  you  feede. 
You  would  the  Horse  devouring  Crow  refiise. 
And  gorge  yourselfe  lyith  fleshe  more  fioe  to 

chuse. 
I  wishe  thee  thys  for  woonted  olde  good  will 
To  flie  more  high,  for  łeare  the  stooping  will 
Breede  liim  that  now  doth  keepe  thee  out  of  loo^ 
But  thinke  his  Fawlcon  will  a  Bussard  proue, 
Which  if  he  deeme,  or  doe  suspect  at  all, 
He  will  abate  thy  fiesbą  and  mąkę  th«e  f«^^     . 


EPITAPHES,  EPIGRAMS,  SONGES  AND  SONETS. 
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that  of  force  thoii  sbalt  enforced  bee 
*o  do  by  bim  as  now  thou  doste  by  mee : 
TJThat  is  to  leaue  the  keper,  aod  away, 
Pawlcon  take  heede,  for  this  is  lrue*I  say. 


TOHISmiEND 

^■llAT  REFUSOB  RIM  WITHOITT  GAU8E,  WHY,  BCT 
ONEŁY  VPOW  DEŁIGHT  OP  CttAClIGS. 

You  showe  your  sclfe  to  bee 

m  woman  right  by  kinde  : 
You  like  and  tben  mislike  againe 

where  you  no  cause  doe  fiude. 

I  can  not  thiuke  tbat  loue 

was  plauted  in  your  brest, 
As  did  your  flattriug  lookes  declai^ 

and  periurde  tongue  protest 

Tbou  swarste  alone  tbat  I 

^  thy  fansie  did  subdue, 
Tben  why  sbould  frensie  force  thee  now 
to  sboitr  tby  selfe  untrue? 

Pie  faytbiesse  woman  ile, 

wilt  tbou  condemne  the  kinde 
Bicause  of  just  report  of  yll 

and  biot  of  wauering  minde? 

Too  plaine  it  nowe  appeares 

that  lust  procurde  thy  looue. 
Or  eise  it  woold  not  so  decaye 

and  causelesse  thus  remooue. 

I  tbougbt  tbat  I  at  fint, 

a  Uicrece  had  subdude. 
But  DOW  I  finde  that  fansie  fondc 

my  senses  did  delude. 

I  deemde  tbat  I  had  got 

a  Pawłcon  to  the  fist, 
Whome  I  might  qułckly  baTe  reclaimde, 

but  I  my  purpose  mist 

For  (oh)  the  worser  bap 

my  Pawlcon  is  so  Iree, 
As  dowue  she  stoups  to  straungers  lure 

aod  ibrceth  least  of  mee. 

Goode  shape  was  yll  bestowde 

upou  80  vf  le  a  kitę, 
That  Haggard  wise  doth  loue  to  lilie 

and  doth  in  cbauoge  delight* 

Yeelde  mee  thy  flanting  Hood, 

shake  off  those  Belles  of  thine, 
Such  checkinc  Bussards  yll  deserue 

or  Bell  or  Hood  so  fine. 

With  Fowles  of  baser  sort 

hov  can  you  brooke  to  flie, 
Toat  esFBt  your  Naturę  did  to  Hawkes 

of  stately  kinde  applie  ? 

If  want  of  pray  enforste 

this  cbaunge  tbou  art  to  bfamec 
For  I  had  euer  traines  in  storę 

to  make  my  Fawlcoo  gam^ 


I  had  a  Tassel  eke 

fuli  gentie  by  his  kinde, 
Too  flie  with  thee  in  use  of  wing 

the  greater  ioyto  findew 

No,  doubtlesse  wanton  lust 

and  flesbly  fowle  desire 
Did  make  thee  loath  my  friendly  lure^ 

and  set  thy  hart  on  fire. 

Too  trie  what  mettall  was 

in  Bussards  to  be  founde 
This,  this  was  it  tbat  madę  thee  stowpa 

from  loftie  gate  to  grounde. 

Wherefore  if  euer  łuck 

doe  let  me  light  on  thee. 
And  Fortune  graunt  me  onee  agains 

thy  keeper  for  to  bee : 

Thy  diet  shall  be  sucb^ 

thy  tyring  rumpes  so  bare, 
As  tbou  shalt  know  thy  keeper  weU 

and  for  nonę  other  care. 

Meanwhile  on  carren  feede, 

thy  hungrie  gorge  to  glut : 
That  all  thy  lust  in  daylie  cbaunge 

and  diet  new  dost  put. 

Diseases  must  of  force 

such  feeding  fowle  ensue : 
No  force  to  me,  tbou  wcrt  my  Birde> 

but  (Fawłcon)  now  adue. 


TO  ONE  TBAT  VPON  SURMISE  OF  AD^ 
UERSITIE^  FORWNED  HIR  FRIEND. 

As  too  the  whyte,  and  lately  lymed  house 
The  Doues  doe  flock  in  hope  of  better  fiire. 
And  leaue  their  home  of  Culyers  cleane  and  barej 
As  to  the  Kitchen  postes  the  peeping  Mouse 

Where  Yittailes  fine  and  curious  cates  are  drest. 
And  sboons  the  shop  where  lyuelybood  wasetli 

thin, 
Where  be  before  had  fiUde  his  empty  skin. 
And  where  be  chose  bim  first  to  be  a  guest: 

As  Łyse  unto  the  lyuing  Carcase  cleaue. 
But  balke  the  same  madę  readie  to  the  Beare, 
So  you  that  earst  my  Friend  to  seeming  weare, 
In  happie  state:  your  needie  Friend  doe  leaue. 

Unlriendly  are  those  other,  Doue  and  Mouse 
That  doe  refuse  olde  harbour  for  a  newe 
And  make  exchaunge  for  lodge  they  neuer  knewe, 
Unfriendly  eke  the  slowe  and  lumpishe  Lowse. 

But  morę  unciuill  you  that  wittie  arre 
To  judge  a  Friend,  your  Friendship  to  forego, 
Without  a  cause  and  make  exchaunges  so : 
For  friendes  are  needed  most  in  time  of  warre* 

Put  case  that  Chaunce  witbdrew  hir  olde  good  will 
And  frownde  on  mee  to  whome  shee  was  a  friend? 
Is  that  a  reason  why  your  loue  sbould  end? 
No,  no,  you  sbould  a  friend  continue  still. 
Fortrue  good  will  in  miserie  is  tride. 
For  then  will  nonę  but  faitbfuU  frieods  abide. 
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TO  MAISTER  GOOGES  FANCIE 


nrHAT  BEGINI,  GIUB  BCOHIE  MEB  TiOLB  FRIEMD- 
8B1P  WHO  SO  LIST. 

FaiEND  Oooge,  giue  me  Uie  faithfaU  friend  to 

trusty 
And  take  the  fickle  Coine  for  tnee  that  lust. 
For  Friends  in  time  of  troable  and  distresie 
With  help  and  soand  aduise  will  soone  redresse 
Ech  growing  griefe  that  gripes  the  pensiue  brest, 
When  Monie  lies  lockt  vp  in  couert  Ciiest. 
Thy  Coine  will  cause  athonsand  cares  to  grow, 
Wbich  if  thou  hadst  no  Coine  tbou  couldst  not 

know. 
Thy  Friend  no  care  but  comfort  will  procure, 
Of  him  thou  mayst  at  neede  thy  selfe  assure. 
Thy  Monie  makes  the  Theefe  in  waite  to  lie, 
Wbose  firaude  thy  Friend  and  falsehood  will  descrie. 
Thou  canst  not  keepe  vnlockt  thy  carefiiH  Coine, 
But  some  from  thee  thy  Monie  will  purłoine: 
Thy  faithfull  Friend  will  neuer  start  aside, 
But  take  his  sbare  of  all  that  shall  betide. 
When  thou  art  dead  thy  Monie  is  bereft 
But  after  life  thy  trustie  Friend  is  left: 
Thy  Monie  serues  another  Maister  than, 
Thy  faithfull  friend  lincks  with  nonę  other  man. 
So  that  (Friend  Googe)  1  deeme  it  better  I, 
To  choose  the  Friend  and  let  the  Monie  lie. 


THE  LOUER  ABUSED  RENOWNCETH 

LOUE. 

For  to  reuoke  to  pensiue  thought 
And  troubled  head  my  former  plight, 
How  I  by  earnest  sute  haue  sought 
And  griefull  paines  a  louing  Wight 

For  to  accoy,  accoy, 

And  breede  my  ioy, 
Withont  anoy,  makes  saltish  bryne 
To  flttsh  out  of  my  vapord  eyne. 

To  think  Tpon  tbe  sundrie  snares 
And  priute  Panthers  that  were  led 
To  forge  my  daily  doolefuU  cares* 
Whereby  my  hoped  pleasures  fled, 
Doth  plague  my  hart,  my  hart, 
With  deadly  smart, 
Without  desart,  that  haue  indorde 
Such  woes,  and  am  not  yet  recurde. 

Was  neuer  day  came  on  my  hed 
Wherdn  I  did  not  sue  for  grace, 
Was  neuer  night  but  I  in  bed 
Unto  my  Pillow  told  my  case, 

Bayning  my  brest,  my  brestf 

For  want  of  rest, 
Witb  teares  opprest,  yet  remedie  nonę 
Was  to  be  fbund  for  all  my  monę. 

If  she  bad  dained  my  good  wili 
And  recompenst  me  with  hir  Loue, 
I  would  haue  beene  hir  Vassell  still. 
And  neuer  ouce  my  heart  remoue: 
I  did  pretend,  pretend. 
To  be  hir  Friend 
Unto  the  end,  but  she  refusde 
My  louing  heart,  and  mee  abusde. 


I  did  not  force  rpon  llie  spite 
And  veAemous  stings  of  hissing 
I  wnyed  not  their  wordes  a  Mite, 
That  such  a  doe  at  Louers  makes: 
1  did  reioyce,  reioyce. 
To  haue  tbe  royce 
Of  such  a  choyce,  and  smild  to  see 
That  they  reported  so  of  mee. 

Oh  mee  most  łuckie  Wight  (ąooth  I) 
At  whome  the  people  so  repine^ 
I  trust  the  ramor  that  doth  flie 
Will  force  hir  to  my  will  incline^ 

Aud  like  well  mee,  well  mee 

Whome  sbee  doth  see, 
Hir  loue  to  bee,  Tnfainedly, 
In  whome  she  may  fol!  well  offle. 

But  now  at  length  I  plainely  rew 
That  woman  neuer  gaue  hir  brest. 
For  they- by  kindly  course  will  me 
On  such  as  seeme  to  loue  them  best : 

And  will  relent,  relent 

And  be  content, 
When  nooght  is  ment,  sanę  Friendfy  bari 
And  loue  for  neuer  to  depart. 

Some  cruell  Tiger  lent  hir  Tet 
And  fostred  hir  with  sauage  Pap, 
That  can  not  finde  in  heart  to  let 
A  man  to  loue  hir,  sińce  his  hap 
Hath  so  assignde,  assignde  - 
To  haue  his  minde 
To  loue  inclinde,  in  honest  wise 
Whom  she  should  not  of  right  detpise. 

But  sińce  I  sca  hir  stonie  hart 
Cannot  be  pierst  with  pitties  Launoe, 
Since  nougbt  is  gainde  but  wofull  smait, 
I  doe  intend  to  breake  the  daunce. 
And  quite  fbrgo,  forgo 
My  pleasant  Fo, 
That  paines  mee  so,  and  tbinks  in  fine 
To  make  me  like  to  Circes  Swine : 

I  cleane  de6e  hir  flattering  face, 
I  quite  abhorre  hir  luring  lookes: 
As  long  as  loue  shall  giue  me  grace 
She  neuer  comes  within  my  bookes» 

I  doe  detest,  detest 

So  faise  a  Gueat 
That  breedes  Torest,  where  she  should  plant 
Hir  loue,  if  pittie  did  not  want. 

Let  hir  go  seeke  some  other  Foole, 
Let  hir  inrage  some  other  OolU 
I  haue  beene  taught  in  Platos  Schoole 
From  Cupids  Banner  to  reuolt: 
And  to  forsake,  forsake 
As  fearefall  Snake, 
Such  as  doe  make,  a  man  butsmait 
For  bearing  them  a  faithfull  heart. 


THE  FORSAKEN  LOUER 


ŁAMENTS  THAT 


HIS    ŁADIE  IS 
AU  OTHER. 


BtATCHKD  WITH 


Ag  Menelaus  did  lament  ■ 
When  Helena  to  Tioie  went. 
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^Bd  to  tHer  f  encrian  Ouest  applide 
And  all  hir  Countrie  Friends  defide: 
Buen  80  I  fe«le  tormentiog  paine 
To  lurck.  in  euerie  little  vaine, 
And  ransackall  my  Corse,  to  see 
That  ahe  hath  uow  forsaken  mee, 

The  faithfulst  Friend  that  she  codM  finde: 
But  fickle  Dames  will  to  tbeir  kiode. 
A  simple  chaun^  in  faith  it  was 
To  leaue  the  Flower  for  the  Grasse, 
Such  cbopping  will  but  make  yoa  bare 
And  S]>end  your  life  in  carck  and  care, 
Yoa  might  hane  taken  better  heede 
Then  left  the  Graine,  and  choose  the  weede : 
Your  Haruest  wonld  the  better  beene 
If  yoa  bad  to  yoar  Bargin  seene. 
But  to  recant  it  is  to  late, 
Go  tooy  a  Gods  name  to  yoar  Matę. 
Tis  Muck  that  makes  the  Pot  to  play 
As  men  of  olde  were  woont  to  say, 
Aod.  Women  manrie  for  the  gaine 
Though  oft  it  &1I  out  to  their  paine: 
And  so  I  gesse  tbou  hast  ydoon 
W  ben  all  thy  twist  is  througbly  spoon, 
It  will  appeare  vnto  thy  fosę, 
Thdu  pluckst  a  Nettle  for  a  Rosę : 
In  fliith  thy  Friend  would  loth  to  see 
Thy  cursed  lock  so  ill  to  bee. 


THAT  AIX  HURTES  AND  ŁOB8E8  ARE  TO  BB  RE- 
COUERJBD  AND  RECURBD  8AUB  THB  CRUEU. 
mrOUND  OP  ŁOUB. 

TttE  Sargion  roay  deuise 

a  Salue  for  erie  sore. 
And  to  recure  all  inwarde  griefet 

Phisicions  haue  in  storę 

Their  simples  to  compownd 

and  match  in  mixtare  soy 
As  ech  disease  from  sicklie  Com 

tbey  can  enforee  to  go. 

The  wastfull  wrack  of  wealth 

that  Merchants  doe  sustaine. 
By  happie  vent  of  gotten  warei 

-may  be  supplide  againe. 

A  Towne  by  Treason  lost, 

a  Fort  by  falsebood  woon. 
By  manly  fight  is  got  againe 

and  belpe  of  hurtfull  Goon. 

Thus  eche  thing  hath  redresse 

and  sweete  recure  againe : 
Saue  onely  Loue,  thiit  farther  firets, 

and  feedes  on  inward  paine. 

No  Galen  may  tbis  griefe 

by  Phisickes  force  expen: 
Ko  Reasons  role  may  ought  preuaile 

where  lorcking  Looe  dotb  dwell. 

The  Pattent  hath  no  powre 

of  holesome  things  to  tast: 
Mo  Drench,  no  Dróg,  nor  Sirrop  sweete 

his  hidden  barme  may  wast. 


No  comfbrt  comes  by  day, 
no  pleasant  sleepe  by  night: 

No  needefiill  nap  at  Nootte  may  eato 
the  Looers  painefoll  plighu 

In  deepe  dispaire  be  dwels, 
then  in  comes  hope  of  ease,    . 

Which  somewhat  lessens  painet  of  loue* 
and  caJmes  the  sorge  of  Seas. 

His  head  is  fraught  with  thoughts^ 
his  heart  with  tbrowes  repleate: 

His  eies  amazde,  bis  ąoaking  band, 
his  stomack  lothing  meate. 

Tbis  bale  the  Looer  bides 

and  hatefoll  hurtes  of  Hell^ 
And  yet  himselfe  doth  deeme  that  het 

in  Paradice  doth  dwell. 


OF  THE  CBOISE  OF  HIS  yALENTINE. 

With  othere  I  to  chooee  a  Yalentine 
Addrest  my  self :  Ech  had  his  dearest  fnend 
In  Scrole  y  writ,  among  the  reast  was  minę. 
See  now  the  łuck  by  lot  that  Chaunce  dotb  send 
To  Cupids  crewe,  mark  Fortune  how  it  falls. 
And  mark  how  Yeniu  Imps  are  Fortones  tbralls* 

The  Papers  were  in  couert  kept  from  sight* 
In  hope  1  went  to  notę  what  hap  would  fali: 
I  chose,  but  on  my  Friend  I  coulde  not  light, 
(Soch  was  the  Goddesse  wil  that  wilds  the  Bali) 
Bnt  see  good  lock,  although  I  mist  the  same^ 
I  hapt  on  one  that  bare  my  Ladies  name. 

Unegall  though  their  beanties  were  to  looke, 
Remembrance  yet  of  hir  well  feaotarde  face 
So  often  seene,  thereby  my  Senses  tooke, 
Unhappie  though  shee  were  not  then  in  place: 
Long  yop  to  learne  what  name  my  Ladiehightł 
Acoompt  from  U.  to  A.  and  speli  aright. 


OF  ONE  THAT  WAS  IN  REUSRSION^ 

Ancither  hath  that  I  did  bie, 

and  I  enioy  that  bee  imbiaśtef 
I  reape  the  Graine,  and  płock  the  Pean, 

hot  he  had  Peare  and  Come  at  laste^ 

Which  sithens  Fortune  had  allowde^ 

let  eyther  well  contented  bee : 
I  hate  him  not  for  his  deligbts, 

then  let  him  doe  the  lyke  too  mec. 

For  so  we  both  be  pleasdfe,  I  say, 

this  bargaine  was  deYised  well : 
Let  him  with  preseot  good  delight 

as  I  what  time  to  mee  it  fell. 

Ifeuer  he  by  hap  forgo, 

I  trost  my  hope  is  not  in  Taine^ 
I  hope  the  thing  I  once  enioyde 

will  to  his  owuer  come  againe. 

Which  if  be  so,  then  happie  I 
that  had  the  6rst,  and  haoe  the  laste : 

What  better  Forto  ne  may  there  bee 
tbaB  in  Reuersion  to  be  piastę. 
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OF  AN  Oi>EiV  FOE  AJW  A  FAYNED 
FRIEND. 

Not  be  so'inaeh  anoies 

Jthat  Bayes :  I  am  thy  Fo, 
As  he  tbat  beares  a  hatefull  hact» 

and  is  a  Friend  to  sho. 

Of  t'one  we  may  beware 

and  flie  his  open  bate. 
But  totber  bites  bcfore  be  barek, 

a  bard  auoyded  Matę. 


AOAINB. 


Of  botb  giTe  mee  tbe  man    > 
tbat  layes,  I  bate  m  dedde) 

Tban  bim  tbat  batb  a  Knife  to  kiU, 
yet  weares  a  friendly  weede. 


OF  A  RITCH  MISEIL 

A  MnsRS  minde  thou  bast, 

tbou  hast  a  Princes  pelfe: 
Whkb  makes  tbee  welthy  to  tbine  Heire^ 

a  Beggar  to  thy  lelfe. 


OFA  PAINTER  TBAT  PAINTED  FArOUR- 

Thoc  (Painter  fond)  wbat  meanes  t^is  mad  deuise 
Favour  to  drawe?  sith  uncouth  is  tbe  bed 
From  wbence  it  comes,  and  first  of  all  was  bred  ? 
Some  deeme  tbat  it  of  Beaatie  dotb  arise. 
Damę  Fortunes  Babie  and  undoubted  Sonne, 
Some  otber  doe  surmise  tbis  Farour  was : 
Againe,  some  tbinke  by  Cbaunce  it  came  to  passe, 
Anotber  saies  of  Vertue  it  begonne. 
Wbat  Matę  is  be  tbat  daylie  is  at  band  ? 
Faire  speaking  he  and  glosing  Flattrie  bigbt, 
Wbat  he  tbat slowly  comes  bebind?  Auns.  Despigbt 
Wbat  they  (I  pray)  tbat  bim  inviron  stand? 
Wealtb,  Honor,  Prtde,  and  noble  needefull  lAwes, 
And  leading  Lust  tbat  drives  to  tbousand  ills. 
Wbat  meane  those  wings,  and  painted  ouiuering 

tuilU? 
Cause  apward  aie  Damę  Fortane  Farour  dnwes. 
Wby  blinde  is  Favour  madę?  (Auns.)  for  cause 
Tbat  is  untbriftie  once  yplast  amownt        [tbat  be 
From  baser  step  not  bad  in  any  cownt 
Cannot  disceme  bis  Friends,  or  wbat  they  be. 
Why  treades  he  on  tbe  tickle  tuming  whede  ? 
He  followes  Fortunes  steps  and  giddie  Gate 
Unstaid  Chaunces  aye  unstedfast  matę: 
And  when  tbat  tbings  are  well,  can  ncTer  feele. 
Then  tell  me  one  tbing  else  to  please  my  minde 
My  last  demaund.    Wbat  meanes  bis  swelling  lo  ? 
How  chaunst  tbat  Fauour  dotb  so  prowdly  go  ? 
Good  baps  by  course  us  men  doe  maken  blinde. 


THE  LOUER 


WUOSB  ŁAOIB  DWBŁT  FAST  BY  A  PRISON. 

Obb  day  I  bidę  mee  fost  vnto  tbe  place 
Where  lodgde  my  Leue,  a  passing  propre  damę 


For  head,  band,  leg,  lim,  wea]tb»wit,<cDiiily 
And  beihg  there  my  sute  1  gan  to  frame, 
The  smokie  sighcs  bewrayde  my  fierie  flame. 
But  cruell  sbe,  disdainefull,  coy  aud  curst, 
Forst  not  my  words,  but  quaild  hir  friend  at  fonL 


Whereat  I  lookt  me  vp,  a  wofuU  Wight, 
Aod  tbrew  minę  eies  vp  to  tbe  painted  Sicie, 
In  minde  to  waile  my  hap :  And  saw  in  sight 
Not  farre  from  tbence,  a  place  where  Prianers  ht^ 
For  crimes  forepast  tbe  after  pajrnes  to  trie : 
A  Laberinth,  a  lothsome  Lodge  to  dwett, 
A  Dungeon  deepe,  a  Dampe  as  darke  ms  HA 

O  happie  yon  (quoth  I)  tbat  feele  tbe  force 
Of  girding  Gyue,  thirst,  colde  and  stonie  bed, 
Respect  of  mee,  wbose  loue  bath  no  remone: 
In  deatb  you  Hue,  but  I  in  life  am  ded, 
Yonr  ioy  is  yet  to  come,  my  pleaaare  fled. 
In  prison  you  baue  minds  at  freedome  aye, 
I  free  am  thrall,  whose  loue  seekes  his  decaye. 

Unwortbie  you  to  Hue  in  sncb  distresse 
Wbose  former  faults  repentance  did  bewaile: 
Morę  fitter  were  tbis  Ladie  mercilesae 
At  grate  to  stand,  witb  whome  uo  teares  prenaile: 
Morę  worthie  she  to  liue  in  lothsome  Gaile 
Tbat  murders  such  as  sue  to  hir  for  Ufe, 
And  spoyles  hir  fiiitbfull  Friends   with 
knife. 


COMPLAINT 


OW  THB  ŁONG  AB8BNCE  OF  Hli  ŁOUB  VPOH 

AOQUAl!fTAMCB. 

0  cuRSBD,  cruell,  cauckred  Chanoceb 
O  Fortune  fraught  with  spight, 

Why  bast  tbou  so  on  sodaine  reft 
from  mee  my  cbiefe  deligbt? 

Wbat  glorie  shalt  thou  gaine  perdie 

or  purchace  by  thy  ragę  ? 
Tbis  is  no  Conquest  to  be  cald, 

wberefore  thy  wrath  asswage. 

To  soone  eclipsed  was  my  Ioy, 

my  dolors  grow  to  iast : 
For  want  of  hir  tbat  is  my  life, 

my  life  it  can  not  last: 

Is  tbis  thy  fickle  kind  lo  soone 

to  boise  a  man  to  ioy, 
And  ere  he  touch  the  top  of  bliase 

to  breede  bim  such  anoy  ? 

Now  doe  I  plaine  perceiue  and  see 

tbat  Poets  faine  not  all. 
For  churlisb  Cbaunce  is  compted  blind 

andfuUoffiltby  GalL 

1  tbougbt  tberc  bad  bene  no  such  Damę 

ne  Goddesse  on  a  wbeele: 
But  now  too  well  I  know  hir  kinde, 
top  soone  hir  force  I  feele. 

And  tbat  wbich  dotb  augment  my  smart 

and  maketh  morę  my  wo, 
Is,  for  I  felt  a  sodaine  ioy 

where  now  tbis  griefe  dotb  grow. 
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f  thou  htdst  ment  (Tnhappie  hap) 

thoa  to  haoe  nipt  my  ioy, 
Nbj  didst  thou  show  a  smUing  cheers 

that  sboaldst  baue  lookte  acoy } 

Por  griefin  do  notbing  graicb  at  all 

but  wbere  was  blisse  before: 
Kone  wailes  the  want  of  wealth  so  much 

as  be  that  had  the  stoTe* 

Not  be  tbat  neaer  saw  tbe  Sannę 

complaynes  for  lack  of  łigbt. 
But  such  as  saw  his  Oolden  gleamca 

and  knew  his  cheereftiU  might. 

Too  late  I  learoe  tbrough  spitefnll  cbaunee 

that  ioy  is  niixt  with  wo, 
And  ech  good  bap  hatb  bate  in  boprd, 

the  conrse  of  things  is  so. 

80  poyson  lurcks  in  Suger  sweete^ 

the  Hooke  so  hides  the  bayte: 
Enen  so  in  greene  and  pleasant  gnisse 

the  Serpent  lies  in  wayte. 

Tljrsses  wife  I  learae  at  last 

tby  sorow  and  distresse, 
I0  absence  of  thy  ling^ing  Looe, 

that  shoold  tby  woes  redresse. 

Great  was  your  grief  (ye  Greekish  Girls) 

whilst  stately  Troie  »tood» 
And  kept  your  busbands  from  your  laps 

in  perill  of  their  blood« 

AU  ye  therefbre  that  baue  assayde 

what  torments  lack  procures 
Of  that  you  looe,  lament  my  &te 

wbich  ouerlong  endures. 

Te  winds  transport  my  soking  sigbes 

to  my  newe  choaen  Priend, 
So  may  my  sorow  swage  perbaps 

and  dreerie  state  baue  ende. 

Te  sighes  make  true  report  of  teares, 

tbat  so  beraJne  my  brest, 
As  Helens  busbands  neuer  were 

Ibr  treason  of  his  Guest. 

If  thou  (my  Letter)  maist  attaine 

the  place  of  hir  abode, 
-Doe  thouy  as  Heiauld  of  tbe  beart, 
my  sorrowes  ąuitc  vnlode. 

In  thee  as  in  a  Myrrour  cleare 

or  Christall  may  she  vewe 
My  paoguesy  my  paynes,  my  sighes  and  teares 

whicb  Tigers  could  but  reiire. 

There  sball  sbe  see  my  secret  parU '  . 

encombred  all  with  moncj 
My  feinting  lims,  my  vapord  eien 

with  beart  as  colde  as  stone. 

I  know  sbe  can  but  rue  my  case 

when  thou  presentst  my  sute, 
Wherefore  play  thou  tby  part  so  well 

that  I  may  reape  the  frute. 

And  if  (when  sbe  hatb  read  thee  tbrough) 

sbe  place  thee  in  bir  lap, 
Then  cbaungethy  cheere  thy  Maister  hatb 

bis  long  desired  bap. 
yfQL,  II. 


AFTBB  ŁONG  AB8E1CCS  CRAUB8  HIB  LADIB  T» 
M BETĘ  WITH  HIM  IH  PUkCB  TO  EMTERPARM 
OF  HIR  AUBNTURBS,  '  % 

If  so  Leander  durst 

from  Abydon  to  Sest 
To  swim,  to  Hero  wbom  be  cbose 

bis  FrieDd  aboue  tbe  rest, 

Aml  gage  his  comely  corse 

vnto  the  sowsing  Tyde 
To  lay  bis  water  beaten  Tims 
'    fast  by  hir  tender  side : 

Tbcn  I  (my  Deare)  whose  gleames 

and  ardor  doth  surpasse 
The  scorchiug  flaibe  and  blasing  beate 

that  in  Leander  was, 

May  well  prcsume,to  take 

the  greatest  toyle  in  haode. 
To  reacb  the  place  wbere  thou  dost  lodge 

tbe  cbiefe  ofYenus  bandę. 

For  not  Leanders  lone 

my  friendship  dotb  ezcell. 
Nor  Hero  may  compare  with  hir 

that  beares  Damę  Beąnties  Bell. 

There  restetb  nought  for  thee 

but  to  assigne  the  place, 
The  mirric  day,  the  ioyfull  houie 

when  I  may  see  tby  f^e: 

Appoint  the  certaine  Tide 

and  fixed  stem  of  stay, 
And  thou  sbalt  see  thy  faitbfull  Friend 

will  quicUy  oome  his  way. 

Not  dreeding  any  doubt: 

but  Tcntrously  will  go 
Through  thick  and  thin  to  gaine  a  głimse 

of  thee  his  sugred  fo. 

Wbere  when  by  bap  we  meete, 

our  long  endttied  woes 
Shall  stint  by  force  of  friendly  tboaghU 

wbich  we  shall  then  disclos^ 

Then  eythcr  may  ynfolde 

tbe  secreU  of  the  bart. 
And  show  how  long  dislodge  hatb  bred 

our  crucll  cutting  smart. 

Then  may  we  freely  chat 

of  all  forepassed  toyes, 
A  nd  pot  those  pensi  ue  panges  to  fligbt 

with  newe  recourse  of  ioycs. 

Then  pleasure  shall  possesse 

the  lodge  wbere  Dolour  lay. 
And  mirrie  blincks  put  dowdes  of  care 

and  lowring  looket  away. 

Then  kissing  may  be  plide 

and  clipping  put  in  ure. 
And  lingreid  sores  by  Cupids  salues 

aspire  to  quick  recure. 

Ob  dreede  tH6u  not  at  all^ 

set  womens  feare  a  part 
And  take  the  courage  of  a  man^ 

that  bast  a  manly  bart. 

TT 
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la  hostage  aie  with  tbee 

to  use  at  tby  deuiae. 
In  all  afiaires  and  needefull  howrea 

as  matter  shall  anse. 

Beuoketo  louing  minde 

how  Yentrocu  Tbisbe  met 
In  fearefull  might  with  Pyramas 

where  Nintu  T ombe  was  set. 

£k>  hazard  thoa  to  oome 

unto  tbe  pointed  place. 
To  thirart  tby  Friend,  and  meete  with  bim 

that  longs  to  see  tby  face. 

Who  better  will  attende 

tby  friendly  comming  there, 
Than  Pyramus  of  Tbysbe  did 

his  disappointed  Feere, 

For  (ob)  tbeir  meeting  was 

tbe  reauer  of  tbeir  breath» 
Tbe  crop  of  endlesse  care,  and  causa 

of  either  Łouers  death. 

But  we  so  warely  will 

our  fijced  time  attende, 
As  no  mishap  sbaJl  grow  thereby, 

and  tbus  I  make  an  ende 

With  wisbing  well  to  thee, 

and  bope  to  meete  tn  place 
To  enterparle  with  tbee  (my  Friend) 

and  tell  my  dolefuli  case. 


TO  MAJSTER  GOOGE 

Hli  SONBT  OUT  OF  8IGBT  OUT  OF  THOUGST. 

Thb  lesse  I  see,  tbe  morę  my  teene, 
The  morę  my  teene  tbe  greater  griefe 
The  greater  griefe,  tbe  lesser  seene^ 
Tbe  lesser  scenę,  tbe  lesse  reliefe: 
The  lesse  reliefe  tbe  heauier  spright, 
When  P.  is  fartbest  out  of  sight. 

Tbe  rarer  seene>  tbe  rifer  sobs 
The  rlfer  sobbes,  tbe  sadder  hart, 
The  sadder  bart,  the  greater  tbrobs, 
The  greater  tbrobs,  the  worser  smart, 
Tlie  worser  smart  proceedes  of  tbis 
That  I  my  P.  so  oftenmisse.  > 

The  neerer  too,  tbe  morę  I  smilde, 
The  morę  I  smilde,  tbe  merier  minde : 
The  mirńe  minde  doth  tbougbt  eicile. 
And  tbougbt  esilde  recourse  I  finde 
Of  heauenly  ioyes  all  this  delight 
Haoe  I  when  P.  is  once  in  sight. 


THE  LOUER 


WHOSK  M ISTRlSiE  FEARBD  A  M OU«B,  DECLARETH 
THAT  HE  WOUŁ]>  BBCOME  A  CAT,  IF  HE  MIGBT 
HAUE  HIS  DE8IRE. 

If  i  might  alter  kinde, 

wbat  think  you  I  would  bee. 
Nor  Fisb,  nor  Foule,  nor  Fle,  nor  Frog 

nor  Squirrel  on  tbe  Tree. 


Tbe  Fisb  the  booke,  tbe  Foule 
the  lyroed  twig  doth  catcfa. 

Tbe  Fle  tbe  Finger,  and  the  Frog 
the  Bustard  doth  dispatch. 

Tbe  Sąuirrill  thincking  naught 
that  fieately  cracks  the  nut, 

The  greedie  Goshawke  wanting  pray 
In  dread  of  death  doth  pat. 

Bnt  scorning  all  tbese  kindes 

I  would  become  a  Cat, 
To  combat  with  the  creepiog  Mouse 

and  scratcb  the  screekiog  Rat. 

I  would  be  present  aye 

and  at  my  Ladies  caU, 
To  gard  hir  from  the  fearefull  Moose 

in  Paiłour  and  in  Hall. 

In  Kitchin  for  his  lyfe 
he  shottld  not  shew  his  hed, 

The  Peare  in  Poke  sbould  lie  untoucht 
when  shee  were  gone  to  bed. 

The  Mouse  should  stand  in  feare, 
so  sbould  the  sąueaking  Rat: 

All  this  would  I  doe  if  I  were 
converted  to  a  Cat 


THE  LOUER 

DRITBir  TO  AB9ENT   HIM  FROM  HIS  WO, 
BEWAYŁBS   HIS  ESTATB. 

Wher  angrie  Oreekes  with  Trojans  foagbt 
In  minde  to  sack  tbeir  weltbie  Towne, 
Ring  Agamemnon  needefull  tbougbt 
To  beate  tbe  neigbbour  Cities  dowoe,  ' 
And  by  bis  Princely  power  to  qaell 
Such  as  by  Pryanoa  Realme  did  dwell. 

Tbus  f9rth  he  trauailde  with  his  trsioe 
Till  be  vnto  Lyrnesus  came, 
Where  cruell  6ght  be  did  maintaine, 
And  slue  such  Wights  as  wereof  fiune: 
Downe  went  the  walles  and  all  to  wnck 
And  so  was  Lyrnes  bnmght  to  sack. 

Two  Noble  Dames  of  passing  sbape 
Unto  tbe  Prince  were  brought  in  fioe 
That  might  compare  with  Paris  rspe, 
Tbeir  giimering  beauties  so  did  shioe: 
Tbe  Prince  cboze  fayrest  of  the  twaioei 
And  A  chyli  totber  for  his  paine. 

And  thus  the  warlike  Chieftaioes  liode 
Eche  with  his  Ladie  in  delight: 
Till  Agamemnon  was  depriude 
Of  hir  that  golden  Chryses  higfat 
For  Gods  did  will  as  (Poets  laine) 
That  he  should  yeelde  hir  rp  agaioe.  . 

Which  done,  he  reft  Achylles  Matę 
To  serue  in  Chrysis  place  at  neede. 
Not  fbrcing  on  the  ftmle  debatę 
That  foUowde  of  that  cruell  deede: 
For  wby  Achylles  grutcbed  sore 
l'o  lose  tbe  Lasse  he  wan  before. 
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And  what  for  gńefe  aiul  great  disdaine 
Tbe  Grecke  bta  Helinet  hoong  aside, 
And  Sworde  that  maDy  a  Knigbt  had  slainc^ 
And  Sbield  that  Troian  Darts  bad  tride : 
Hefiising  to  approch  tbe  place 
"Where  be  wat  woont  his  foes  to  chase. 

Hit  manly  courage  was  appalde 
Bis  vaUanŁ  beart  b^n  lo  yeelde. 
His  brawned  arnies  tbat  earst  were  galde 
^ith  clattring  Armoar  in  the  field 
Had  lost  tbeir  foroe,  bis  fist  did  fiiint, 
-His  gladsome  songs  were  growne  to  plaiot. 

His  moath  refasde  his  woonted  ibode, 
His  tongue  could  feele  no  tast  of  meat. 
His  hanging  cheekes  declarde  bis  moode, 
His  fealtred  beard  with  baire  ruset, 
Bewraid  his  sodaine  cbaunge  of  chcere 
•For  loosing  of  his  louing  Feere* 

His  eares  bat  sorrowes  soand  could  beare^ 
The  Trumpets  tune  was  quite  forgot, 
His  eies  were  fraugbt  with  many  a  teare, 
Whome  carcking  care  pennitted  not 
The  pleasant  slumber  to  retaine 
To  ąnite  the  sielie  Misers  painc. 

The  tboosande  part  of  peosiue  cart 
Tbe  Noble  Greeke  endored  tban 
In  Bryseis  absence,  to  declare 
It  ferre  surmoants  the  Witof  man? 
Bat  sare  a  Martyr  rigbt  he  liade 
Of  Bryseis  beautie  once  beriude^ 

If  thus  Acbylles  valiant  beart 
Were  wrapt  in  web  of  wailefull  wo, 
That  was  in^rde  too  dint  of  Dart 
His  louing  Bryseis  to  forgo. 
4f  thns  the  sWrdie  Greeke  (I  say) 
Bewaild  tbe  night  aod  wept  tbe  day: 

Then  blame  not  mee  a  louing  Wight 
Whome  Naturę  madę  to  Copids  Bow 
To  liue  in  such  a  piteous  pligbt, 
Sewasht  with  waues  of  worser  wo 
Tban  euer  was  the  Greekish  Peere 
Dispoiled  of  his  Darling  deere. 

For  I  of  force  am  feine  to  flee 
Tbe  presse,  tbe  presence  and  the  place 
Of  you  my  Loue  a  brauer  B. 
Tban  Bryseis  was  for  foote  and  fiice, 
Tor  Head,  for  Hande,  for  Carkasse  eke 
Hot  to  be  matcht  of  any  Greeke. 

Wbose  trotb  you  haue  fuli  often  tride, 
Whose  beart  bath  bene  Tnfolded  ąuigbt 
Wbose  faitbby  friendship  was  discride 
Wbose  ioy  consisted  in  yonr  sight, 
Whose  paine  was  pleasure  if  in  plaoe 
He  might  bot  gazę  vpon  tby  face. 

O  dolefull  Greeke  I  would  I  might 
£xchaunge  my  trouble  for  thy  paine: 
For  then  I  hope  I  sboold  acqmte 
My  grieie  with  gladsome  ioyes  againe. 
Fur  Bryseis  madę  retoure  to  the^ 
W^uld  B.  HMght  doe  the  like  to  mea. 


But  to  exchauoge  my  Loue  for  tbine, 
pr  B.  fór  Bryseis  I  ne  would: 
To  laboar  in  the  Leaden  Minę. 
And  leaue  tbe  ground  wbere  growes  the  Goldc 
I  minde  it  not,  it  foUie  were 
To  cboose  the  Parę,  and  leaue  the  Peare. 


TfJAT  ŁOUERS  OUOHT  RATHER  BV  HRST  AG- 
QI)AINTANCE  TO  SHEW  THEIR  MEAMlNCi  Br 
PEN  THEN   BY  HOUtH. 

If  all  that  feele  the  fiU  of  looe 
And  flanckring  sparkes  of  Cupids  fire, 
By  tatling  tongoes  should  say  to  moue 
Tłieir  Ladies  to  tbeir  fonde  desire: 
No  doubt  a  number  would  but  gaioe 
A  badge  of  Follie  for  tbeir  paine. 

For  Ladies  eyther  would  suspect 
Those  sugred  wordes  so  sweete  to  eare 
With  sccret  poysons  baite  infect : 
Or  else  would  wisely  stande  in  feare, 
That  all  such  flame  as  so  did  bume 
To  dustie  Cinders  soone  would  tume. 

For  he  that  bluntly  doth  presume 
On  smali  acquaintaince  to  display 
His  bidden  fire  by  casting  fome 
Of  wanton  wordes,  doth  misse  the  way 
To  win  tbe  Wight  be  honours  so, 
For  of  a  Friend  he  makes  a  Fo. 

For  who  is  shee  tliat  may  endure 
The  dapper  tearmes  that  Louers  V8e  ? 
And  painted  Proems  to  procure 
The  modest  Matrons  minde  to  mose? 
No,  fint  let  writings  go  to  tell 
Your  Ladies  tbat  you  loue  them  weU. 

And  when  that  time  bath  triall  madę 
Of  perfect  loue  and  faithfoll  brest, 
Then  boldly  may  you  furtber  wadę 
Tbis  counsell  I  accoumpt  as  best: 
Aod  this  (my  Deare)  proourde  my  Quill 
To  writci  and  tongue  io  be  so  still. 

Wbich  now  at  flrst  sball  flatly  showe 
(As  faithful  Herald  of  tbe  bart) 
Tbe  perfect  loue  to  tbee  I  owe 
That  breedst  my  ioy,  and  wilt  my  smart, 
Unlesse  at  last  (Remembraunce)  rue 
UjKm  kir  (thought)  that  will  be  tnie. 

Wherefore  I  say,  go  slender  scrole 
To  hir  the  sielie  Mouse  that  sboonnes, 
Salute  in  friendly  sort  the  sonie 
Aroong  those  pretie  beastes  that  woonnes, 
Tbat  bit  the  pocat  for  the  Peare, 
And  breede  the  sonie  to  soch  a  feare. 


I 


AN  EPITAPH 


OF  MAMTER  WIN  DROWNEB  IN  THE  8SA. 

Who  so  thou  art  that  passest  by  tbis  place 

And  ruBst  at  random  on  this  sliper  way, 

Recline  thy  listning  eare  to  mee  a  space 

Doe  stay  tby  ship  and  hearken  what  I  say: 

Cast  Ankor  berę  vntill  my  tale  be  donnę, 

So  ouusttbou  ebauBOe  tbe  like  mishaps  to  sboDOf* 
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TURBERVILE^S  POEUS. 


Learne  tliis  of  mee,  tbat  men  doe  Hue  to  die 
And  Deatb  decayes  tbe  worthiest  Wigfates  of  all. 
No  worldly  wealth  or  kingdomes  can  supplie 
Or  gardę  theirprinces  from  tbe  iatall  foU: 
One  way  to  come  yntu  tbia  life  we  see. 
Bat  to  be  rid  tfaereof  a  tbousand  bee. 

My  gallant  youtb  and  froKck  yeares  behigbt 
Mee  longer  age,  and  siluer  haires  to  baue, 
I  thought  my  day  would  neoęr  come  to  nigbt, 
My  prime  prouokte  me  to  fbrget  my  graue: 
I  thougbt  by  water  to  haue  scapte  tbe  death 
Tbat  oow  amid  tbe  Seas  doe  lose  my  breatb. 

No  w,  now  the  cburlisb  chanell  me  doe  chock 
Now  surging  Seas'  conspire  to  breede  my  carke 
Now  figbting  flouds  enforce  me  to  tbe  rock. 
Chary bdis  Wbelps  and  Scyllas  Dogs  doe  barkę 
Now  bope  of  life  is  past,  uow^  now  I  see 
Tbat  W.  can  no  morę  a  łiues  man.bee. 


Yet  I  doe  weU  affle  for  my  desart 
(Wben  cruell  deatb  hatb  done  tbe  worst  U 
Of  we|]  renowmed  Famę  to  haue  a  part 
l^o  saue  my  beart  from  niine  and  decay: 
And  tbat  is  all  tbat  tbou  or  1  may  gaine. 
And  80  adue,  I  tbaak  thee  for  tby  paine« 
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AGAINB. 


O  Neptune  cburlisb  Cbuf,  O  wayward  Woolf 

O  God  of  Seas  by  name,  no  6od  in  deede, 

O  Tiran  Ruler  of  tbe  grauell  Goolfe 

Wbere  greiBiter  Fisb  on  lesser  Spawne  dotb  feede 

Wby  dost  thou  drencb  witb  deadly  Mace  a  Wight 

Tbat  well  desemdc  to  run  bis  course  ańgbt? 

O  cruell  cursed  tide,  O  weltring  waue 
Tbat  W.  wrougbt  tbis  detestable  care 
O  wratbfull  surge,  wby  wouldst  tliou  not  voucbsale 
A  mid  the  ragę  so  good  a  youtb  to  spare. 
And  snfTer  bim  in  łuckie  Bark  to  reach 
Tbe  pleasant  Port  of  ease  and  blisfuU  beacb? 

But  what  tbough  surging  Seąs  and  tossing  Tide 
Haue  done  tbeir  worat  and  vttered  all  tbeir  foree 
Jn  working  W.  wrack  tbat  so  hath  tride, 
Tbe  cruelst  ragę  tbat  migbt  befall  bis  Corse: 
Yet  naytbelesse  his  euer  during  name 
Is  &st  ingTaude  witbin  tbe  bouse  of  Famę. 

Łet  Fisbes  feede  Tpon  bis  flesb  apace, 
Łet  crawling  Cungers  creepe  about  bis  bones, 
Łet  Wormes  awake  and  W  :  Carkasse  race 
For  wby  it  was  appointed  for  the  noues : 
But  wben  tbey  haue  done  all  the  spite  they  can 
His  good  report  sball  liue  in  mouth  of  man. 

in  stead  of  stonie  Tombe  and  MarUe  Graue 
In  liea  of  a  Łamentabłe  Yerse, 
Let  W.  on  tbe  sandie  Cbeaselt  baoe 
Tbis  dolefull  rime  io  stead  of  better  Hierse: 
Lo,  here  among  tbe  Wormes  dotb  W.  woon* 
Tbat  wq11  desenie  a  farther  race  to  roon. 

• 

But  sińce  his  fate  allotted  bim  to  fali 
Amid  tbe  sowsing  Seas  and  troublous  Tide> 
Łet  not  bis  deatb  bis  faitbfuli  Friends  appall 
For  be  is  not  tbe  first  tbat  so  bath  dide. 
Nor  sball  be  seene  tbe  last:  as  nie  away 
To  Heaaen  by  waters  as  by  I«and  they  say. 


PRAI8E  OF  HIS  WUE, 

Appełłbs  lay  the  Pensile  downe 

and  sbun  tby  woonted  skill, 
Łet  brute  no  niore  witb  flattring  Tnimpc 

tbe  Gi^eekisb  Eares  fulfill : 

Cali  not  to  tbee  such  Painters  praise 

as  thoa  hast  done  of  yore, 
Łeast  tbou  in  6ne  be  foiled  flat 

and  gained  glorie  lorę. 

So  seeke  not  to  disgraoe  the  Greekes 

tby  louing  Natiue  land. 
But  ratherfroro  depainting  formes 

witbdrawe  tby  skillesse  band. 

For  80  tbou  stifftdy  stand  and  Taont 

tbat  thou  wijt  frame  bir  tike 
Wbome  I  exto11  aboue  the  Starres, 

thofi  art  a  stately  Greeke. 

As  8oone  witb  migbt  thou  roayst  remoii& 
tbe  Rock  from  wbence  it  growes, 

As  frame  bir  feautorde  formę  in  whom» 
sncb  flouds  of  gnces  flowes. 

If  I  migbt  speake  unliurt  of  bate» 

I  would  auaont  tbat  Rinde 
In  spite  of  Rosę  and  Lii  He  both 

bad  bir  in  eartb  assignde 

To  dwell  among  the  daintiejDamea 

tbat  sbee  bath  placed  heere: 
Cause,  by  bir  passing  feauture  migbt 

Damę  Natures  skill  appeere. 

Hir  Haire  surmounts  ApoUos  pride 

in  it  such  beautie  raines 
Hir  glistring  eies  tbe  Cbrystall  farra 

and  ftnest  Saphire  staines. 

A  littłe  mouth  with  decent  Chin, 

a  CoraI>  lip  of  hue. 
With  Teetbe  as  white  as  Whale  his  boo* 

ech  one  in  order  due* 

A  body  blamelesse  to  be  found, 

Armes  rated  to  tbe  same: 
Soch  Hands  with  Azurt  deckt»  as  ail 

tbat  warre  witb  bir  doe  sbame« 

As  for  tbe  partes  in  covert  kept 

and  wbat  is  not  in  sight, 
I  doe  esteeme  tbem  by  the  least 

not  forcing  on  djspight. 

If  I  were  foreman  of  tbe  Suest 

my  verdit  to  expresse, 
Forgiue  mee  (Phoebus)  of  tby  place 

sbee  sbould  thee  dispossesse. 

P.  sbould  be  raised  to  tbe  clowdes 

and  Phoebus  brougbt  alow. 
For  tbat  there  sbould  liue  nonę  in  eartk 

but  migbt  bir  Tertue>know^. 

Tbus  to  conclude  and  make  an  ende» 

to  vouch  I  dare  be  bolde: 
As  soone  as  Naturę  had  hir  madę 

all  Natures  ware  vas  solde. 
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THE  COMPLAINT 

tff  JL  fRIBND  Or  IHS  HAUINO  I.08T  BIS  DOUB. 


I  To  tell  a  fiirther  tale  my  fainting  brcath  denics. 
And  selfe  same  death  that  iluc  my  Doue,  begiM 
to  dose  minę  eres. 


What  shold  I  shed  my  tearesło  show  raine  łn- 
waid  pain  '  [ogain. 

Since  that  the  lewell  f  have  lost  may  not  be  had 
Yet  bouUesse  thoagh  it  bee  to  utter  couart  snaft 
It  is  a  meane  to  cure  the  griefe,  and  make  a  ioy- 

fiill  hart.  [loue, 

Wherefoie  I  iay  to  yoa  .that  haue  enjoyde  your 
lament  with  me  iu  wofiili  wite  for  loosing  oł  my 

Doue.  lb«reft» 

You  Turtle  Cocks  that  are  your  louing  Henne« 
And  do  bewaile  yoar  cruell  chaance  that  you  aU?e 

are  left : 
Come  hitber,  come  I  say,  come  hie  in  hastę  to  mee* 
Idst  eyiher  make  his  dolefiili  plalnt  amid  this 

dreerie  tree. 
A  fitter  place  than  this  may  no  where  clse  be  foand 
For  friendly  Eccho  heie  will  cause  ech  ery  to  yelde 

a  sonnd. 

In  youth  it  was  my  lacke  on  sach  a  Doue  to  light, 

As  by  good  naturę  wan  my  loue,  she  was  my  whole 

delite  [hąe, 

A  freshcr  fowle  than  roine  for  shapc  and  beauties 

Was  neuer  any  man  on  earth  that  had  the  hap  to 

Tcwe. 
Damę  Naturę  hir  had  framde  so  perfite  in  hir  kinde 
As  not  the  spiteful  man  himsdf  one  fault  in  hir 

could  finde. 
Hir  eie  so  passing  pure,  hir  beake  to  braac  and  fit, 
The  Btatore  of  hir  limmes  so  smali,  hir  head  so 

fuli  of  wit^  . 

Hir  neck  of  so  good  sise,  hir  plnme  of  coloar  whitc, 
Hir  legs  and  feeic  so  finely  made>  thoa  seldom 
seene  in  sigkt :  [*»w  P'*ce 

Echc  part  so  filly  pight  as  nonc  mought  chaunge 
Nor  any  Bird  could  lighdy  haue  so  good  and 

braue  a  grace. 
But  most  of  all  that  I  did  fansie,  was  hir  voyce, 
For  sweete  it  was  unto  minę  eare,  and  madę  the 

hart  rcjoyce 
No  sooner  coold  I  come  in  place  where  she  was  set. 
But  up  she  rosę,  and  ioyfijll  would  hir  Matę  atid 

lonermet. 

About  my  tender  neck  she  would  haue  clasped  tho, 

And  laid  hir  beake  betwirt  my  lips,  sweet  kisses 

to  besta,  [««  »'  »"' 

And  ought  besides  that  mought  hane  pHsasurde 

Was  neuer  man  that  had  a  Birdc  so  flt  to  play 

withall.  [™f«- 

Whcn  1  for  ioy  did  sing,  she  would  hare  song  with 

When  I  was  wo,  my  grief  was  hirs,  she  wold  not 

pleasant  be.  [D^th, 

But  (ob)  amid  my  ioyes  came  cruell  canckred 

And  spiting  at  my  pleasures  reft  my  louing  bird 

hir  breath . 
Who  findjng  me  alack,  and  absent  on  a  day, 
Caught  bow  in  band,  and  strąk  hir  downe,  a  bred- 
teg  as  she  Iay.  ^  t^o"®' 

Since  I  haue  cause  to  waile  the  death  of  such  a 
(Good  Tortles)  help  me  to  lament  the  kwse  of  my 

truć  loue. 
The  tree  whereon  she  sat  shall  be  the  place  where  1 
Will  sing  my  last,  and  end  my  life :  for  (Turtles) 

1  must  die. 
Yoa  know  it  is  our  kinde,  we  can  not  liuc  alone. 
Morę  pleasant  is  the  death  to  us  then  life  whcn 
loue  is  gone. 


THĄT^LOUERS 

OUOHT  Ta  SliUmtB  NO  PA1NE8  TO  ATTAIffC 
THEIR  ŁOUE. 

If  Marchaunts  in  their  warped  Keales 

commit  themselues  to  waue. 
And  dreadfull  daunger  of  the  Goulfe 

in  tempest  that  doth  raue, 

To  fet  from  farre  and  Forraine  landi 

such  ware  as  is  to.sell. 
And  is  not  in  their  Natiue  soile 

where  they  themselues  doe  dwelh 

If  Souldiars  sert e  in  penłls  plabe 

and  dread  of  Cannon  shot, 
Ech  day  in  daunger  of  their  liues 

and  Countrie  lusse  God  wot, 

Whose  Musick  is  the  dreadfull  Drumme 

and  dolefull  Trumpets  sounde, 
Who  haue  in  stead  of  better  bed 

the  colde  and  stouie  grounde, 

And  all  fattaine  the  spoile  with  speeda 

of  such  as  doe  withstande, 
Which  slender  is  sometime  we  see 

when  90  it  comes  to  hande : 

If  ihey  for  lucre  bight  sostatnei 

such  perill  as  ensues, 
Then  those  that  serue  the  Lorde  of  Loue 

no  trauaile  cnght  refuse. 

But  lavish  of  their  linely  breath 

all  tempest  to  abide, 
To  maintaine  Loue  and  all  his  lawes 

what  Fortune  so  betide. 

And  not  to  shrink  at  erie  showre 

or  stormie  flawe  that  lights, 
Ne  yet  to  yeeld  themselves  as  thrall 

to  soch  as  with  them  fights» 

Such  are  not  fit  for  Cupids  Campe, 

they  ought  no  wages  win 
Which  faiot  before  the  clange  of  Tramp 

or  Battels  broyle  begin. 

They  must  not  make  account  of  hurt, 

for  Cupid  hath  in  storę 
Continually  within  his  Campe 

a  salue  for  erie  sote. 

Their  Ensigne  bearer  is  so  stouta 

ecleaped  Hope  by  oame, 
As  if  they  follow  his  aduise 

eche  thii)g  shall  be  in  frame. 

But  if  for  want  of  courage  stoute 

the  Banner  be  bereft, 
If  hope  by  hap  be  stricken  downe, 

aud  no  good  hope  yleft: 

Tis  time  with  Trump  to  blow  retreatei 
the  Field  must  needes  be  woon: 

So  Cupid  once  be  Captive  tana 
his  Souldiers  are  undoon. 
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Wberefore,  what  so  they  are  that  Loae 

as  waged  men  doe  serue : 
Iklust  shuii  no  daunger  drift  at  alt 

ne  from  no  perill  swerue. 

Keepe  watch  and  warde  the  wakefull  nigfat 

and  neuer  yeelde  to  rcst  r 
For  feare  least  tkou  a  waiting  naugfat 

on  sodaine  be  opprest. 

Tbough  hunger  gripa  thy  emptie  Maw  - 

cndure  it  for  a  while, 
Till  time  doe  serue  wiUi  good  repast 

sucb  familie  to  beguile. 

Be  not  with  chilly  colde  dkrnaidey 

let  Snów  nor  Ise  procure 
Thy  lustfuU  limmes  from  painefull  plight 

thy  Ladie  to  alture. 

That  is  the  spoyle  that  Cupid  giues 

that  18  the  onely  Wight 
'Whpreat  his  Thmlls  are  woont  to  roue 

with  Arrpites  from  tbeir  sight. 

My  seife  as  one  among  fhe  moe,. 

shaJI  neuer  spare  to  spend 
My  life,  my  limmes,.  yea  hart  and  alł 

Łoues  quarreU  to  defend. 

And  80  in  recpmpensc  of  paines 

and  toile  of  perills  past, 
He  yeelde  me  but  my  Ladies  louc  i 

I  will  not  be  agast. 

Of  Fortune,  nor  hir  (h>wning  face, 
I  naught  shall  force  hir  cheere. 

But  tend  on  erie  tunie  on  hir 
that  is  my  louing  Feere. 


A  BEQU£ST 


OF  FRIENDSHIP   TO    ▼DŁCAITS    WTFI    MŁDM  BT 

MAItB. 

Though  froward  Fortune  would  that  you  who  are 
So  braue  a  damę,  with  Yulcan  sboulden  linek: 
Yet  may  you  louę  the  lustie  God  of  warre. 
And  bleare  his  eies  that  no  sucb  frawde  will  tiiinck^ 
Tis  Cupids  chaige,  and  all  the  Gods  agree, 
That  you  be  Feere  to  him,  and  Friend  to  mee. 


THE  LOVER 


THAT  HAD  ŁOUBD  LONG    WITHOITT  R£QUITAŁ  OF 

GOOD  WIŁŁ. 

LoNO  did  I  loue,  and  likte  hir  passing  well 
Wbose  beautie  bred  the  thraldom  of  my  thought, 
Łong  did  1  sue  to  hir  for  to  expeU 
The   foule   disdain   that    beauties   beajneś    had 

wrought: 
Long  did  I  serue,  and  Loog  I  would  haue  doon, 
My  minde  was  bent  a  thorow  pace  to  roon. 

Łong  when  |  had  looude,  sude,  and  serued  so. 
Ab  mought  haue  likte  as  braue  a  Damę  as  shee, 
Hir  Friend  shee  forced  not  bat  let  him  go, 
She  looude  at  least  besides  him  two  or  three : 
Hir  common  cheare  to  erie  one  that  snde, 
Bred  me  to  deeme  shee  did  hir  Friend  delude. 


Oreat  was  my  griefie  at  flrst  to  be  mhtSt 
That  Long  bad  looude  with  true  uo&ined  baiV 
But  when  I  sawe  I  had  been  long  abnsde 
I  forste  the  lesse  from  such  a  friend  to  part: 
Yet  ere  I  gaue  hir  up  1  gainde  a  tbing 
That  griefe  to  bir,  and  ease  to  me  did  biia^. 


TO  A  FRIESD 

THAT  WILD   HIM  TO  BEWAAK  OF  DtrU. 

Tht8  sounde  aduiae  and  counsell  seat  from  jon 
With  friendły  hart  that  you  (my  friend)  doe  gia^ 
With  willing  minde  I  parpose  to  eosue, 
And  to  beware  of  Enuie  while  1  Hue, 
For  spitefiill  it  doth  naugfat  but  malicebnie 
Aye  seeking  Loue  from  fiiitbfull  baiti  to  rioe, 
And  plant  in  place  where  perfit  FrieodAipgne 
A  mortal  hate  good  Naturę  to  deprioe: 
And  tbose  that  nip  mee  by  the  back  bebiade^ 
I  trust  you  shall  ontrue  reporters  finde. 


OF  MISREPORTEB& 

I  HOPB  (minę  Owne)  this  fixed  Loueoftbiiie 
Is  80  well  staide  and  rooted  deepe  in  bmt 
That  not,  unlesse  thoa  see  it  with  thioe  eiae 
That  I  from  thee  my  loue  and  Friendship  vRit, 
Thou  wilt  untie  the  knot  of  thy  behest 
I  trust  yoursełf  of  Ennie  will  beware 
That  wild  your  friend  take  heede  of  Eouies  aisie. 


THAT    NO    MAN    BHOVŁD    WRITE  BOT  WCH  ił 

DOE  EZCBŁŁ. 

Should  no  man  write  (say  yon) 

but  such  as  doe  exceU 
This  fonde  deuise  of  youn  desernes 

A  Babie  and  a  Bell. 

Tben  one  alone  śhonid  doe 

er  verie  few  in  deede : 
For  that  in  erie  Art  tbere  can 

but  one  alone  exceede. 

Sbould  others  ydle  bee 

and  waste  tbeir  age  in  Taine, 
That  myght  petbaps  in  after  timo 

the  prick  and  price  attaine } 

By  practice  skill  is  got 

by  practice  wit  is  woonne. 
At  games  you  see  how  many  doe 

to  win  the  wager  roonne. 

Yet  one  among  the  moe 

doth  beare  away  the  Bell: 
Is  that  a  cause  to  say  the  rest 

in  running  did  not  wellł 

If  nonę  in  Phisick  should 

but  onely  Galene  deale, 
No  doubt  a  thousand  perish  wonH 

whome  Physick  now  doth  healc^ 
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Sche  one  hń  Talent  hath, 

to  uie  at  his  deuise: 
W^hich  makes  that  many  men  as  welt 

as  one  are  couiited  wise*. 

Poriftbat  Włtalone 

in  ene  should  rest  and  raine, 
Tben  God  the  skullef  of  other  men 

did  make  bat  all  in  Taine. 

Łet  ecbe  one  tńe  his  force, 

and  doe  the  best  he  can 
For  tberennto  appointed  were 

the  hande  and  hed  of  man* 

The  Poet  Horace  speakes 

against  thy  reason  plaine, 
"Whio  sayes,  tis  somewhat  to  attempt 

although  thou  not  attaine 

The  scope  in  erie  thine: 

to  tooch  the  bighst  degree 
Is  pessing  hard^  to  doe  the  beat 

sofficing  is  for  thee. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND, 

DECŁARINO   WHAT   YERTUS    IT  It  TO  STICK  TO 
rOBM£R  PUGHTED  FRI£IID8BIP. 

Tbb  sagę  and  Siluer  baired  Wights  doe  thinke 
A  Tertue  rare  not  to  be  prowde  of  miód 
When  Fortune  smtles :  nor  cowardly  to  shńnk 
T%oagh  chaunged  Chaonce  do  shew  hir  self  unkind. 
But  cbiefest  prayse  is  to  imbrace  the  man 
lo  welth  and  wo  with  wbome  yonr  loue  began. 


OF  TtrO  DESPERATE  MEN. 

A  If  AU  in  deepe  despaire  with  Hempe  in  hand 
Went  out  in  baste  to  ende  his  wretched  dayes: 
And  where  he  thought  the  Galio  tree  should  stand 
De  found  a  pot  of  gold:  be  goes  his  wayes 
Therewith  eftsoone,  and  in  exchaunge  he  left 
The  Ropę  wherewith.be  would  bis  bceath  bereft. 

The  greedie  Carle  came  within  a  space 
That  ownd  the  good,  and  saw  the  Pot  behinde 
"Where  Ruddocks  lay,  and  in  the  Ruddocks  place 
A  knottie  Corde,  but  Rnddocks  could  not  finde: 
He  caught  the  Hemp  and  hoong  himselfe  on  tree, 
Tor  griefe  that  be  his  Treasure  eonlde  not  see. 


OP  THE  TORMENTS  OF  HELL  AND  THE 
PAINES  OF  LOUE, 

Thouoh  tbey  that  wantcd  grace 

and  whilome  liued  heere, 
Sustaine  such  pangues  and  paines  in  HeH 

as  doth  by  Bookes  appeere. 

Tbough  restlesse  be  the  ragę 

of  that  infernall  route, 
That  Toide  of  feare  and  Pitties  plaint 

doe  flinge  the  fire  aboutei 


And  tosse  the  blasing  brandes 

that  neuer  shall  consume, 
And  breath  on  siely  Soules  that  sit 

and  snfTer  fttriousfame: 

Th(»ugb  Taiftall.  Pelops  Sonne 

abide  the  Dropsie  dry. 
And  stenie  with  hunger  where  he  batb   ' 

both  Foode  and  Water  by : 

Thougb  Tytius  doe  indure 

his  Łiuer  to  be  rent 
Of  Vn!tures  tyring  on  the  same 

unto  his  spoyle  ybeot : 

And  Sjrsipbe  thougb  witb  paine  ^ 

and  neuer  stintiug  drift 
Doe  role  the  stone  irom  Mountaynes  top 

and  it  to  Mountaine  lift: 

Tbough  Belydes  doe  broyle 

and  suffer  endlesse  paine, 
In  drawing  water  from  the  deepe 

that  falleth  down  againe: 

Thougb  Agamemnons  Sonne 

sueh  retchlesse  ragę  tndare. 
By  meane  of  furies  that  with  flame 
^  his  griefull  smart  procure: 

Tbough  Mynos  hath  assignde 

'Prometheus  to  the  rack, 
With  hande  and  foote  ystrecbt  awide 
till  all  bis  limmes  doe  crack: 

To  leade  a  lotbsome  life 

and  die  a  liriog  deatb,. 
Amid  his  paines  to  waste  his  wind* 

and  yet  to  want  no  breath; 

Tbough  other  stand  in  Stir 
with  Sulphur  that  doth  flamsi^ 

And  other  plonge  in  Phlegiton 
so  gastly  for  the  name : 

Thongh  Cerbems  the  ktfie 

of  Plotofl  Denne  that  beares, 
With  bnngrie  throte  and  greedie  gripe 

the  new  come  straunger  teares: 

Thongh  these  condemned  Ghostes 

such  dreadfuH  paine  indures, 
Yet  may  tbey  not  compare  at  all 

with  pangues  that  Loue  procuret. 

His  tiring  larre  exeeedes 

the  gnawiug  of  the  gripes. 
And  with  bis  wbip  sucb  lashes  gines 

that  passe  Megeras  stripes. 


He  lets  the  Łiner  lie, 

tormenting  aye  the  Hart: 
He  strikes  and  wounds  bis  bounden  thralł 

with  dubbie  hedded  dart. 

His  fire  ezceedes  the  flame 

of  deepe  Auemos  lakes : 
And  where  he  once  pretendes  a  plague 

ą  spitefuU  spoyle  he  makes. 
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His  foes  doe  walce  by  day 

they  dread  to  8]e«'pe  tbe  nigbt; 
.  f  hey  banne  the  Sunne,  they  carse  the  Moone, 
and  all  that  ełse  gines  lighL 

They  passe  tbeir  lothsome  liues 

with  notcontented  mi  ode: 
Tbeir  dolefall  dayes  dra  we  slow  to  dat* 

as  Cupid  bath  assigiide. 

To  Tantali  like,  but  yet 

their  case  is  worse  than  bis : 
Tbey  bave  that  they  imbpice,  but  straight 

are  quite  bereft  of  blis.' 

'  Tbey  waste  their  windę  in  sighet 

they  bleare  tbeir  eyes  with  brine : 
Tbey  breake  their  bulcks  with  bowncing  griefe, 
their  harts  with  lingring  pine. 

Though  Orpheus  were  aliue 

with  Musick  that  appeasde 
The  ugiie  God  of  Łymbo  Lake^ 

and  Boules  so  sore  disrasde. 

By  Arte  he  might  not  ease 

the  Louers  fervent  fits, 
Ne  parchase  him  bis  barta  dcsire 

so  troubled  are  bis  wits. 

Ko  place  of  quiet  rest, 

no  roome  deooide  of  ruth : 
No  swaging  of  his  endlesse  paine 

wbose  óeatfy  doth  trie  his  truth. 

His  Chamber  seraes  for  naught 

but  witnesse  of  bis  plaint. 
His  Bed  and  Bolster  to  bewaile  / 

their  Lord  with  Loue  attaint. 

The  man  for  mnrtber  caught 

and  clogde  with  yron  colde 
To  swcare  that  he  morę  happie  it 

than  Louers  may  be  bolde. 

For  he  in  little  space 

his  dreadfuU  day  shall  see. 
But  Cupids  Tbralls  in  dayly  griefei 

tormented  dayly  bee. 

A  thonsand  deaths  tbey  bidę 

whiist  they  in  life  remaine. 
And  onely  plaints  and  stormie  thoughta, 

they  are  the  Louers  gaine. 


AN  EPITAPH 
OF  TRB  DEATB  OP  MAUTER  TDFTON  Of  KEIIT. 

Hbre  nay  wee  see  the  force  of  spitefuU  Death 
And  what  a  sway  it  beares  in  woridly  thingSy 
It  neyther  spares  tbe  one  nor  otbers  breatb, 
He  slayes  the  Keasers  and  the  crowned  Kings. 

Nothing  prevailes  against  his  hatefull  faande 
He  beares  no  suters  when  tbey  pleade  for  life, 
Tbe  rich  mans  purse  camiot  Deaths  po  wre  with- 

stande, 
Nor  Souldien  sworde  compare  with  fatall  knife. 


^  He  recketh  not  of  weH  renowmed  faibe 
He  ibrceth  not  a  whit  of  golden  Fee, 
His  greatest  ioy  is  to  obseme  tbe  name 
Of  sucb  as  seek  immortall  aye  to  bee» 


Por  if  that  wealth)  błood,  lynage,  or 
Loue,  pittie,  zeale  or  friendship  mought 
If  life  well  ledde,  if  tfue  unfayned  hart 
Mought  purchase  Ijrfe:  then  Death  had  not 

Thf>n  Tuftons  lyfe  wilh  curst  atid  cruell 
Breaking  the  course  of  htm  that  ranne  ao  right. 
A  race  as  he  no  stop  at  alł  had  madę 
Had  death  not  tript  this  Tufton  for  despight. 

The  poore  baue  loat,  tbe  lich  haae  noClilag 
gaiode, 
The  good  haue  cause  to  moume,  the  yll  to : 
Por  Tufton  was  to  all  a  Priend  nnfainde. 
Let  Kent  crie  out  that  Death  bath  Tufton 
Yet  this  there  is  whereof  they  may  reioyce 
That  his  good  Ufa  bath  wonne  tbe  peoplas 


AGAINB. 


Lbt  neuer  tnan  presome  on  woridly  wealth/ 
Let  riches  neuer  breede  a  loftie  minde, 
Let  no  man  boast  too  much  of  perfite  bealth 
Let  uatures  gifts  make  no  man  ouer  bliude 
Por  these  are  all  but  bladden  fali  of  windę. 

Let  friendship  not  enforce  a  retchlesse  tbcN^ht 
Let  no  desart  or  life  well  led  before, 
Let  no  renowne  or  glorie  greatly  sought 
Make  man  foi^t  his  present  state  the  morę: 
For  death  is  he  that  keepea  and  riddes  the  stoie. 

If  eyther  health,  or  goods  had  beene  of  [ 
If  Natures  giftes,  or  firiendship  and  good  will, 
If  lyfe  forepast,  if  glories  Golden  Bowre 
Mought  haue  preTaild,  or  stopt  the  dolefoll  knSI 
Of  Tufton,  then  bad  Tufton  liued  still. 

But  now  you  see  that  Death  bath  qu%bt  undooK 
His  last  of  lyfe,  and  pnt  him  to  the  foile: 
Yet  lives  the  Tertue  that  aliue  he  tróon^ 
Tbe  times  alone  are  shrowded  in  tbe  aoUe: 
Thtts  Death  is  ende  of  all  this  worldlesse  toita. 


IN  PRAYSE  OF  LADY  p. 

P.  SBBif  Ks  ci  Venus  stock  to  bet 

fbr  beauties  comely  grace 
A  Grysell  fojr  ber  grauitie 

a  Helen  for  her  lace: 

A  second  Pallas  for  hir  wit, 

a  Goddesse  rare  in  sight, 
A  Dian  for  her  daintinesse, 

shee  is  so  chaste  a  Wight 

Doe  vew  hir  Corse  with  curious^eie, 

eche  lim  from  top  to  toe, 
And  you  shall  say  I  tell  but  trutk 
.  that  doe  extoli  hir  soe. 


EPITAPHES,  EPI6RAMS,  SONGES  AND  SONETS. 
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The  head  as  cbiefe  tbat  itandei  aioft 

and  óaer  looketb  all, 
'With  witedome  is  so  fully  fraaght 

as  Pallas  there  di<f  sUU*  ' 

Two  Eares  that  trust  no  tiifling  talea 

nor  credit  blazing  brote : 
Yet  siich  againe  as  readie  are 

to  beare  Ihe  bumbles  sute. 

Hir  eies  are  sucb  as  will  not  gazę 

on  tbings  not  worthy  sigbt. 
And  wbere  she  ought  to  ćast  a  looke 

she  mii  not  winek  in  spite. 

The  Golden  Graines  tbat  greedie  Gnests 
from  Forraine  Countries  bring, 

Ke  shintng  Phoebus  glittring  bcsunes 
that  on  bis  Godbead  spring: 

Ko  aancient  Amber  had  in  prioe 

of  Roman  Matrons  olde 
May  be  comparde  with  splendent  baires 

tbat  passe  tbe  Venys  Golde. 

Hir  Nose  adornes  hir  countnance  so 

in  middle  iustły  plaste» 
As  it  at  no  time  will  permit 

hir  beautie  be  defiMte. 

Hir  Moutb  so  smali,  bir  Teetb  so  wbite 

as  any  Wbale  bis  booe, 
Hir  Lips  witbont  so  liuely  red 

that  passe  the  Corall  stone. 

What  neede  I  to  describe  bir  Cheekes? 

hir  Chin?  or  els  hir  Pap? 
For  tbey  are  all  as  thougb  the  Rosę 

lodge  in  the  Lillies  Iap« 

What  sbould  I  stand  ^pon  tbe  rest 

or  otber  partes  depaint: 
As  little  Hand  with  Fingers  long? 

my  wits  are  all  to  faint. 

Yet  tbis  I  say  in  hir  bebalfe 

if  Helen  were  bir  leeke. 
Sir  Paris  neede  not  to  disdaioe 

hir  through  the  Seas  to  seeke : 

Nor  Menelaus  was  vnwise 

or  Troupe  of  Troians  mad, 
Wben  he  with  them,  and  tbey  with  him> 

for  hir  sucń  combat  had. 

Leanders  labotr  was  not  lost 
that  swam  the  surging  Seas, 

If  Hero  were  of  such  a  bue 
wbome  so  be  sought  to  pleasc 

And  if  Admetos  Darling  deare 

were  of  so  fresh  a  face, 
Tbough  Phceboa  kept  Admetus  flock 

it  may  not  him  disgrace. 

Nor  mtgbtie  Maaors  way  the  floutes 

and  laughing  of  the  rest, ' 
If  such  a  one  were  sbee  with  whome 

ha  lay  in  Yulcans  Nest 


If  Bryseis  beautie  were  so  braue, 

Achylles  needes  no  blame 
Wbo  left  tbe  campe  and  fled  the  field 

for  loosing  such  a  Damę. 

If  she  in  Ida  had  bene  seene 

wiUi  Pallas  and  tbe  rest, 
I  doubt  wbere  Paris  woaI4  hane  chose 

Damę  Yenus  for  tbe  best 

Or  if  Pygmalion  had  but  tanę 

a  glimse  of  sucb  a  face, 
He  would  not  then  bis  Idoli  donune 

so  feniently  imbrace. 

Bot  what  sball  neede  so  many  wordes 
in  things  tbat  are  so  plaine? 

I  say  but  that  I  doubt  wbere  kinde 
can  make  the  like  againe. 


THE  LOUER 

nr  YTTER  DISPAIRB  OP  RI8  ŁADIEt  ttETUlIllir^ 
IN  BCHE  RE8PISCT  COMPARES  HIS  RSTATR 
WITM  TROYŁUt. 

My  case  with  Troylus  may  compare* 
For  as  be  folt  both  sorrow  and  care : 
Euen  so  doe  I  most  Miser  Wight^  - 
Tbat  am  a  Troylus  outright. 
As  ere  he  could  atchieve  his  wish^ 
He  fed  of  many  a  dolefull  dish, 
And  day  and  nigbt  unto  the  Skies 
The  sielie  Trojan  krst  bis  eies, 
Requesting  ruth  at  Cresids  hande 
In  wbome  his  life  and  death  did  stande: 
So  nigbt  and  day  I  spcat  in  wo» 
Ere  she  bir  pittie  would  bestow 
To  quight  me  from  tbe  painefull  pUght 
Tbat  madę  me  but  a  Martir  rigbt. 
As  when  at  last  he  faTour  founde. 
And  was  recured  of  his  wounde. 
His  grutching  gńefes  to  comfort  grue. 
And  torments  from  tba  Trojan  flue : 
So  when  my  Ladie  did  remooue 
Hir  rigour,  and  began  to  looue 
Hir  Yassel  in  sucb  friendly  sort, 
As  might  appeere  by  outward  port: 
Then  wbo  began  to  joy  but  I 
That  stoode  my  Mistresse  hart  so  nief 
Then  (as  the  Trojan  did)  I  soong 
And  out  my  Ladies  yertues  roong 
So  lowde,  as  all  the  world  oould  tell 
Wbat  was  the  meaning  of  the  Bell. 
And  as  that  pleasaunt  taste  x>f  ioy, 
Tbat-be  endured  had  in  Troy, 
From  sweetcs  to  sower  did  convart, 
When  Cresida  did  tbence  depart: 
So  my  forepassed  pleasures  arre 
By  spitefull  Fortune  put  a  farre 
By  hir  departure  from  tbis  place, 
Wbere  I  was  woont  to  Tiew  bir  foce. 
So  Angelikę  tbat  shoae  in  sight 
Surpassing  Phoebus  golden  ligbt, 
As  when  that  Diomed  the  Greeke . 
Had  giuen  tbe  Trojan  Foe  the  gleeka. 
And  reft  bim  Cresids  comely  bue 
Wbich  often  madę  bis  bart  to  me. 
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The  woftill  troylos  did  lament, 

And  dolefuU  dayes  in  mournuif  spent: 

So  I  bereft  my  louing  Make, 

To  tiglies  and  sobbingt  mee  betake, 

Kepiniog  tbat  my  fortunę  is 

Of  my  desired  Friend  to  miue^ 

And  tbat  a  gnileftill  Oreeke  sbouldiiee 

Esteemde  of  hir.in  such  degree. 

But  tboug^b  my  fortunę  frame  awrie. 

And  J  dispoylde  hir  companie 

Must  waate  tbe  day  and  nigbt  in  wo, 

For  tbat  tbe  Gods  appointed  so : 

I  naythełesae  will  wisbe  bir  weU 

And  better  tban  to  Creąjd  fell. 

1  pray  sbe  may  haue  better  bap 

Tban  bcg  bir  bread  witb  Dish  and  Clap, 

As  sbe  tbe  sieKe  Miser  did 

Wben  Troylus  by  tbe  Spittle  rid. 

God  sbield  bir  from  tbe  Łazars  lorę 

And  lothsome  Leapers  stincking  sore. 

And  for  tbe  loue  I  earst  bir  bare 

1  wisbe  bir  as  my  selfe  to  farę: 

My  selfe  tbat  am  a  Trojan  true 

As  shee  fiill  well  by  trial  knue. 

And  m  King  Priams  wortbie  Sonne 

Ali  otber  I^ies  seemde  to  sbonne 

For  loue  of  Cresid :  so  doe  I 

Ali  Yenns  Dearlings  quigbt  defie, 

In  minde  to  loue  them  ałl  aleeke, 

Tbat  leaue  a  Tnjan  for  a  Greeke. 


THE  WUER 


BECŁARSTH  WHAT  HE  WOUU)  HAUS  It  HE  MIGHT 
OBTAIME  HIS  WI8H. 

If  Gods  would  daine  to  lend 

a  listuing  eare  to  mee 
And  yeelde  me  my  demaunde  at  fiill, 

wbat  thiiAe  you  it  to  bee? 

Not  to  exce11  in  seate 

or  wield  tbe  Regali  Mace^ 
Cr  Soepier  in  sucb  stately  sort 

as  migbt  commende  tbe  place. 

For  as  their  Hawle  is  bie^ 

so  is  tbeir  ruinę  rougb, 
As  tbose  tbat  earst  bave  felt  tbe  &1I 

declare  it  well  ynougb. 

Ne  wonld  I  wishe  by  warre 

and  bloadie  blade  in  Bst, 
To  gore  tbe  groonde  witb  gilUesse  bloud 

of  sucb  as  would  resist. 

For  Tirants  tbougfa  a  wbyU 

doe  leade  their  Hues  in  ioy, 
Yet  Tirants  trie  in  tiackt  of  time 

how  bloodsbed  doth  annoy> 

I  would  none  offioe  craye, 

ne  Consulship  reąoest : 
For  tbat  sucb  rułe  is  fuli  of  ragę, 

and  fraugbt  witb  all  unrcst. 

Ne  would  I  wish  for  welth 

in  great  ezeesse  to  flow,  ^ 
Wbicbe  keepes  tbe  Keyes  of  discords  Denne 

as  all  tbe  world  doth  know. 


But  my  desire  shonld  ftrre 

sucb  base  reąuests  excell» 
Tbat  I  might  hir  enjoy  at  will 

wbome  I  do  loue  so  welL 

« 

O  mighty  God  of  Gods  ^ 

I  were  assured  thao 
In  bappie  bap  bim  to  surpasse 

tbat  were  tbe  bappiest  man. 
• 
Tben  mtght  I  march  in  mirth 

witb  well  contented  minde. 
And  joy  to  thinke  tbat  I  in  loue 

sucb  blissefull  bap  did  finde. 

Wbat  friendly  wordes  should  we 

togethertben  recite? 
Morę  tban  my  tongue  is  able  tdl 

or  this  poore  Pen  to  write. 

Tben  should  my  hait  reioyce 

and  thereby  comfort  take, 
As  tbey  haue  felt  tbat  earst  haue  had 

tbe  use  of  such  a  Make. 

Jf  Fortune  tben  would  frowne 

or  sougbt  me  to  disgrace : 
Tbe  touching  of  bir  chiny  lip 

sucb  sorrowes  would  displaoe, 

Or  if  sucb  griefe  did  growe 

as  migbt  procure  my  smart, 
Hir  long  and  Itmber  armes  to  mee 

migbt  soone  reduce  my  hart. 

For  as  by  foming  ilonds 

tbe  fleating  Fishes  lives: 
To  Salamauders  as  tbe  flame 

tbeir  onely  comfort  giues: 

So  doth  tby  Beautie  (P.) 

my  sorrowes  quite  expell: 
And  makes  me  fiire  wbere  I  should  faint 

unlesse  Uiou  looudste  mee  well. 

And  as  by  watera  want, 

fish  falletb  to  decay. 
And  Salamander  cannot  liue 

wben  flame  is  tanę  away: 

So  absence  from  hir  sight 
wbole  Seas  of  sorrowes  makes, 

Which  presence  of  that  Paragon 
by  secret  vertue  slakes. 

Would  Death  would  spare  to  spoyle 

and  cnK^ed  age  to  rasę 
(As  tbey  are  woont  by  course  of  kinde) 

Pees  beautie  in  tbis  case. 

Yet  thougb  tbeir  rigour  ragę, 
and  powre  by  |>roofe  be  plaine : 

If  P.  should  die  tomorrow  uext, 
yet  P.  should  liue  againe. 

For  Pboenix  by  his  kinde 

to  Phoenix  will  retume, 
When  be  by  force  of  Pboebos  flame 

in  scalding  skies  doe  bume. 

Tben  P.  must  needes  reuiue 

tbat  18  a  Phoenix  plaine : 
And  P.  by  lack  of  liuely  breath 

sball  be  a  P.  againe. 
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EPITAPHES,  EPIGRAMS^ 

Of  A  GENTLEWOMAN 

HAT  triŁDB  HIR  ŁOUER  TO  WEARB  GREBNB 
BAYB8  IN  TOKBN  OF  HIR  9TBJ>FAST  ŁOUB 
TOWARDS  HIH. 

B.  TOŁDB  me  tbat  tbe  Bay  would  aye  be  g^reene, 
And  neuer  cheunge  bis  bne  for  winten  tbret: 
Wberefbre  (ąnoŁb  sbee)  that  plainly  may  be  seene 
Wbat  looe  tby  Ładie  beares,  tbe  Lawrell  get. 

A  braancb  aloft  apen  tbe  Hel  met  weare, 
Presuming  tbat  antill  tbe  Ławtell  die 
And  loże  bisnatiye  oolour,  I  will  beare 
A  &itbfall  barty  and  neuer  swerae  awrie. 

I  (siely  soule)  did  smile  witb  ioyfull  brow 
Hoping  tbat  Daphnis  would  retainde  bir  faoe 
And  not  baoe  cbaungde:  and  iykewise  tbat  tbe  tow 
My  lAidie  madę  would  make  my  Ladie  true. 

0  Oods,  beholde  tbe  cbaunce,  I  wore  tbe  Tree 
And  bonońl  it  as  stay  of  stedfast  loue: 

But  sodainly  tbe  LawrelJ  might  I  see 

To  looke  at  browne  as  doth  tbe  brownest  Doue. 

1  manreU  mucb  at  tbis  nńwoonted  sigbt: 
Witbin  a  day  or  two  came  nevres  to  mee 

Tbat  sbee  bad  cbaungde,  and  swarrde  bir  friend- 
sbip  quight 

Wberefore  affle  in  neitber  truli  nor  tree. 
For  I  perceiTe  tbat  colonrs  Hgbtly  cbaunge. 
And  Ładiei  loue  on  sodaine  waxetb  straunge. 


AN  EPITAPH  OF  MAJSTER  EDWAEDS 

•OHBTIMB  MAI8TBR  OF  THB  CHIŁDRBM  OF  THB 
CHAPPBŁŁ,  AMD  OBMTLBHAN  OF  ŁYNGOŁMS 
INMB  OF  OOURT. 

Yb  leamed  Muses  nine 

and  sacred  sisters  all, 
Kow  lay  your  cbeerfull  Citbrons  downa 

and  to  lamenting  fali. 

Rent  off  tbese  Oarlands  greene 

doe  Lawell  Leaues  away, 
Ilemoove  tbe  Myrtell  from  your  browet 

and  stint  on  strings  to  play. 

For  be  tbat  led  tbe  daonce 

tbe  chiefest  of  your  traine, 
(I  meane  tbe  man  that  Edwards  beigbt) 

by  cruelł  deatb  is  slaine. 

Yee  Courtyers  cbannge  your  cbeere, 

lament  in  wailefull  wise,  . 
For  now  your  Orpbeus  batb  resigndCy 

in  day  bis  Carcas  lyeŁ 

O  mtb,  be  is  bereft 

tbat  wbilst  be  liued  heere 
For  Poets  Pen  and  passing  lirt 

could  bave  no  EngUsbe  Peere. 

His  raine  in  Yerse  was  sucb, 

80  stately  eke  bis  stile 
His  feate  in  fbiging  sugred  Songs 

witb  cleane  and  curious  file* 

As  aU  tbe  leamed  Greekes 

and  Romaines  wonłd  repine 
If  tbey  did  liue  againe,  to  Tewe 

bis  Yerse  witb  scorneCuIl  eine. 


SONGES  AND  SONETS. 

From  Plantus  be  tbe  Palmo 

and  leamed  Terence  wan. 
His  writings  well  declarde  tbe  Wit, 

tbat  hircked  in  tbe  man. 

O  Deatb  tbou  stpodste  in  dread 

tbat  £dwar4s  by  bis  art 
And  wisedome  would  bave  scapt  tby  shaft 

andfled  tby  furious  Dart 

Tbis  feare  enforste  tby  fist 

tby  cursed  Bow  to  bende. 
And  let  tbe  fatall  Arrow  flie 

that  Edwards  life  did  ende. 

But  spite  of  all  tby  spite 

wben  all  tby  bate  is  tride, 
(Tbou  cursed  Deatb)  his  eamed  praise 

in  Moutb  of  Man  sball  bidę. 

Wberefore  (O  Famę)  I  say 

in  trumpe  tby  lipps  applie. 
And  blow  a  blast  that  Edwards  brate 

may  pierce  tbe  Golden  Skie. 

For  berę  bylow  in  earth 

bis  name  is  so  well  knowne: 
As  eche  that  know  his  life,  lamenta 

that  be  so  soone  is  gone. 
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AN  EPITAPH 


on  THB  DBATH   OF  MAISTBR  ARTHUR  BROOJŁB 
DROWNDB  IN  PA8S1NO  TO  MBW  HAYBN. 

At  point  to  ende  and  finisb  tbis  my  Booke, 
Come  good  report  to  mee,  and  wild  me  write 
A  dolefnll  Yerse,  in  praise  of  Arthur  Brooke 
That  age  to  come  lament  bis  fortunę  might 

A  greede  (quoth  I)  for  surę  bis  Yertues  wers 
As  many  as  his  yeares  in  number  few: 
Tbe  Muses  bim  in  leamed  laps  did  beare. 
And  Pallas  Dug  tbis  daintie  Bab  did  cbew. 

Apollo  lent  bim  Lute  for  solące  sake 
To  sonod  bis  Yerse  by  toucb  of  stately  string* 
And  of  tbe  neuer  foding  Bayde  did  make 
A  Lawrell  Crowne,  about  bis  browes  to  cling^ 

In  proufe  tbat  be  for  Myter  did  excell 
As  may  be  iudge  by  luliet  and  bir  matę: 
For  there  be  shewde  his  cunning  passing  well 
Wben  be  tbe  Tale  to  Bnglisbe  did  tranalate. 

Bot  wbat?  as  be  to  forraine  Realme  was  bownd 
Witb  otbers  moe  his  Soueraigne  dueene  to  serue. 
Amid  tbe  Seas  unluckie  youtb  was  drowndy 
Morę  speedie  deatb  tban  such  one  did  d^terue. 

Aye  mee,  tbat  time  (tbou  crooked  Delpbin) 
Wast  tbou,  Aryona  help  and  onely  stay,     [wbere 
That  safaly  bim  from  Sea  to  sbore  didst  beare? 
Wben  Brooke  was  drownd  wby  wast  tbou  then 
away? 

If  soond  of  harp  tfayne  eare  deligbted  so 
And  causer  was  that  be  bestrid  thy  back, 
Then  dóubtlesse  tbou  monghst  well  on  Brooke 

bestow 
Ae  good  a  turae  to  tase  bim  from  tbe  wrack. 
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TURBERYILFS  POEMS. 


For  sore  hts  hande  Aiyoos  Harp  ercelde^ 
His  pleasant  Pen  did  passe  the  otbers  skill, 
Who  so  his  Booke  with  iudging  eie  beheld 
Gaue  thaoks  to  him,  and  praisde  bis  learned  qiiili. 

Thoa  cruell  Gonlf  wbat  meanst  thou  to  deroure 
With  supping  Seas  a  lęwell  of  such  famę? 
Why  didst  thou  bo  with  water  marre  the  Flowre 
That  Pallas  thoaght  so  curioasly  to  frame? 

Unhappie  was  the  Hauen  which  he  sooght, 
Cruell  the  Seas  whereon  his  Ship  did  glide, 
The  windes  to  rough  that  Brooke  to  ruin  brought, 
Uoskilfuii  he  that  undertooke  to  glide. 

But  sithens  teares  can  not  reuoke  the  ded. 
Kor  cries  recall  a  drowned  man  to  lande: 
Let  tbis  suffice  f  exta.\\  the  lyfe  he  led 
And  print  bis  praise  in  bouse  of  Famę  to  stande 
That  tbey  that  after  us  sball  bee  and  Hue 
Deserued  praise  to  Arthur  Brooke  may  give. 

quoth  G.  T. 


OF  THE  RENOWMED  LADY,  LADY  ANNĘ 
COUNTESSE  WARWICK. 

An  Earle  was  your  Sire  a  wortbie  wigbt, 
A  Countesse  Ęscte  you  Tet,  a  noble  Damę, 
An  Earle  is  your  Feere,  a  Mars  outright, 
A  Countesse  eke  your  telfe  of  bruted  famę : 
A  brother  Lord  your  Father  Earles  sonne, 
Thus  doth  renowne  in  Lordes  and  Earles  ronne. 


You  were  well  knowne  of  Ruscds  ntt  a  ckiMe, 
Of  Bedford'8  blood  that  now  dotb  liue  aa  Baiłe» 
Now  Warwicks  wife,  a  wąriike  man  ia  fidde, 
And  Yenus  Peere,  a  ritch  and  orient  Pearie, 
Wherefore  to  you  tbat  Sister,  Childe  and  Wtfe 
To  Łorde  and  Earlea  aie,  I  wisbe  long  Itfe. 

Yon  Alpha  were  wben  I  tbis  Booke  begooDoe 
And  formest,  as  became  your  state  did  stande^ 
To  be  Omega  now  yoa  will  not  shooone, 
(O  noble  Damę)  I  trust:  but  take  with  haade 
Tbis  ragged  rime,  and  with  a  courteóos  iooke 
And  Cowntesse  eie  peruse  tbis  trifling  BookCi 


THE  AUTHOURS  EPILOGE  TO  HIS 

BOOKE, 

Tbb  countnance  of  thia  Noble  Cowntesie  marek 
Wben  she  thy  Yerae  with  eie  tbat  Sapfaire  like 
Doth  sbine  suniayes,  let  be  thy  onely  carck 
To  notę  bir  Lookes :  and  if  she  ought  mislika 
Say  that  thou  sbouldst  hane  bid  ft  from  bira^U^ 
Thy  Authour  madę  the  best  lor  hir  delight. 

The  worst  be  wild  in  eoaert  serole  to  Imke 
Untill  the  Beare  were  ooerlickt  alresfa. 
For  why  indeede  tbis  bastie  hatabed  warke 
Resembletb  much  the  shapelesse  lompe  of  AeA 
That  Beares  bring  forth,  Sk>  wben  1  Hck  tfaee  ooer 
Tboa  sbalt  (I  trust)  thy  perfite  shape  recoaer. 
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